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JOHN   GIBSON  LOCKHART 

BY  DR.   SHELTON   MACKEXZIE. 


JoHK  GiBsox  LocKHART,  Editor  of  tlie  Quarterly  Review  from  1826  to 
1853,  wa.s  born  at  Glasgow,  in  Scotland,  in  1792.  His  father  was  a  clergy- 
man coniinfr  froniMilton-Lockliart,  in  Lanarkshire,  the  family  seat,  which  hag 
descended  to  William  Lockhart,  the  eldest  son,  now  M.  F.  for  Lanarkshire. 

belonging  thus  to  the  capital  of  "  the  West  Countrie,"  young  I,ockhart 
received  his  education,  almost  as  a  matter  of  course,  at  the  time-honored 
University  (foundcl  1450)  where  Wilson  had  preceded  him,  not  long  before. 
In  the  ilays  of  auld  lang  syne,  a  liberal  Scot  who  liad  also  graduated  in  this 
University,  had  appropriated  a  consideralile  estate  for  the  purpose  of  founding 
Exhil)ition3,  to  afford  certain  selected  Gl<a.sgow  students  the  means  of  passing 
through  the  more  aristocratir  and  expensive  University  of  Oxford.  Lockhart 
was  ejected  to  an  Exhibition  (or  paid  Scholarship)  in  Haliol  College,  Oxford, 
theaiinual  emolumentof  which  was  estimated  at  £200  a  year,  and  there  com- 
pl('t(!d  ills  education.  His  career  was  not  marked  by  any  distinguished  public 
honors,  but  he  gained  the  rcpntition  of  having  tlmrdnalily  succeeded  in  his 
classica'  cours<>,  and  of  having  voluntarily  acquired,  while  at  Oxford,  a  familiar 
acquaintance  with  French,  Italian,  German,  Spanish,  and  Portuguese. 

Ilaving  duly  graduat/'d  as  Baduilor  of  Arts,  (he  afterwards  took  the  degree 
of  Master,  and  finally  that  of  Iladu-lor  of  Tivil  Tiaw,  propuratory  to  practice 
in  the  Ecclesiastical  (Juin-ts  in  Kiiglaiid.)  Lockhart  iiuittr.l  Oxford,  and  ])ro- 
ceeded  upon  a  Continental  tour.  This  was  shortly  after  f  Im  downfall  of  Na- 
poliron.  AV'hile  in  (J(!rmany,  he  became  intimate  with  GoiHhe,  the  majestio 
r>eauty  of  who-u;  fountonance  .struck  him  with  as  much  awe  as  admiration. 

Ileturning  to  Scotland,  at)Out  the  time  when  lilnrkwood'x  Mdfxnzlne  was 
cominenaKl,  and  fully  sharing  in  its  sturdy  proprietor's  strong  Toryism  and 
amiuenchable  hatred  of  the  Edinburgh  Review*  it  was  not  long  before  lio 

•  It  la  Worth  iioUco   tlial,  when  the  Edinburgh  Review  was  conamenccd,  In  1302,  by  Syilncr 
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"fli'slu'tl  liis  inaiilon  pen"  in  its  pages.  TTia  first  ascertainod  assktaTice  was 
the  iiiriisioii  of  a  larire  (luantity  ol'  bitter  local  personalities  into  The  CiiALDiaj 
M.\>fuseRipr.  Hogi?  publicly  and  repeatedly  accused  him  of  having  added 
n-'arly  all  that  was  mischievous  and  objectionable  to  that  celebrated  article. 

This  was  in  October,  1817  ;  but,  before  tliis,  liockliart  had  taken  th(^  n(!cos- 
sary  steps  (like  Wilson)  to  become  a  member  of  the  Scottisli  bar.  In  process 
of  time  he  was  admitted,  and  duly  attended  the  Courts  in  quest  of  practice, 
but  the  aggregate  of  his  bar-earnings  must  have  fallen  far  short  of  the  £300 
whi'-h  .le  had  to  pay,  in  fees  and  for  stamps,  on  becoming  a  "  Counsellor."* 

From  the  aj)pearanee  of  the  Chaldee  Manuscript,  the  two  writers  upon 
whom  Blackwood  placed  most  reliance,  as  contributors,  were  Wilson  and 
Lockhart.  Both  composed  rapidly,  but  Lockhart  never  tired.  Ue  would 
dash  otf,  in  the  course  of  one  day,  thirty-two  printed  columns,  or  a  whole  sheet 
of  Blackwood,  and  found  no  dillicuity  in  continuing  to  cover  paper,  at  the  same 
rapid  rate,  for  ten  days  consecutively.  He  used  to  say  (and  it  was  no  idle 
boast)  that  he  readily  could  write  a  wliole  number  of  the  Magazine  in  one 
week. 

In  May,  1818,  he  was  introduced,  at  dinner,  to  Scott,  with  whom  he  had  a 
great  deal  of  conversation,  chiefly  about  German  literati  and  their  writings. 
The  impression  he  made  on  tlie  mind  of  tiie  mighty  Master  must  have  beer 
favorable,  for,  shortly  alter,  was  communicated  to  him  Scott's  desire  that  he 
(Lockhart)  should  write  the  Historical  department  of  Ballantyne's  Edinburgh 
Annual  Register  for  1816 — a  task  which  Scott  had  executed  in  the  two  pre- 
ceding years,  but  could  not  then  accomplish,  from  pressure  of  otlier  and  more 
important  literary  engagements.  Acceding  to  this  request,  he  so  frequently 
met  Scott  that  an  intimacy  arose  between  them,  and  Lockhart  became  a  con- 
stant guest  at  Scott's  Sunday  dinners,  to  which  none  but  hearty  friends  were 
admitted.  In  the  Life  of  Scott,  it  is  mentioned  what  quaint  old  stories  and 
racy  anecdotes  used  to  enliven  these  select  parties,  and  a  promise  is  there  held 
out,  not  yet  realized,  of  collecting  and  recollecting  enough  of  them  to  make  a 
volume,  additional  to  Scott's  works. 

During  this  period,  Lockhart's  contributions  to  the  Magazine  were  numer- 
ous and  important,  though  wholly  anonymous.  From  time  to  time,  there  ap- 
peared a  series  of  letters  almost  exclusively  devoted  to  attacks  on  "  the 
(Jockney  School  of  Literature,"  (whereof  Leigh  Hunt,  "William  Ilazlitt,  John 
Keats,  and  Percy  Bysshe  Shelley  were  assumed  to  be  the  principal,)  and  the 

Smith,  Jeffrey,  and  BrouRham,  the  eldest  of  the  party  was  not  27.  The  earliest  contributors, 
besiileg  these,  were  Professors  Playfair  and  Leslie,  Malthus,  Francis  Horner,  Dr.  Walcot, 
(Peter  Pindar,)  IJIomfield,  (now  Bishop  of  London,)  and  R.  P.  Knight.— M. 

*  Dr.  J.  W.  Francis,  of  New-York,  wlio  was  in  Edinburgh  in  the  winter  of  1816,  informs  mo 
that,  about  that  time,  Lockhart  had  obtained  some  little  celebrity  by  several  able  speeches 
which  he  had  delivered  in  the  celebrated  Speculative  Society — a  debating  club,  to  which,  bji 
the  way,  no  mercy  was  shown,  three  years  later,  in  "  Peter's  Letters." — M. 
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anbounded  and  sarcastic  personalities  of  these  epistles,  bearing  the  signature 
"  Z,"  exceeded  any  thing  which,  up  to  that  time,  had  been  introduced  into 
respectable  periodical  literature.  It  was  reported  and  believed  that  Lockhart 
was  the  writer. 

In  Blackwood,  for  February,  1819,  had  appeared  a  review  of  "  Peter's 
Letters  to  his  Kiuslblk," — a  work  professing  to  be  written  by  Dr.  Peter  Morris, 
of  Pensharpe  Hall,  Aberystwith.  Ko  such  book  was  then  published,  or  wv'iX.- 
ten.  It  was  said  to  contain  the  Doctor's  letters  from  Edinburgh  and  Glasgow, 
during  a  visit  to  both  places  in  the  winter  of  1818-19,  treating  most  freely 
indeed  of  the  Whigs  of  Edinburgh — Scottish  University  p]ducation — the 
Edinburgh  and  Quarteily  Reviews — the  state  of  society  in  Edinburgh  and 
Glasgow — the  bar  of  Scotland,  with  sketrhes  of  its  leading  members — the 
famous  Glasgow  punch — the  state  of  religion,  &c.  This  review,  apparently 
written  by  Mtjrdecai  Mullion,  (one  of  Lock  hart's  numerous  eidolons  of  the  pen,) 
excited  so  much  curiosity,  that  "  Peter's  Letters"  was  greatly  inquired  for. 
In  the  following  month  (March,  1819)  a  further  and  fuller  review  was  given, 
with  copious  extracts,  including  descriptions  of  Clerk,  Cranstoun,  and  Jcifrey, 
(the  leading  lawyers  of  the  place  and  time,)  and  the  sensation  thus  created  and 
kept  up  was  so  considerable  that  the  actual  composition  and  publication  of  the 
work  was  determined  on. 

Accordingly,  "  Peter's  Letters  "  was  put  into  type  as  fast  as  written,  and 
emanated,  in  July,  1819,  from  Blackwood's  as  the  "  second  edition."  It  was, 
and  continues  to  be,  a  work  of  great  interest.  Twenty  years  afterwards, 
Lockhart  siiid,  "  Nobody  l)ut  a  very  young  and  very  thoughtless  person  could 
have  dreamt  of  putting  forth  such  a  book."  Scott,  alter  reading  the  work  twice 
over,  expressed  his  opinion  that  Dr.  Morris  had  "got  over  his  ground  admir- 
ably," only  that  the  general  turn  of  the  book  wius  perhaps  too  favorable,  both 
tfj  the  sta(<!  of  Scottish  public  society  and  of  individual  character,  lie  added 
that,  every  half  century,  Dr.  M(jrris  sh(juld  revive  "  to  record  the  fleeting  man- 
ners of  the  age,  and  the  interesting  features  of  those  who  will  be  known  only 
to  posterity  by  tlieir  works." 

There  was  abundant  outcry  against  "  Peter's  Ijctters,"  at  first,  for  the  author 
ha<l  kei'uly  assaulted  and  ridiculed  the  Edinburgh  Whigs,  l)ut  the  merit  of  tha 
work  WU.S  great,  and  has  carried  it  into  repeated  editions.  The  descriptions  of 
Pidinburgh  and  (Jhu^gow  are  ajifireciative  and  racy, — the  skelclies  of  Jell'rey 
and  his  distinguished  contemjxiraries  are  forcibly,  yet  delicately  done,— the 
glance  at  Henry  Mack(!nzi(!  has  produced  a  sun-portrait,  so  true  is  it  in  nil 
respectH, — Wilson,  Hogg,  Phiyfair,  TJrcwstfT,  Jameson,  and  i-ord  liuclmM  mo 
portrait.'!.  So  are  the  thcatrii-al  etrhiuL's,  and  the  broad,  Rai'liurn-likc  full- 
lentrths  of  the  Scottish  bar,  judges  and  advocates.  Very  vivid,  too,  are  the  de- 
lineations of  leading  hoftk-makera  and  booksellers, — the  con  amove  criticisms 
npon  the  Fine  Arts  in  Scotland, — the  faithful  account  of  Abl)otsford,  and  ita 
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tninslrel  lord. — the  clorical  groupings  of  the  (ii'iicml  Assembly  ol  tlio  Scottish 
(,'liuiTh. — the  aiiiiloiiiic  dissection  of  society  in  Kdiiibiirgh  and  (jlasgow, — and, 
in  its  Btrangc  mixture  of  serious  feeling  and  subdued  lun,  the  account  of  a 
Sacrament  Sabbath  in  tlie  country.  In  truth,  the  melange  was  very  clev';r, 
a  d  made  its  way. 

Some  of  it"  success  was  collateral.  The  work  contained  several  well-engraved 
portraits,  (some,  like  Hogg's,  dashed  with  caricature,)  which  gave  it  great 
value.  AnnMig  these  were  Profess<ir8  liCslie,  I'layfair,  and  Jameson  ;  my  vener- 
able relative,  Henry  Mackenzie,  author  of  " 'llie  Man  of  Feeling;"  John  Clerk, 
of  Eldin  ;  Jeffrey  ;  Macquecn  of  Braxfield  ;  Allan,  the  painter ;  Walter  Scott ; 
Alison,  author  of  the  "  Essay  on  the  Principles  of  Taste,"  and  father  of  the  his- 
torian ;  the  Etlrick  Shepherd;  Dr.  Chalmers;  and  John  Wilson.  All  have 
departed,  but  their  portraits,  as  they  looked  five-and-thirty  years  ago,  (lourish 
greenly  and  truly  in  "  Peter's  Lettei-s." 

Lockhart  has  informed  the  world,  in  his  Life  of  Scott,  that  these  letters  "  were 
not  wholly  the  work  of  one  hand."  This  was  necessary,  perhaps,  as  Dr.  Peter 
Morris  had  included  Lockhart  among  his  Scottish  Worthies.  We  subjoin, 
therefore,  the  character  of  himself,  (which  may  or  may  not  be  the  work  of 
another  hand,)  which  Lockhart  published  iu  1819  : 

"  It  was  on  this  occasion  (a,  dinner  at  Mi".  Gillies',  at  Hawthornden)  that  I 
Iiad  an  opportunity  of  seeing  and  conversing  with  Mr.  Lockhart,  who,  as  well 
as  Mr.  Wilson,  is  suiiposed  to  be  one  of  the  principal  supporters  of  this  Maga- 
zine, and  80  of  judging  for  myself  concerning  an  individual  who  seems  to  havo 
cared  very  little  how  many  enemies  he  raised  up  among  those  who  were  not 
personally  acquainted  with  him.  Owing  to  the  satirical  vein  of  some  of  the 
writings  ascribed  to  his  pen,  most  persons  whom  I  have  heard  speak  of  him, 
seemed  to  have  been  impressed  with  the  notion,  that  the  bias  of  his  character 
inclined  towai'ds  an  unrelenting  subversion  of  the  pretensions  of  others.  But 
I  soon  perceived  that  here  was  another  instance  of  the  incompetency  of  the 
crowd  to  form  any  rational  opinion  about  persons  of  whom  they  see  only 
partial  glimpses,  and  hear  oidy  distorted  representations.  I  was  not  long  in 
his  company  ere  I  was  convinced  that  those  elements  which  f(M-m  the  basis  of 
his  mind  could  never  find  their  satisfaction  in  mere  satire,  and  that  if  the  exer- 
cise of  penetration  liad  afforded  no  higher  pleasure,  nor  led  to  any  more  desir- 
able re.-'ult  tlian  that  of  detecting  error,  or  exposing  absurdity,  there  is  no 
person  who  would  sooner  have  felt  an  inclination  to  abandon  it  in  despondency; 
and  disgust  At  the  same  time,  a  strong  and  ever-wakeful  perception  of  the 
ludicrous,  is  certainly  a  prominent  featui-e  in  his  composition,  and  his  flow  of 
animal  spirits  enables  him  to  enjoy  it  keenly,  and  invent  it  with  success.  I 
have  seen,  however,  very  few  persons  whose  minds  are  so  much  alive  and 
awake  througliout  every  corner,  and  who  are  so  much  in  the  habit  of  trying 
and  judging  every  thing  by  the  united  tact  of  so  many  qualities  and  feclinga 
all  at  once.     But  one  meets  with  abundance  of  individuals  every  day    who 
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show  in  convei-sation  a  gi-eatcr  facility  of  expression,  and  a  more  conslant 
activity  of  speculative  acuteness.  1  never  saw  Mr.  Lockliart  very  much  en- 
grossed with  the  desire  of  finding  language  to  convey  anj'  relation  of  ideas  that 
had  occurred  to  him,  or  so  euthusia^tioallj'  engaged  in  tracing  its  conse- 
quences, as  to  forget  ever}'  thing  else.  In  regard  to  facility  of  expression,  I  do 
not  know  whether  the  study  of  languages,  which  is  a  favorite  one  with  him— 
(indeed  I  am  told  he  understands  a  good  deal  of  almost  all  the  modern  lan- 
guages, and  is  well  skilled  in  the  ancient  ones) — I  know  not  whether  this  study 
has  any  tendency  to  increase  such  facility,  although  there  is  »o  question  it 
must  help  to  improve  the  mind  in  many  important  particulars,  by  varying 
our  modes  of  perception. 

"  His  features  are  regular,  and  quite  definite  in  their  outlines;  his  forehead  is 
well  advanced,  and  largest,  1  think,  in  the  region  of  observation  and  percep- 
tion. Although  an  Oxonian,  and  earl}-  imbued  with  an  admii-ation  for  the 
works  of  the  Stagyrite,  he  seems  rather  to  incline,  in  philosophy,  to  the  high 
Platonic  side  of  the  question,  and  to  lay  a  great  deal  of  stress  on  the  investi- 
{^fttion  and  cultivation  of  the  impersonal  senliments  of  the  human  mind — ideas 
which  his  acquaintance  with  German  literature  and  philosophy  has  probably 
much  contributed  to  strengthen.  Under  the  influence  of  that  mode  of  think- 
ing, a  turn  for  pleasantry  rather  inclines  to  exercise  itself  in  a  light  and  good- 
humored  play  of  fancy,  upon  the  incongruities  and  absurd  relations  which  are 
so  continually  presenting  themselves  in  the  external  aspect  of  the  world,  than 
to  gratify  a  sardonic  bitterness  in  exulting  over  them,  or  to  nourish  a  sour  and 
atrabilious  spirit  in  regarding  tliem  with  a  cherished  and  pampered  feeling  of 
delighted  disapprobation,  like  that  of  Swift.  But  Mr.  Lockliart  is  a  very 
young  person,  and  I  would  hope  may  soon  find  that  there  are  much  better 
things  in  literature  than  satire,  let  it  be  as  good-liumoi-ed  as  you  will.  Indeed, 
his  friend  Wastle  tells  me  he  already  professes  himself  heartily  sick  of  it,  and 
lias  begun  to  write,  of  late,  in  a  quite  opposite  key." 

In  Augast  and  Sfptenibcr,  1819,  "  CiiRiaTOpnKR  in  the  Tknt"  appeared 
to  dazzle  tlie  world.  The  greater  part  of  this  wa.s  written  by  Wilson, — but 
Lockhart  and  others  contributed.  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  the  learned  effu- 
sions therein  attributed  to  Dr.  Parr,  were  written  by  Lockhart,  and  I  know 
tliat  whatever  i.s  credited  to  Bullcr,  Seward,  Mulliim,  or  tlu;  Odonfisi,  including 
that  admirable  mock-pathetic  "Lament  for  Captain  i'aton,"  (lor  wliii'h  sc(» 
Vol.  1.  \).  127  of  this  edition,)  may,  with  entire  propriety,  be  affiliated  upon 
lyockhart. 

A.s  yet,  however,  he  had  not  struck  into  (he  right  vein.  In  Maga,  for  Feb- 
ruary, 1820,  a[)iH'are(l  "  Hone  Ilispanica-,  No.  1,"  in  which  he  publisiied  some 
of  l)i8  Spani.sh  Ballads  ;  about  the  same  time,  he  pave  more  of  them  U>  llie 
world,  ill  the  Kilnihurf^li  /liDiual  Rc/^ister,  for  ]81(«.  The  freedom  of  tli(! 
tran.slation,  whih-  prewrving  the  spirit  of  the  originaJH,  obtained  immcdiale 
popularity ;  -"  Zara's  Ear-rings,"  and  "  Andalla's  Bridid,"  were  particularly 
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ii(linin'(l.  In  t!io  ooui-so  of  the  year,  further  specimens  were  pnolished,  and 
tlu'ir  merit  Wius  instantly  recognised. 

Lockharf  8  intimacy  witli  Scott  luul  assumed  the  reality  of  warm  regard  and 
friendsiiip.  He  became  an  invited  and  favored  guest  at  Abbotsford,  and  it 
was  arranged,  early  in  1820,  that  he  should  marry  Miss  Scott,  in  the  course  of 
the  coming  spring.  At  tliis  time  he  was  in  his  twenty-eighth  year  ;  well- 
looking;  gifte<l ;  and  with  pleasing  manners.  The  lady  (Sophia  Charlotte 
Scott)  w;vs  little  more  than  twenty.  Lockhart's  pecuniary  means  chiefly  arose, 
at  that  time,  from  his  pen, — but  Scott  had  pretty  considerable  confidence,  no 
doubt,  in  the  capal)ilities  of  his  future  son-in-law.  The  marriage  took  place  in 
April,  1820,*  and  Lockhart  has  recorded  that  it  came  off,  more  Scotko,  in  the 
evening;  "ami  adliering  on  all  such  occasions  to  ancient  modes  of  observance, 
with  the  same  punctiliousness  as  distinguished  his  worthy  father." 

In  those  days,  those  who  went  in  quest  of  Parliamentary  Reform,  were  like 
the  patriots  mentioned  in  The  Prisoner  of  Chiilou, 

"To  whom  the  goodly  earth  and  air 
Were  banned  and  barred, forbidden  fare;" 

and  the  Yeomanry  were  bitter  against  the  Radicals — as  the  reformers  were 
called.  (Ten  years  later.  Reform  was  a  government  measure!)  Lockhart 
joined  the  local  cavalry,  and,  Scott  said,  was  "  a  very  good  trooper."  In  1822, 
during  the  visit  of  George  IV.  to  Scotland,  he  was  on  duty  with  his  corps, 
and  continued  to  "  play  at  soldiers,"  I  believe,  until  he  permanently  went  to 
I>:)iidon. 

In  August,  1820,  Lockhart  and  his  wife  commenced  a  visit  of  several  weeks 
to  Aljbotsford,  and  there,  and  for  some  time  after,  he  was  busy, — for  "  Valerius, 
a  Ruman  Story  of  the  First  Century,"  was  announced  in  March,  and  was 
published  in  April,  1821. 

Belbre  this,  a  very  painful  event  had  occurred.  Mr.  John  Scott,  author  of 
a  Visit  to  Paris  in  1 814,  was  the  original  Editor  of  the  London  Magazine, 
which,  with  its  contributors,  had  been  severely — personally — even  coarsely 
assailed  in  Blarkwood.  John  Scott  replied,  in  several  articles  of  marked  sever- 
ity, in  which  he  particularly  pointed  at  Lockhart  as  having  written  the  papers 
in  Blficku'ood,  and  of  thereby  being  engaged  in  "  a  felon  conspiracy  against  the 
dignity  of  literature."  Ilie  last  of  these  rejoinders  by  Scott  appeared  in  Decem- 
ber, 1820.  Some  weeks  after,  a  Mr.  Christie  waited  upon  Mr.  Scott,  on  the 
part  of  Lockhart,  then  in  Edinburgh,  with  a  demand  for  apology  or  satisfaction. 
John  Scott  said  that  he  did  not  understand  the  absence  of  a  principal,  in  such  a 

•  Tlie  usual  newspaper  announcement,  which  I  have  taken  the  trouble  to  search  for,  was  as 
Tollows  : — "  April  29,  1S20,  at  Edirjburgh,  by  the  Rev  Richard  Shannon,  ,Iolin  Gibson  Locl<htirt, 
Ev(.,  advocate,  to  Sophia  Charlotte,  eldest  daughter  of  Sir  Walter  Scott  of  Abbotsfo-d,  Bart," 
The  marriace  of  the  Ettrick  Shepherd  took  place  one  day  before  this. — M. 
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Bialter.  I.ockliart  then  visited  London.  Jolin  Scott  now  declarc-d  that  no 
£rt'iitleman  could  meet  him,  until  he  had  cleared  himself  of  the  imputation  of 
having  written  slandere  in  Blackwood  for  money  or  profit.  liOckhart  did  not 
recognise  Mr.  Scotfs  right  to  have  such  a  disclaimer,  but  eventually  made  it. 
In  the  interim,  Christie  had  worked  himself  into  the  position  of  a  principal, 
put  Lockharfs  casus  belli  wholly  out  of  view,  fought  a  duel  with  Scott,  at 
Chalk  Farm,  (then  the  London  scene  of  such  rencontres.)  and  killed  him. 
The  circumstance  materially  mitigated  the  tone  of  Lockharfs  future  articles  in 
Blackwood. 

Though  the  pubhcation  of  "  Valerius  "  took  place  in  April,  1821,  Blackwood 
had  no  review  of  it  until  the  following  January,  and  then  described  it  as  an  at> 
tempt  to  work  fiction  on  new  ground.  It  is  the  story  of  a  sojourn  in  Rome, 
during  a  portion  of  the  reign  of  Trajan.  To  the  main  points  of  history  he 
faitlifully  adhered.  The  hero,  son  of  a  Roman  officer  in  England,  becomes 
enamoured  of  a  beautiful  Christian  in  Rome,  and,  after  many  trials,  during 
which  the  heroic  damosel  nearly  suffers  raartjTdom,  succeeds  in  bearing  her 
away,  as  his  bride,  to  his  remote  iasular  home.  Since  Lockhart  wrote,  many 
such  tales  have  appeared — among  them  Moore's  Epicurean,  Horace  Smith  s 
Zillah,  Croly's  Salathiel,  and  Bulwer's  Last  Days  of  Pompeii — but  the  meed 
of  originality,  as  far  as  Eiigli.sli  fiction  is  concerned,  belongs  to  "  Valerius." 
Wilson's  critique  said  much  in  a  few  words  when  it  told  that  Lockhart  seemed 
as  much  at  home  in  the  "  Eternal  City,"  as  the  author  of  Guy  Manuering  iu 
Auld  Reekie — that  seventeen  centuries  were  rolled  back — that  we  heard  the 
stir  and  tumult  of  Rome. — "  Valerius  "  was  written  in  three  weeks  ! 

In  January,  1822,  appeared  the  announcement  of  "  Some  Passages  of  the 
Life  of  Mr.  Adam  Blair,  Minister  of  the  Gospel  at  Crossmeikle,"  with  an  in- 
timation that  the  pul)lic  had  in  reality  to  e.xpect  "  a  very  elegant  and  amusing 
romance,  not  unlikely  to  become  the  Scottish.  Vicar  of  Wakefield," — the  italics 
are  not  mine.  It  was  publislied  in  the  following  month,  and  Adam  Blair  was 
as  unlike  our  old  friend  Dr.  Primrose  as  can  well  be  imagined.  Lockhart  liad 
sounded  the  depths  of  the  pa.ssionate  heart  which  he  had  given  to  his  I\ero,  and 
pnxluced  a  forcible  story  of  man's  weakness  under  ti'mptution,  of  woman's 
Hc<lucing  and  ai'diiction,  of  (luick  remorse,  of  deep  and  public  degradation,  and, 
after  long  repentance,  of  nwtoration,  with  a  subdued  and  humi)le  spirit,  to  the 
duty  of  the  Ministrv.  In  the  second  edition,  much  that  stood  too  strongly  in 
lelicf  WiLS  softened  down  ;  it  remains,  thus  altered,  a  painful  story,  yet  with 
much  natural  feeling  and  patlnw. 

In  midsummer,  1822,  appejircd  a  new  edition  of  Don  Qui.xote,  in  five  volumes, 
8vo,  edited  by  lyu'khart,  witli  copious  notes,  and  an  essay  "ii  llie  Lite  and 
Writings  of  (Jervantcs.  This  olition  wius  suggested  by  John  IJallantyne  — v;hn 
is  also  entitled  to  the  merit  of  iiaving  proposed,  seven  years  before  it  appeared 
the  annotated  aid  illustrated  edition  of  the  Waverley  Novels.     Lockliurt'E 
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notes  were  copious,  occupying  as  much  ns  forty  or  fifty  closely-printed  paj^^es 
.)l"  ouch  of  the  five  volumes.  Tiiese  notes  were  full  of  historical,  literary,  and 
[R'rsonal  anecdotes,  and  also  contained  a  further  portion  of  Lockhart's  Spanij^h 
Hallads.  Previous  to  this,  came  the  announcement  (March,  1822)  of  "  The 
Votilh  of  llejiinald  Dalton,"  which  was  not  pulilislied  until  June,  1823,  (when 
it  came  out  as  "  lieLcinald  Dalton,")  nor  reviewed  in  Blackwood  before  the  fol- 
lowini::  January.  This  story,  which  I  have  read  very  many  times,  always  struck 
me  as  sin<?ularly  beautiful  in  many  parts.  It  relates  the  adventures  of  a  joulb 
at  Oxford — tem])ted,  errin2^,  yet  ever  prevented  from  all  grossness  of  sin  by 
the  purity  and  depth  of  a  virtuous  and  romantic  passion,  hopeless  uulil  the 
last,  but  sustained  by  intensity  and  principle  through  many  trials,  until,  at  last, 
it  is  happily  crowned  with  the  good  fortune  it  deserves.  Oxford  life  has  been 
painted,  and  well  painted,  before  and  since  the  appearance  of  Reginald  Dalton, 
but  never  by  a  hand  at  once  so  true  and  delicate  in  its  touch.  IS'ot  until  1 
actually  lived  in  Oxford,  could  I  understand  the  fidelity  of  the  descriptions. 
Helen  Ileskcth.  the  beautiful  heroine,  is  almost  too  fair  and  good  for  earth 
There  is  scarcely  any  tiling  more  charming,  in  the  whole  range  of  fiction. 
than  the  scene  at  (iodstone  Abbey,  where  Reginald  and  Helen  mutually 
learn,  and  confess,  that  love  has  filled  their  souls,  and  pervades  their  being.  If 
the  book  were  cut  down  by  a  third,  striking  out  the  dull  platitudes  of  London 
and  Etlinburgh  society,  it  would  indeed  become  a  gem. 

"  Ancient  Spanish  Ballads,  Historical  and  Romantic,  translated  by  J.  G. 
Ijockhart,  LL.B.,"  appeared  early  in  1823.  The  collection  included  all  hitherto 
published,  in  magazines,  as  well  as  in  Don  Quixote,  with  a  variety  of  fresh  ma- 
teriel. There  was  a  fair  sprinkling  of  prose,  also, — critical,  descriptive,  and 
historical.  'I'he  ballads  proved  that  Lockhart  had  strong  masculine  energy  as 
a  poet,  moral  conception,  great  power  of  versification,  and  much  originality  of 
expression.  The  V>ook  has  been  popular  from  its  first  appearance.  In  1841, 
a  very  ornate  edition  was  brought  out  by  Alurray,  beautilully  printed  in  colors, 
and  profusely  ornamented  with  illustrations  from  drawings  by  Sir  William 
Allan.  David  Roberts,  William  Simson,  Henry  AVarren,  C.  R.  Leslie,  and  Wil- 
liam Harvey.  Of  this,  one  of  the  handsomest  and  nost  ornate  works  ever  pub- 
lished in  Kngland,  many  thousand  copies  have  been  sold. 

"The  History  of  Matthew  Wald,"  the  last  of  Locknart's  prose  fictions,* 
was  published  in  April,  1824.  It  is  inferior  to  his  other  productions.  The 
hero,  whose  mind  was  cast  in  a  coarse  mould,  is  his  own  biographer,  and  ex- 
hibits far  from  a  pleasing  picture  of  himself  There  are  some  scenes  of  great 
merit — some  touching  episodes,  also — but  the  perusal  of  the  book  leaves  ao 
unpleasant  sensation,  and  there  is  not,  cannot  be  any  sympathy  for  the  insane 
hero. 

•  "  PaDtages  In  the  Life  of  Gilbert  Earle,"  wtiich  have  been  ignorantly  attributed  to  Lock- 
bcii,  were  written  by  the  late  barry  HI.  Leger,  an  Iriahman. — M. 
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\niile  Lockhart  was  writing  these  works,  he  and  his  wife  resided  at  a  cot- 
brie  called  Chicl'swood,  which  they  continued  to  occupy  for  six  years.  It  was 
;;l'>se  to  Abbotsford,  aud  perhaps  the  happiest  part  of  their  life  was  passed  iu 
this  calm  retreat. 

In  July,  1825,  Sir  Walter  Scott,  with  his  daughter  Anne  and  Lockhart, 
visited  Ireland.  The  Great  Unknown  s  reception  in,  and  passage  through,  the 
Green  Isle  was  a  sort  of  ovation,  so  great  was  his  popularity.  On  this  occa- 
sion, then  little  more  than  a  stripling,  I  first  saw  Scott  and  Lockhart.  They 
were  accompanied  by  Miss  Edgeworth  and  Anne  Scott.  They  slept,  en  route, 
in  the  prosperous  town  of  Fermoy,  in  the  south  of  Ireland,  and  Scott  was 
curious  to  learn  some  particulars  of  John  Anderson,  a  Scotchman,  who,  thirty 
years  before,  had  found  tlu'ee  mud  cabins  in  the  i)hice,  and,  ere  he  died,  saw  it  con- 
tain over  six  thousand  inhabitants.  I  was  senl  for,  as  one  who,  almost  native  to 
the  place,  was  reputed  to  possess  the  information  required.  But  the  details 
of  the  interview,  in  which  Scott's  courtesy,  Miss  Edgeworth's  shrewdness,  and 
Lockhart's  supercilious  coldness  were  very  apparent,  do  not  belong  to  this 
rapid  memoir,  and  will  be  more  iu  place  in  another  work.  Scott's  party  re- 
turned by  Windermere,  to  meet  Canning,  aud  be  cordially  greeted  by  Wilson, 
'•  the  Admiral  of  the  Lakes." 

William  GiiT'ord,  who  had  conducted  the  Quarterli/  Review,  from  its  estab- 
lishment in  IbOy,  was  com2)eUed,  by  ill  health,  to  retire  in  182-4.  ilis  place 
wius  filled  up  by  the  present  Sir  John  T.  Coleridge,  now  one  of  the  Judges  of 
Uie  Court  of  Queen's  Bench,  in  London,  whose  bar-practice  so  rapidly  increased, 
at  the  time,  as  to  cause  him  to  resign  the  editorship,  after  holding  it  I'or  a  year. 
After  consiileralile  doubt  and  some  delay,  the  situation  was  (jllerod  to  Mr. 
Lockhart.  At  this  time,  he  was  only  thirty-four  years  old,  and,  notwithstand- 
ing his  literary  celebrity,  probably  owed  the  appointment  to  liis  relationship 
to  Scott.  It  wa.s  about  the  highest  jjosition  that  a  man  of  letters  C(juld  hold 
in  England,  and  the  siilary,  indej)endent  of  si'parate  and  atlditional  jjayment 
for  each  of  his  own  articles,  has  been  undei-stood  to  be  not  less  than  £1500  a 
year. 

Iteraoving  U)  I>indon,  with  his  wife  and  family,  Lockhart  took  up  his  resi- 
dence; in  a  stately  mansion,  in  Susse.v  Place,  Regent's  I'ark.  But  though 
worldly  prosperity  was  his,  the  common  infliction  of  domestic  sorrow  awaiteil 
him.  John  IJugh  I/ickhart,  his  eldest  son,  born  at  Chi(rfswood,  in  February, 
1821,  never  enjoyed  goo<l  licalth.  lie  wa.s  allectionatc  and  intelligent,  (it  was 
to  him.  as  "Hugh  Littl«>.John,  P^sq.,"  that  Scott  dedicated  the  Tales  of  a 
Graiiilfather.)  but  it  often  happens  that  the  best  go  earliest — 

"All  that's  briglitmust  fade, 
Th.i  brij;lit.<sl  still  tlu;  fleetest; 
All  tliiit'H  8W<"i't  WHS  irmdo 
But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest." 
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After  mui'li  suni'riii.s:.  lliis  child  of  love,  fear,  and  promise  died  on  the  1  Jtii 
Deoenibor.  1 8;U.  ilis  l»rotlier,  Walter  Siott  Lockhart,  who  livtxl  to  years  of 
manhood,  and  wits  thoiij>htk'ss  and  dissipati'd,  dm\  not  loni?  ago.  One 
(laiiu,-hter.  married  to  Mr.  Hope,  is  the  sdIc  survivin;;-  fruit  of  Tiockliart's  mar- 
riage, and  her  youthful  son,  who  has  obtained  the  lloyal  permission  to  a.'^sunie 
Ihesurname  of  Scott,  is  the  direct  lineal  successor  of  "the  dreat  Unknown." 
Mr.  Hope  resides  at  Abbotsford,  now  the  property  of  his  wife. 

From  this  digression,  it  is  projier  to  return  to  Lockhart's  becoming  Editor 
of  the  Qiuutcrhj,  in  1826.  Applying  himself,  with  energy  and  [)ersevenince, 
to  the  duties  of  his  new  occupation,  and  speedily  showing  himself  adequate  to 
all  its  requirements,  he  proceeded  with  a  "  Life  of  Burns,'  upon  which  he  had 
beeu  for  some  time  engaged; — indeed,  it  had  been  announced,  early  in  182;j, 
as  one  of  the  earliest  volumes  of  "  Conslable's  Miscellany" — a  magnificent 
undertaking,  had  it  been  carried  out  by  its  sanguine  and  able  projector.  Jt 
appeared  in  that  collection,  at  a  cheap  price,  in  April,  1828,  and  the  sale  was 
immense.  It  hits  repeatedly  been  republished,  in  more  expensive  forms,  and 
continues  to  stand  high  in  the  ranks  of  modern  biography. 

Lockhart  did  ample  justice,  in  his  Life  of  Burns,  to  the  Man  as  well  as  the 
Poet — to  the  manlineijs  of  his  character  and  the  vigor  of  his  genius.  His 
portraiture  of  Burns  showed  the  shades  as  well  as  the  lights — but  all  was  done 
in  a  benignant  spirit.  The  events  of  his  brief  and  brilliant  career  were  care- 
fully detailed,  and  a  fine  spirit  of  humanity — which  was  unexpected  in  Lock- 
hart— breathed  serious  life  into  the  whole  production.  I  recollect  no  English 
biography  which  wivs  more  generally  satisfactory  than  this. 

In  October,  1828,  when  "Murray's  Family  Library"  was  projected,  Lock- 
hart was  recjuested  to  write  a  Life  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte,  but  scrupletl  to 
undertake,  in  two  volumes,  what  Scott  had  done  in  nine.  Scott  strongly 
urged  him  to  the  work,  which  was  announced,  in  December,  1828,  as  the 
"  Perscjual  History  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte,"  but  did  not  appear  until  June, 
1829,  with  steel  portraits  from  French  engravings  and  several  clever  wood- 
cuts from  Cruiksliank's  designs.  It  wius  the  first  issiie  of  the  "  Family  Library," 
and,  from  its  clearness  of  narrative,  general  impartiality,  handsome  typography^ 
good  illustrations,  and  low  price,  obtained  a  large  sale.  At  first,  it  was 
geiuM-ally  attributed  to  Croker,  (a  mystification  commenced  in  Thr  Noctes,) 
but  the  authorship  has  long  been  claimed  for  and  by  Lockhart.  It  was  -while 
disinissiiig  the  merits  of  this  work,  that  "Wilson  said  of  Napoleon,  "  Now. 
(j(x]  pity  U3,  he  sleeps  sound  beneath  a  thousand  weight  of  granite,  and  shame 
on  the  mortal  who  dares  deny  that  he  was  the  greatest  man  of  the  last  thou- 
sand years." 

Wiiiie  Scott  live<],  Lockhart  and  his  wife*  visited  Scotland  almost  every  year 

•  Here  I  beg  to  protest,  with  all  solemnity,  against  such  a  phrase  as  "  Mr.  So-and-so  and  hie 
Ittdv."    What  word  i»  there,  what  word  oughf  there  to  be,  more  homely  and  simple  than 
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Thoy  were  at  Abbotsford  m  September,  1831,  when  it  was  resolvdl  Unit  Scott 
ehoiikl  spend  the  winter  in  Italy.  Mi-s.  Lockhart  returned  to  Londmi  some 
days  in  advance  of  her  father,  to  make  suitable  prepai-ations  for  his  reef-ption 
at  her  house,  and  Lockhart  accompanied  him  a  few  days  later.  Of  all  that 
pa«*d  in  London  and  Portsmouth,  until  Scott  (luitted  England,  a  detailed  and 
iiiterestiug  account  has  been  given  in  Lockharfs  Life  of  Scott.  'I'licre,  too, 
will  be  found  a  touching  record — pathetic  in  its  sublime  simplicity — of  the  last 
days  of  the"  Ariosto  of  the  North,"  ending  with  his  death,  at  Abl)i)tsford,  in 
the  presence  of  all  his  children — on  the  21st  September,  1832  ;  "  a  beautiful  day 
— so  warm,  that  every  window  was  wide  open — and  so  perfectly  still,  that  the 
sound  of  all  others  most  delicious  to  his  ear,  the  gentle  ripple  of  the  Tweed 
over  its  pebbles,  was  distinctly  audible  as  we  knelt  around  the  bed,  and  hia 
eldest  son  kissed  and  closed  his  eyes." 

L<jckhart's  connection  with  Blackwood  did  not  wholly  cease  when  he  became 
Editor  of  the  Quarterly.  I  kriow  that  he  wrote  for  it  then,  for,  in  my  own  col- 
lection of  Autographs,  I  have  a  letter,  dated  July  IG,  1832,  addressed  to  Mr. 
Wright,  editor  of  Murray's  collective  and  annotated  edition  of  Byron's  poems, 
then  in  course  of  publication,  in  which  Lockhart  sajs,  "  I  have  none  of  the 
&aects  by  me,  and  can't  possibly  write  half  a  dozen  reviews  without  materiel, 
but  you  will  find  what  I  could  do  in  Blackwood  for  this  month  (wliicli,  however, 
is  said  only  to  yourself).  Meantime  get  Dr.  Magiim  to  draw  up  a  little  article 
for  Jerdan,  on  the  model  of  mine  on  Vol.  VII. ,  and  let  Murray  a.sk  Hook  to 
give  my  preface  to  the  new  vol.  in  Bull,  with  the  song  on  the  Cadiz  Ladies." 

It  happens,  h(jwever,  that  there  is  no  mention  of  Byron  in  Blackwood  for 
July,  1832.  But  in  TiiK  Noctks,  No.  LXIL,  for  September,  1832,  the  hand 
of  Lockhart  is  visible.  No  doubt  he  furnished  the  concluding  portion  of  that 
Nodes,  (Vol.  V.  pp.  113-118  of  the  present  edition,)  in  which  the  new  issue 
of  J'.yron  was  al)uinlantly  lauded,  with  special  reference  to  "that  charming 
ditty  on  the  (jirl  of  Cadiz,  which  Byron  originally  designed  to  fill  the  i)Iace 
ncjw  occupied  V>y  a  dismal  concern," — namely,  the  lugubrious  lyric  To  Inez, 
wiiidi  now  follows  the  eighty-fourth  stanza  of  the  first  Canto  of  Childe  Harold. 

At  the  clos(j  of  183G,  appeared  the  first  volume  of"  Memoirs  of  the  Life  of 
Sir  Walter  Scolt,  liart.,  by  .L  (i.  Lockhart,  Esi|.,  his  Literary  Executor." 
'i'his  work  was  comi)leted  within  two  years,  and  a  revised  and  richly  illustrated 

WlfeT  Jncob,  I  am  ccrtiiiii,  never  npoke  of  Unclicl  a»  liln  UtJy  !  I  rocdlltct  iin  .•iiicciloto  on 
tlih  iitibjecl.  The  wife  of  un  KtiKli''li  lllKliop  ilrove  (o  ilowell  and  .Tunien'ii,  In  UrRi-iit  Hireet, 
Blitt  nnked  the  younn  nuiii,  who  mine  out  to  receive  her,  to  brln^  ii  box  of  ({loves  to  hev  our- 
rliiye,  that  ihe  miKht  make  her  aelcctlon  irithout  allKhtiiiK.  The  youiiff  innn  miid  tliiil,  mich 
drilcnte  articles  hi'ioK  liahlc  to  Injury  from  dimt  and  Hunxlilne,  It  nrH<i  a  prohibitory  rule  of 
the  hoii.ie  that  tlii-y  iiiUHt  not  be  tiiken  Into  the  Bireet.  "  Do  you  know  wlio  I  am?"  niiked 
the  Irritated  (lama.  "  I  have  not  that  lionor,  M»riin,"  •nnn  the  civil  reply.  SuniniDniiiK  up  a 
look  of  iitimpn.te  di(rnity,  nhe  linpreinlvely  iiald,  "  Younif  man,  I  am  the  Iti.Hhop  of  WorceHler'g 
lady."  Making  her  n  linw,  and  itllU  ipcaklne 'llh  appiirent  renpect,  be  replied,  "  Maiim,  I 
could  not  break  through  a  rule  of  the  housu — do,  not  even  If  you  were  the  llliiliop'i)  wl/e  /"— M. 
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edition  imnicdiately  followed.  It  is  not  necessary  to  give  particulars  respeetiiiq 
a  work  so  widely  known  and  so  generally  liked.  To  say  that  its  place  is  nevt 
to,  and  certainly  not  lower  than,  BoswclTs  Johnson,  is  to  say  no  more  than  llu! 
truth.  lioswell  devotes  himself  more  ])articularly  to  what  may  be  called  the 
personality  of  his  hero ;  Lockhart  includes  a  variety  of  particulars  relative  to 
Scott's  contemporaries.  The  two  biographies,  in  fact,  contain  a  graphic  history 
of  British  Literature  during  the  greater  part  of  the  Georgian  era — from  the 
conunencenient  of  Johnson's  career,  to  the  close  of  Scott's. 

'I'he  defect  of  Lockharfs  book  is  that  he  devotes  too  much  space  to  a  dis- 
cussion of  the  connection  between  Scott  and  the  Ballantynes.  The  tone  and 
temper  of  this  discussion  are  equally  out  of  keeping  vvith  the  biography  and  its 
author's  intention  of  exhibiting  Scott  in  a  favoralile  light.  The  executors  of 
James  Ballantyne  replied,  in  a  voluminous  pamphlet,  the  object  of  which  was 
to  show  that  Ballantyne  was  more  sinned  against  than  sinning.  Lockhart 
retorted,  in  a  bitter  publication  called  "'I'he  Ballantyne  Humbug  Handled." 
It  was  contemptuous  and  personal.  Then  followed  a  rejoinder,  going  closely 
into  detail,  in  which  they  showed  how  constantly  Scott  used  to  draw  on 
Ballantyne  for  money,  and  how  improvident  he  was.  To  this  tliere  was  no 
reply,  but  the  discussion,  which  was  provoked-by  Lockharfs  aspersions,  did  not 
tend  to  exalt  Scott  in  public  estimation. 

It  is  singular  (and  I  would  scarcely  have  credited  it  had  I  not  taken  tlie 
trouble  of  ascertaining  the  facts  by  close  examination)  that  no  notice  of 
Lockharfs  Ijife  of  Scott  ever  a])peared  in  Hlachrood's  Magazine. 

While  the  book  was  being  pul>lislied,  Mrs.  Lockhart  died, — May  17,  1837. 
In  the  fifth  volume,  (which  appeared  in  October,  1837,)  while  alluding  to  the 
earlier  years  of  his  wedded  life  at  Chiefswood,  and  the  friends  who  witnessed 
it.  Lockhart  says,  "  Death  has  laid  a  heavy  liand  upon  that  circle— as  happy 
a  circle  as  I  believe  ever  met.  Bright  eyes  now  closed  in  dust,  gay  voices  for 
ever  silenced,  seem  to  haunt  me  as  I  write.  With  three  exceptions,  they  are 
all  srone  Even  since  the  last  of  these  volumes  was  finished,  she  whom  1  may 
n(»w  sadly  record  as,  next  to  Sir  Walter  Scott  himself,  the  chief  ornament  and 
delight  at  all  those  simple  meetings — she  to  whose  love  I  owed  my  own  place 
in  them — Scott's  eldest  daughter,  theonc;  f)f  all  his  children  who  in  counte- 
nance, mind,  and  mannere,  most  resembled  himself,  and  who  indeed  was  as  like 
him  in  all  things  as  a  gentle  and  innocent  woman  can  ever  be  to  a  great  man 
dee)ily  tried  and  skilled  in  the  struggles  and  perplexities  of  active  liie — she, 
too.  is  no  more." 

The  Life  of  Scott  was  the  last  of  Lockharfs  published  works.*  It  is  prob- 
able that  a  selection  fi-om  his  articles  in  the  Quarterly  will  appear,  to  match 
those  of  Sydney  Smith,  Jeffrey,  Macaulay,  Mackintosh,  Hamilton,  and  others. 

•  He  HiibscqupnUy  made  an  abridgment  of  it,  in  one  volume,  wliicli  is  now  udoptc-d,  as  a 
ri'adinK-bouk,  in  man;  of  the  scboola  in  ScoUand  and  England. — M. 
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It  is  known,  also,  that  be  bus  written  a  work  on  the  Literary  History  of  his 
Own  Time,  (chiefly  autobiographical)  which  will  not  appear  until  after  his 
ik'ath.  There  is  some  expectation,  also,  that  he  will  assL-t  in  the  production 
of  a  biography  of  Professor  Wilson. 

Failing  health  compelled  him,  in  the  autumn  of  1853,  to  terminate  his  edi- 
torial connection  with  the  Quarterly  Review,  and  piuss  the  winter  in  the  south 
of  pjurope.  He  returned  to  London,  in  the  spring  of  185-i.  It  is  understood 
that  he  has  obtained  an  independence  by  the  prudent  application  of  his  pecu- 
niary gains  from  literature.  He  also  is  Auditor  of  the  Duchy  of  Cornwall — 
a  liie-appointment,  the  duties  of  which  are  nearly  nominal,  while  the  salary 
has  been  variously  stated  at  from  £300  to  £1500  a  year.  It  is  nearer  the 
latter  than  the  former  amount. 

There  is  no  necessity  here  for  examining  into  the  general  literary  character 
and  merits  of  Mr.  Lockhart.  In  Blackwood's  Magazine  his  contributions  we-e 
marked  by  vigor,  sarcasm,  and  personality.  Time,  as  it  advanced,  brought 
mure  serious  thought  and  n)ore  sober  judgment.  The  fact  of  his  having  con- 
ducted the  (Quarterly  Review,  for  seven-and-twenty  years,  with  success,  suffi- 
ciently attests  his  aliility. 

Those  who  best  knew  him  have  spoken  cordially  and  gratefully  of  his  kindly 
nature — among  these  were  Hogg,  Moore,  Sterling,  and  Haydon.  A  certain 
hauteur  of  manner,  which  sometimes  was  even  supercilious,  has  contriliuted  to 
strengthen  the  opinion  that  he  was  cold,  proud,  and  distant.  But  he  has  been 
alllicted  with  deafness  for  many  years, — an  ailment  which  naturally  checks  the 
gi;nia!ity  of  one's  nature,  by  preventing  familiar  companionship.*  His  most 
detcnnine-d  as.sailant.s,  at  home  and  aljroad,  have  been  the  small  fry  of  literati, 
wliom  his  casual  touch  has  almost  brushed  out  of  existence. 

From  them  I  turn  to  a  less  suspicious  and  more  impartial  witness.  The  late 
Itev  Ivimmid  1).  (iridin,  of  New-York,  visited  England  in  18'2'j,  and  has  re- 
conji-d  (too  l)rieflyj  his  impre-ssions  of  the  authors  whom  he  met  in  Londo-i. 
His  "  I'cncilliiigs"  contain  the  following,  —  "To  Moore,  Lockhart  offers  a 
strong  and  singular  contrast.  Tall,  and  slightly,  but  elegantly  formed,  his  head 
poRs<'8.S'-«  the  noiile  contour,  the  precision  and  harmony  of  outline,  which  distin- 
guish cla.ssic  sculpture.  It  possesses,  too,  a  sti'ikiiig  elffct  of  color,  in  a  cDni- 
plexinn  pule  yet  pure,  and  hair  as  black  as  the  rav<'n's  wing,  '{"hough  his 
connlenance  is  youthful,  (he  scorns  .scarce  more  than  thirty,)  yet  I  should  desig- 
nate reflijction  a.stlic.  prominent,  combined  expression  of  that  brouil,  white  fon^ 
hi'iul ;  those  arched  and  penciijitd  brows  ;  those  riilired,  yet  full,  dai-k  eyes  ;  the 
accurately  chi.sellcd  nose;  and,  compres.sed,  though  curved  lips.     His  face  ia 

•  Before  he  became  deiif,  Locktiurt  liiid  nti  Ideii  of  eiitrring  Into  polilicul  lifeiJiml  iictually 
wna  n  camliiliite,  at  one  time,  (tlinu){li  he  never  proceedcl  in  t)ie  content,)  for  tlie  iiiirlliiinrnliirjf 
ri'pr-sentation  of  the  borougli  of  VVeymoutli.  He  declared  hU  principleH  to  be  tliOMC  of  oxtrcno 
Tiryiim.— M. 
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too  tliin,  [x-rlKipi,  for  mere  beauty  ;  but  this  dcH'ct  ]u'i<>'liteiis  its  intelloctual 
cliiimctor." 

To  this  personal  dascription,  may  sultal)ly  be  appended  Mr.  (jriirm's  analy- 
sis of  his  conversation,  lie  says  :  "Mr.  Loekhart  meantime,  thouuh  lie  sn-mcd 
to  enjoy  the  i)leasantries  of  others,  contributed  none  of  his  own.  Whatever 
ho  did  say  w:\s  in  a  Scottish  accent,  and  exhibited  strong  sense  and  extensive 
reading.  Mr.  Washington  Irving  seems  to  be  one  of  those  men,  who,  like  Ad- 
dison, have  plenty  of  gold  in  their  pockets,  but  are  almost  destitute  of  ready 
change.  His  reserve,  however,  is  of  a  strikingly  different  character  from  that 
of  the  Editor  of  the  Quarterly.  The  one  appears  the  reserve  of  sensibility,  the 
other  that  of  thought.  The  taste  of  the  one  leads  him  apparently  to  examine 
the  suiT'/estions  of  his  own  mind  with  such  an  over  scrupulosity,  that  he  seldom 
gives  them  utterance.  The  reflection  of  the  other  is  occupied  in  weighing  the 
sentiments  expressed,  and  separating  the  false  from  the  true.  Mr.  Irving  is 
mild  and  bland,  even  anxious  to  please.  Mr.  Lockhart  is  abstracted  and  cold, 
almost  indifferent." 

The  sketch  of  jSIr.  Lockhart  which  illustrates  this  volume,  was  executed  by 
Daniel  Maclise,  R.  A.,  (under  the  nomme  de  crayon  of  A.  Croquis,)  and  ap- 
peared, in  August,  1830,  iaFruser's  Magazine,  as  the  third  of  the  "  Gallery  of 
Illustrious  Literary  Characters,"  which,  with  Maginn's  racy  descriptions,  never 
exceeding  a  page,  and  always  struck  off  at  a  moment's  notice,  formed  a  very 
attractive  feature  in  that  periodical,  for  many  years.  It  represents  him  busily 
smoking  his  sempiternal  cigar — the  use  of  tobacco,  in  that  shape,  being  one  of 
f./Ockhart's  small  vices. 

In  the  popular  edition  of  his  Life  of  Scott,  (Edinburgh,  1842,  in  large  8vo,) 
is  a  full-length  which  may  be  taken  as  authentic,  being  issued  by  himself.  It 
shows  the  accuracy  of  Mr.  Griffin's  above-quoted  description.  In  the  very  in- 
teresting picture  by  Faed,  (from  which  a  fine  engraving  hjis  lately  been  issued 
here,)  which  exhibits  Sir  Walter  Scott  and  his  Friends,  in  1825,  a  portrait  of 
Lockhart  occupies  the  centre,  between  Crabbe  and  Wordsworth,  and  is  a 
?l'.iicing  and  characteristic  likeness. 


Mr.  Lockhart's  only  surviving  lineal  descendant  is  his  grand-daughter, 
born  in  1852,  only  child  of  Charlotte  Harriet  Jane  Lockhart  and  her  hus- 
liand,  James  Robert  Hope,  barrister,  now  of  Ahbotsford.  This  child  is 
the  last  of  Sir  Walter  Scott's  family.  Mr.  Lockhart  returned  to  England 
early  in  1854,  and  passed  the  summer  with  Mrs.  Hope,  his  daughter,  at 
Ahbotsford,  where  he  died  November  25th,  18.r)4,  in  the  sixty-tijst  year  of 
his  age. 
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SCENE    J. —  Picardy     Place —  Southeast    Drawing    Room —  Tlie 

Shepherd  Solus. 

Shepherd.— Verfcc'  enchantment!  Ae  single  material  coal  fire 
multiplied  by  mirrors  into  a  score  of  unsubstiintial  reflections,  ilka 
image  biirnin'  awa'  as  l.riclitly  up  its  ain  shadowy  cliiniley,  as  the 
original  Prototeep  !  Only  ye  dim  a  hear  the  phantom-fires  murmur- 
ing al)out  the  bars — their  flickering  tongues  are  a'  silent — they 
might  seem  to  reek  at  a  puff  o'  the  Prototeep, — but  sic  seemin' 
wadna  ditn  the  atmosphere  o'  this  splendid  Saloon.  The  refraction 
and  reflection  o'  light's  a  beautifu'  mystery,  and  I  wus  I  understood 
tlie  sceence  o'  optics.  And  yet  ait>lins  it's  better  no — I  mightna 
then  wi'  sic  a  shudder  o'  instantawneous  delieht,  naething  short  o' 
religion,  glower  upon  the  rainbow,  the  apparition  o'  the  sturm.  Let 
Pheelosophers  ken  causes — Poets  effecks.  Ye  canna  ca'  him  an 
igimrawmus  that  ki  ns  efft'cks — and  then  in  the  moral  wnrld,  wliieh 
belongs  to  men  o'  genius  like  Me  and  Burns,  there's  for  the  maist 
['iirt  a  confused  but  no  an  obscure  notion  o'  causes  accompanying 
the  knowledge  o'  eflecks — difficult  to  express  formally,  like  a 
preacher  in  his  poopit,  or  a  professor  in  his  chair,  but  coloring  the 
poetry  o'  eflTi-cks  wi'  the  ting*-  o'  the  pheelosophy  o'  causes,  sae  that 
the  reader  alhxis  ilnit  reason  and  imagination  are  ane,  and  that  there's 
nae  truth  like  fiction.  O,  ye  bit  boi.ny  bricht  burning  fires,  there's 
only  ane  amang  ye  a  that  gies  ony  heat!  A'  the  rest's  but  delu.iion 
— ^just  as  when  the  evening  star  lets  loose  her  locks  to  the  dews 
high  lip  in  ht-avcn,  every  [xtol  amaiig  the  moimtains  has  its  Eidolon, 
sue  that  thj  earth  seems  strewn  with  stars,  vet  a'  the  whilt;  there's 
in  reality  but  ae  star,  and  her  name  is  Venus,  tlie  delieht  o*  gods 
and  men  and  universal  natur.  Ma  faith,  you're  a  maist  magniliceiit 
time-piece,  tnwerin'  there  on  the  mantel,  mair  like  a  palace  wi'  lliae 
ivory  pillars,  or  the  vera  temple  o'  Sohirnoii  !  To  what  a  heicht 
mull  has  carried  the  mechanical  airts — till  they  become  imaginalive  ! 
There's  poetry  in  that  portal  —  mercy  on  us,  iwa  figures  eomin'  out, 
haun  in  haim.  frae  the  interior  o'  the  building  intill  the  open  air, 
Vol.  in.- 2 
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appartlK'J  like  wee  liit  Christians,  yet  nae  l)igi:;er  tlian  fjiiries. 
\\'oel,  tlial's  heats  a' — first  the  tane  and  then  the  tilher,  wi'  its  tiny 
siller  rod,  seemiii'  to  strike  the  chimes  on  a  sheet  o*  tinsel — and  then 
aff  and  awa  in  anianjj;  the  ticks  o'  the  clock-wark  !  Pnir  crelurs, 
with  a'  their  fantastic  friskiuess,  they  maun  lead  a  slavish  life,  up 
and  out  to  their  wark,  every  hour  o'  the  day  and  nicht,  Sabbaths  and 
a',  sae  tiiat  they  haena  time  even  to  finish  a  dream.  That's  wan: 
than  human  life  itsell  ;  for  the  wee  midshipman  in  a  mano'-war  is 
aye  allooed  four  hours'  sleep  at  a  streatch,  and  tiiair  than  that  is  the 
lot  o'  the  pui-est  herd  callant,  wha,  haein  nae  pawrents,  is  glad  to 
sail-  a  hard  master,  withouten  ony  wage — a  plaid,  parritch,*  and  a 
cauiriied.f  ilony,  certes,  is  the  curious  contrivance  for  notin'  time  ? 
Ihe  hour-glass — to  my  mind,  the  maist  impressive,  perhaps,  o'  tluio 
a' — as  ye  see  the  sand  perj)etual!y  dreep-dreepin  awa'  momentarily 
— and  then  a'  dune  just  like  life.  Tlieii,  wi'  a  touch  o'  the  haun,  or 
whawmle  in  which  there's  aye  something  baith  o'  feelin'  and  o' 
thocht,  there  begins  anither  era,  or  epoch  of  an  hour,  during  which 
ane  o'  your  ain  bairns,  wha  has  been  lang  in  a  decline,  and  visited 
by  the  doctor  only  when  he's  been  at  ony  rate  passin'  by,  gies  a 
groanlike  sich,  and  ye  ken  in  a  moment  that  he's  dead — or  an  earth- 
quake tumbles  down  Lisbon,  or  some  city  in  Calabria,  while  a'  the 
folk,  men,  won)en,  and  children,  fall  d(jwn  on  their  knees,  or  are 
crushed  aiblinsj  liy  falling  churches.  "The  dial-staiie  aged  and 
green," — ane  o' Cammel's  fine  lines!  Houses  change  families,  not 
only  at  Michaelmas,  bat  often  on  a  sudden  summons  frae  death, 
there  is  a  general  flitting,  awa  a'thegither  frae  this  side  o'  the  kintra, 
nane  o'  the  neebors  ken  whare  ;  and  sae,  ye  see,  dial-stanes  get 
green,  for  there  are  nae  bairn's  hauns  to  pick  aff  the  moss,  and  it's  no 
muckie  that  the  Robin  Redbreast  taks  for  his  nest  or  the  Kitty 
Wren.  It's  atten  been  a  mi)urnfu'  thocht  wi'  me,  that  o'  a'  the  dial- 
stanes  I  ever  saw,  staunin'  in  a  sort  o'  circle  in  the  middle  o'  a  gar- 
den, or  in  a  nyeuck  o'  grun§  that  might  ance  hae  been  a  garden,  just 
as  you  gang  in  or  out  o'  the  village,  or  in  a  kirk-yard,  there  was 
aye  something  wraiig  wi'  them,  either  wi'  the  finger  or  the  face,  sae 
that  Time  laughed  at  his  ain  altar,  and  gied  it  a  kick  in  the  bygaun, 
till  it  begood  to  hang  a'  to  the  tae-side  like  a  negleckit  tombstane 
ower  the  banes  o'  some  ane  or  ither  buried  lang  albre  the  Covenant. 
l>na  that  a  fiddle  on  the  brace-piece  1  Lei's  havviile  her.  Ay,  just 
like  a'  the  lave|| — ae  string  wantin' — and  something  or  ither  wrang 
wi'  twa  or  three  pegs — sae,  that  when  ye  skrtw  up,  they'll  no  baud 
the  grip.  INt^'ertheless,  I'll  play  my  sell  a  bit  tune.  Got,  she's  no 
an  ill  fiddle — but  some  folk  can  bring  music  out  o'  a  boot-jack. 

*   farrifcA.— porridge,     t  Caujf'-fterf,— chaff-bed.     %  ./?iWinji,— perhaps.     $  J^yeuek  o^grun, 
nook   of   grouna.     ||  jLave, — reBl. — M. 
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I'm  to  wake  the  ewes  at  night,  An'Annie's  to  gang  wi'      me,  O.  I'll  wake  the  ewes  n:/ 


^^M^^^^^W 


night  about,    But  ne'er  wi'  ane  so  sau-cy,   O  ;  Nor  sit  my  lane  the  lee-lang  night, Wi' 


SIC    a  scorn-fu 


I'll    no  wake,  I'll  no  wake,  I'll  no 


wake  wi' 


^^n^^^M^i0MMm 


All  -  nie,  O,  Nor  sit  my  lane  o'er  night  wV  ane  Sae  thraward*  an'  un  -  can-nie,  O 

Dc.'ir  son,  be  w'se  an'  wnrie, 

But  iifver  be  iinniiinly,  0, 
I've  lieiini  you  tt^ll  aimtliLT  tale 

O  yi>uii^  au'  oliariiiintj  Aiiuie,  O. 
The  ewes  ye  wake  arc  fair  enoujjh, 

Upiin  tlio  brao  sae  bonny,  O; 
But  tlie  lairtl  liiiiisell  wad  gie  tbein  a'. 

To  wake  the  ni<;bt  wi'  Annie,  O. 
He'll  uo  wake,  &c. 

I  tauld  ye  enr',f  I  tauld  ye  late, 

That  la.'*sic  wad  trepan  ye,  O, 
In'  ilka  word  ye  Ijoud  U>  Hay, 

When  left  your  lane  wi'  Annie.  O. 
Tuk'  my  ailvice  this  nit^bt  for  ance, 

Or  beauty's  tongue  will  ban  ye,  0, 
An'  sey  your  leel  auld  niotber's  skecl, 

Ayont  the  moor  wi'  Annie  O. 
He'll  no  wake,  <fec. 

Tlie  nigbf  it  was  a  Hinimer  nifrbt, 

An'  (.)  tlie  gb-ii  was  laiiely,  O, 
For  juHt  ae  steiiiie'H  [^'owden  ce 

I'eep'd  o'er  the  bill  seieiiely,  0. 
The  twu  fire  in  tlie  flow'ry  beatb, 

Ayont  tlip  moor  sac  fli-w'ry,  O, 
An'  but  ae  i)laid  atween  tbein  baitli. 

An'  wastia  that  riu'tit  dowy,  O? 
He  maun  wake,  <l:c 

•  TTiraward  on'  uneoniiie,— croM-grained  and  dangorom      t   Knr',— en/iy.— M- 
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Ncist  niorriinpf  at  liis  niotlier's  knee, 

He  blcssM  licr  love  uiifoign'dly,  0; 
An'  ixye  the  tear  fell  frae  his  ee. 

An'  aye  lie  elaspM  her  kiiully,  0. 
Of  a"  my  giiefs,  I've  got  amends, 

Up  in  yon  glen  sae  grassy,  O. 
A  ■Woman  (jnly  woman  kens; 
Your  skill  lias  won  my  lassie.  0. 

I'll  aye  wake,  I'll  aye  wake, 
ril  aye  wake  wi'  Annie,  O. 
I'll  ueer  again  keep  wake  wi'  ane 
Sae  sweet,  sae  kiucJ,  aa'  cauuie,  O. 

I'm   no  ill  bad  vice  the  iiiclit — :iiid  oli !   but  tlm  sjilooti's  a  gran'  ha' 
for  singiii' !     Here's  your  health,  and  sang,  sii-.    Dug  on't,  if  I  didna 
believe   for  a  niiniite  that  your  Iiiuige  was  anither   Man  !     I  didna 
a'lhegitlier  just  like  this  room,  for  it's  getting  unco  like  a  Pandemo- 
nium.    It  would   be  a  fearsome  room  to  get  fou  in — for  then  you 
would   sit  glowerin'   in   the  middle  o'  forty  fires,  and   yet  fear   that 
you  were  nae  Salamander.     You  wud    be  fiichtened   to  !<tir,  in  case 
you  either  walkt-d  intil  the  real  ribs,  or  gaod  crash  through  a  lookiu' 
glass  thinken't  the  'trance.      I'm    bcginnin'  to  get  a  wee  dizzy — sae 
let  me  .sit  down  on  this  settee.    Oh  1   Wow  but  this  is  a  sonsie  sofa! 
It  wad  do  brawly    for  a  honeymoon,      it's  aneugh  o'   itsell   :o  gar  a 
man  fa'  in   love  wi'   he  disna  ken   wha — or  the  ugliest  woman  o'  a' 
his  hail  acquaintance.     I  declare  that  1  diiina  ken  whether  I'm  sittin' 
or  stannin',    or  lyin',  or  hangin'   in   air,  or  d<.)okiii'  in  warm  water. 
The  leanest o'  human  kind  wud  fin'  itsell  saft  and  plump,  on,  or  rather 
in,  sic  a  settee,  lor  there's  nae  kennin'  the  seat   frae  the  thing  siitiii', 
and  ane's  amalgamated,  to  use  a  chemical   word,  corporeally  wi'  the 
cushioiKS,  and    part   and  parcel   o'  the  fringed  furniture  o'  a  room  fit 
to   be   the  Sanctum   Sanctorum   o'  the  Spirit  o'  Sardanapalus  after 
Apotheosis.     Sae   intense   is   the  luxury,   that  it  gars  me  unawares 
use  laiig-nebbed  classical   words,  in  preference  to  my  mither  tongue, 
which  seems  ower   puir-like  and   impovereeshed  for  gien  adequate 
expres.sion   to   a  voluptuousness  that   laps  my  spirit   in  an  Oriental 
Ely>ium.     A    doubled   rose-leaf  would   be  felt  uneasily   below  my 
limbs  the  noo — yet  I  wud   be  ower  steeped  in  luxurious  laziness  to 
allow  mysell  even  to  be  lifted  up  by  the  saft  fingers,  and  hauns,  and 
arm-*,  and  sliouthers,  o'  a  train  o'  virgins,  till  the  l(jvelie.st  o'  them  a' 
micht   redd   the    bed,   blawin'   awa  the  disturbin'  rose-leaf  wi'   her 
breath,  and  then  commanding,  with    her  dewy  eyne,  her  nymphs  to 
replace  the  Shepherd  midst  the  down,  and  sing  him  asleep  with  their 
choral  vespers.     Thochts  gang  by  the  rule  o'  contrairies — that's  cer- 
tain sure — or,  what  could  mak  me  think  the  n(jo  o'  a  hard-bottomed 
kilchen-chayre,  deep-worn,  sliddery,  ower   wee,  the  crazy  back   bent 
in  against  the  nape  o'  my  neck,    and  a'  the  fower  legs  o'   different 
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staturs,  ane  o'  the  hint  anes  fit  for  a  creepie,  the  tither  a  broken 
besom-stick,  for  a  makshift,  intil  a  hole  far  ower  big ;  the  foreanes 
like  them  o'  a  inawkin,*  unco  short  for  sic  lang  hint  anes,  the  tane 
stifkin'  out  sturdily  in  a  wrang  direction,  and  for  ever  treddiii'  on 
folk's  tacs — the  tither  constantly  crackin'  frae  some  cause  nae  car- 
pentir  could  ever  fin'  out,  and  if  you  sae  muckle  as  mooved,  dis- 
tiirl)in'  the  reading  o'  tho  chapter.  That  chayre  used  aye  to  fa'  to 
me,  and  it  was  so  coggly  that  it  couldna  sit  dooble,  sae  that  nae 
lassie  would  venture  to  drap  down  aside  you  on't,  no,  not  even  gin  you 
were  to  take  her  ontil  yonr  verra  knee.  Wha  cou'd  hae  foreseen, 
in  thae  da\s,  that  I,  Jamie  Hogg,  would  ever  hae  been  sittiii' on 
down  cushions,  covered  \vi'  damask,  waitin  for  Christopher  North, 
in  Awmrose's  Hotel,  in  Picardy,  surrounded  wi'  mirrors  a'  ableeze, 
reflected  fires,  shiiitillating  wi'  gilt  nmuldin's,  and  surmounted  wi' 
engles'  beaks,  seemia'  to  baud  up  the  glitterin'  glasses  in  the  air  by 
golden  cords,  while  out  o'  the  mouths  o'  leopards  and  lions  depended 
chandeliers  o'  cut  crystal,  lustres  indeed,  dotteil  wi'  wax  caundles, 
as  the  galaxy  wi'  stars,  anil  filling  the  perfumed  Saloon  wi'  nn- 
winkin'  light,  frae  the  Turkey  carpet  to  the  Persian  roof,  a  heicht 
that  it  would  be  fatal  to  fa'  frae,  and  that  a  pridefu'  poet  couldiia 
houp  to  strike  wi'  his  head,  even  when  lowpin'  and  dancin'  in  an 
Ode  and  Dream.  Methinks  I  see  my  father  and  my  mother!  my 
brothers  and  sisters  !  We  are  a'  sittin'  ihegither — the  grown-up — - 
the  little  and  the  less — the  peat-fire,  wi'  an  ash  root  in't,  is  bright 
and  vaporless  as  a  new-risen  star  that  ye  come  suddenly  in  sight 
o',  and  think  it  sae  near,  that  you  could  maist  grup  it  wi'  your  out- 
stretched haun.  What  voices  are  these  I  hear? — the  well-known, 
well-heloved  tones  of  lips  that  have  lang  syne  been  in  the  clay  ! 
There  is  the  l)ed  on  which  I  used  to  sleep  beside  n)y  parents,  when 
I  was  ca'd  "  Wee  .lamie,"  ami  on  the  edge  o'  which  mouy  a  lime, 
when  1  was  a  growin'  callant,  hae  1  saL  with  the  lasses,  in  innocent 
dafliii',  a  skirlf  noo  and  then  half  waukenin'  the  auld  man  asleep,  or 
[)retendin'  to  be  sae,  by  the  ingle-iieuek.J  I  see  l)efore  me  the  cover- 
let [latched  with  a  million  pawtrons,  chance  being  the  kaleedoscope, 
and  the  harmony  of  the  colors  perfect  as  that  o'  a  bank  o'  Howers. 
A-i  for  mirrors,  there  was  i)ut  ae  single  lookin'  glass  in  a'  the  house, 
gayan  sair  cracket,  and  the  ising  rubbed  aff,  sae  that  ye  had  a  comi- 
cal face  and  <pieer,  when  you  shaved,  and  on  liie  Sunday  moiiiin', 
when  the  family  were  l)uskiii^  ihemsrlls  for  the  kirk,  it  gaed  glintiu' 
like  a  sunbeam  frae  am;  till  anithei',  luil  aye  rested  langest  al'oie  iho 
face  o'  ijonnie  Til>l)y  Laidlaw. 

Eiilir  Mil.  Ambiiosb  wilk  xmnc  reiiulver  tonriuen. 

Mr.  ^[mbronr.  A  present,  Mr.  Hogg,  fidin  iln;  Kmperor  of  liussia 

*  jWaic/kin,- a  hare,  t  ■'>*<r/, — •hriU  crjr,  {  Ingte-ncuck,—ciiininty-aotttBx.    ^  W««A.— driaiL  -  M. 


6  NOCTKS    AMBKOSIANJS. 

to  Mr.  North.  The  Einporor,  you  remember,  sir,  when  I)uke 
Nicholas,*  used  to  honor  Gabriel's  Road.  Asleep,  with  his  eyes 
open  !  Exit  {retrogrediens.) 

Shepherd.  Puir  Tibby  !  Mony  a  time  hae  1  tied  my  neckcloth 
extendin'  the  knot  inlil  twa  white  rose-buds,  in  her  een  !  stannin' 
sae  close,  in  order  that  1  might  see  my  image,  that  the  ruffles  o'  my 
Saliliathsarkf  just  touched  her  breast-knot,  and  my  breath  amaist 
lifted  up  the  love-lock  that  the  light-hearted  cretur  used  to  let  hang, 
as  if  through  carelessness,  on  ae  rosy  cheek,  just  aboon  and  about  the 
rim  o'  her  wee,  white,  thin  lug,  that  kent,  1  trow,  a'  the  tunes  ever 
sung  in  Scotland.  But — oh  !  that  lugj  listened  to  what  it  shouldna 
hae  listened  till — and  awa'  frae  the  Forest  fled  its  Flower  wi'  an 
outlandish  French  prisoner  on  his  parole  at  Selkirk,  but  set  free  by 
the  short  peace.  lie  disappeared  from  her  ae  night  in  London,  and 
she  became  a  thing  of  shame,  sin,  and  sorrow.  Years  afterwards  she 
begged  her  way  back  to  the  hut  in  which  she  had  been  born — was 
forgiven  by  her  father  and  mother,  wha  had  never  had  any  other 
child  Ijut  her — and,  ere  the  second  Salibath  after  her  return,  she  was 
buried  decently  and  quietly,  and  without  many  tears,  in  the  kirk- 
yard,  where  she  hud  for  many  springs  gathered  the  primroses;  for, 
although  her  life  had  latterly  been  that  of  a  great  sinner,  nobody 
that  knew  her  attributed  that  sin  to  her,  puir  cretur,  but  thocht  on 
her  as  ane  o'  thae  victims  that  the  Evil  One  is  permitted,  by  an  in- 
scrutable Providence,  to  choose  out  frae  amang  the  maist  innocent 
o'  the  daughters  o'  men,  to  confound  all  that  would  put  their  trust 
in    human  virtue. — Was  Awmrose  no  in   the  room  the  noo  ?     Pre- 

•  The  present  Emperor  of  Russia  visited  Edinburgh  in  181G. — Nicholas,  third  son  of  the 
Emperor  Paul,  was  born  in  1790,  and  received  a  good  education.  In  1-^17,  he  married  the  sister 
of  the  present  King  of  I'russia.  (Frederick  William  111.)  and  succeeded  to  the  throne  on  the 
death  of  his  brother  Alexander,  in  December,  ]v2o.  On  this  occasion  was  presented  the  singu 
lar  spectacle  of  two  brothers  contending  who  should  not  wear  the  imperial  purple.  The  Arch 
Duke  Coiistantine  was  older  than  his  brother  Nicholas,  and  Czar  de  facto  on  the  death  of 
t'le  childless  Alexander.  He  was  in  Warsaw,  as  Governor  of  I'oland,  when  the  tidings  reached 
Sv.  J'etersburgh.  Nicholas  immediately  took  the  oaths  of  allegiance  to  Constantine,  and  made 
the  army  take  ihem  also.  After  two  days  of  seclusion  and  grief,  when  Constantine  was  in- 
lornied  of  his  brother's  death,  he  announced  that,  with  the  full  sanction  of  the  late  Emperor, 
he  had  renounced  his  right  of  succession,  in  January,  Irt-i^i,  in  favor  of  Nicholas.  The  act  of 
renunciation  was  deposited  in  the  archives  of  the  empire,  but  Nicholas  refused  to  act  upon  it, 
caying  that  it  wanted  the  force  of  a.  law,  and  that  if  Constantine  wi.shed  to  exercise  the  right 
of  renunciation,  he  must  do  so  a/iesh.  After  an  interregnum  of  tliree  we<-.ks.  Con.-tantine 
persistia:;  in  renouncing  the  throne,  .Nicholas  ascended  it  Constantine,  it  appears,  who  had 
lived  unhappily  with  and  was  separated  from  his  wife,  had  fallen  in  love  with  a  beautiful  I'olish 
lady,  whom  he  married,  after  obtaining  a  divorce  from  his  first  wife.  This  espousal  in  l«:it), 
was  mur^anatic,  (or  with  the  left  hand.)  and  therefore  no  children  resulting  from  it  cc.uld  be- 
come (jrand-Uukes  nor  AUcceed  to  the  lh''one.  The  condition  on  which  Alexander  hai!  sanc- 
tioned the  divorce  and  permitted  the  second  marriage,  was  that  Constantine  renounce  his  imjie- 
riii  heirdom,  which  was  legally  done  and  accepted,  and  Constantine,  (more  tenacious  of  his 
honor  as  "  a  gentleman,"  than  Nicholas  has  lately  been  )  insisted  ujion  Us  being  acted  upon. 
Froiri  his  accession.  Nieliolax  has  been  animated  by  one  purjiose — of  enlarging  toe  territory  and 
•  ugmenling  the  power  and  intluence  of  Kussia.  To  eiiect  this,  he  became  involved  in  a  war 
with  I'urkey,  soon  after  he  became  Czar,  and  his  second  attack  on  the  Sultan,  involving 
Kor-jpe  in  a  general  contest,  and  bringingfrance  and  England  in  tirm  alliance,  b  sprung 
■  foiQ  the  same  cause. — Al. 

f  S/irA,--a  shirt      |   /'«;?, — an  ear — M. 
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serve  us!  what  a  tut  o'  tongues!  And  it's  me  that  used  to  fin'  faut 
wi'  Shakspeare  for  putting  lang  soliloquies  into  the  mouths  of  his 
chief  characters  !  Now,  this  seems  to  be  the  pheelosophy  o'  the 
soliloquy  : — either  you  arc  in  the  habit  o'  speaking  to  yourself  in 
real  life  or  no — if  you  are,  then  it  follows  o'  coorse,  that  you  ought 
to  lose  no  opportunity,  if  puttin'  intil  a  play,  o'  comniunicatin'  your 
sentiments  or  o[)inions  to  yoursell  in  private,  when  there  is  none  l)y 
to  Itreak  the  thread  o'  your  discourse.  If  you  are  not,  then  you  must 
never  be  left  by  yoursell  in  a  scene ;  for  nae  actor,  when  he  is 
manet  solus,  is  allowed,  Viy  the  laws  o'  the  drama,  to  say  nor  do 
naething — ijut  just  to  walk  about,  or  to  sit  down  on  a  chayre  in  the 
middle  o'  the  room,  whirling  his  hat,  or  counting  his  fingers.  To 
soliloquize  seems  natural  to  a  hantle  o'  folk — and  that's  reason 
aneuch  to  authoreeze  the  practice  on  the  stage.  Neither  am  I  sure 
that  soliloquies  are  aye  short  or  shortish — for  I  ance  keepit  speakin' 
to  my  sell,  1  recolleck,  a'  the  way  frae  the  Gray  Mare's  Tail  to  Mount 
Benger,  The  fack  is,  that  the  Sowl,  when  up  wi'  ony  strong  passion, 
expresses  u.''  it  feels  chiefly  to  itsell,  even  when  it  seems  to  be 
addressiu'  ithers  that  happen  to  be  present  at  the  hour  o'  trouble 
The  sumphs  think  it's  pourin'  itsell  out  to  them,  for  the  sake  o'  their 
sympatliies,  whereas  it's  in  a  manner  beside  itsell  ;  and  the  tane 
t.alks  till  the  tither,  as  if  they  were  twa  ;  but  there's  only  atie — 
speaker  and  hearer  being  the  same  Sowl — and  the  triflin'  creturs 
that  are  in  the  room  at  the  time,  being  little  mair  than  sae  mony 
chairs — the  tongs  or  the  poker — or  him  that  they  ca'  the  Speaker  o' 
the  HiH)se  o'  Commons.  But  I'm  gettin'  as  hoarse  as  a  claw — and 
had  better  ring  the  bell  for  a  jug.  Deevil  tak  the  worsted  bell-rapo 
— see  if  it  hasna  iiracken  shoit  alF,  leaving  the  ring  in  my  haun  ! 
Mercy  on  us,  whatten  a  feet  o'  flunkeys  in  the  trance  ! 

[Door  Jfies  open — and  enter  Tickler — North,   supported  by 
Mr.  Ambrose.) 

What  a  queer  couple  o'  auld  fellows,  a'  covered  wi'  cranreuch  !* 
]s't  ■^nawin'.  sirs  ? 

Tickler.  Snawin',  my  dear  James! — Sleeting,  hailing,  raining, 
driving,  and  blasting,  all  in  one  unexficcted  eoalitioii  of  parties,  to 
the  utter  discomfort  and  dismay  of  all  his  Majesty's  loyal  sub- 
jects. 

Slupherd.  And  hae  you  wawked  up,  like  twa  fules,  frae  Baw- 
hamnin  Lodge,  in  sic  an  eerie  nieht,  knee-deej)  in  mire,  glaur,  and 
bludi:*^  ? 

Tickler.  One  of  North's  coach- horses*  is  sick,  and  the  other  lunie 
—  an<J-  - 

*  C'ranreurh, — «nnv/  or  hoar-front. — M. 


8  N0CTE8    AMBROSIANJS. 

Shrvkerd.  Catch  me  keepin'  a  cotch.  It  costs  Mr.  North  five 
guineas,  every  hurl — and  him  that's  gettin'  sae  narrow  too,* — but 
Pride  !  hech,  sirs,  Pride  gets  the  maister  o'  avarice — and  he'll  n«^ 
condescend  to  hire  a  haickiiey.  Dinna  melt  in  the  Salnon,  sirs — 
gang  intiil  the  tranc*^,j-  and  then  come  back  glitteriii'  like  twa  ser- 
pents as  you  are,  twa  Boa-Constrictors,  or  rather  Raltlesnakes,  wi' 
your  forked  tongues,  and  wee  red  piercin'  een.  growin'  aye  niair  and 
mair  venomous,  as  ye  begin  to  bask  and  beck  in  the,  hearth-heat, 
and  tuin  al)out  the  heads  o'  you  to  spy  whom  you  may  fasten  on, 
lick  a'  ower  wi'  glue,  and  then  draw  them  into  your  jaws  by  suc- 
tion, crashin'  their  banes  like  egg-shells,  and  then  hiss-hissin'  to  ane 
anither  in  weel-pleased  fierceness,  after  your  ain  natur,  which  niony 
a  pt'ir  tortirt  cretur  has  kent  to  his  cost  to  be  without  pity  and  with- 
out ruth — ye  Sons  o'  Satan  ! 

North.  Thank  ye,  my  dear  James,  f jr  all  your  kind  inquiries. 
Quite  well,  except  being  even  deafer  than  usual,  or — 

Skephcrd.  Ne'er  mind,  sir;  I'll  mak  you  hear  on  the  deafest  side 
o'  ynuv  head.     But  whare's  the  siller  ear-trumpet? 

Tickler.  Buchanan  Lodge,  James,  was  stealthily  entered  a  f^vf 
nights  ago  l)y  some  rejected  contributors,  in  a  mere  jeu  d' esprit, — 
and  a  Shabby-genteel  was  ol)served  by  one  of  the  police,  this  very 
afternoon,  diiving  South  in  what  appeared  to  be  a  hired  gig,  and 
attempting  to  make  North's  ear-trumpet  perform  the  part  of  a 
bugle.  lie  iminediately  gave  chase,  and  has,  doubtless,  overtaken 
the  de|)redator  at  Fushee  Bridge  or  Torsonce. 

Shepherd.  The  neist  article  my  gentleman  sends,  maun  be  on  the 
Tread  Mill.  But  what's  N<n-th  tummlin'  at  yonner  ?  Odd,  he's 
just,  for  a'  the  warld,  like  a  wee  bit  corn  stack,  frosted  and  poothered 
over  wi'  rime.J  Noo  Mr.  Awmrose  has  gotten  him  out  o'  the 
tlieikin', — and  oh!  but  he  looks  genteel,  and  like  a  verra  nobleman 
in  that  speck  and  span  new  blue  coat,  wi'  big  yellow  buttons  ;  nor 
wad  that  breast  ill  become  a  star.  Keel  roun'  his  throne,  Mr. 
Awmrose. 

(Mr.  Ambrose  wheels  Mb.  North  in  the  patent  chair  to  the 
off-door  side  of  the  fire,  setting  his  footstool,  and  depositing 
the  crutch  in  its  own  niche,  leaning  on  the  pedestal  of 
Apollo.) 

Tickler.  Heaven  and  earth,  James,  are  you  well,  my  dear  friend  1 
You  seem  reduced  to  a  mere  shadow. 

Shepherd.  Reduced  to  a  mere  shadow  !  I'm  thiiikin',  sir,  you'll 
bae  been  mistakin'  your  nain  (igure  in  the  glass  for  me  the  noo — 

North.  Thank  ye,  Mr.  Ambrose.     Family  all  well  ?     That's  right 

•  M'arroiB, — rtingy.     f  Trance, — entrance.     X  Aime,— hoar-frost. — M. 
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— that's  riiiht.     Where's   the  Sheplierd  ?     Lord  bless  me,  James, 
are  ycu  ill  ? 

Shepherd.  Me  ill !  What  the  deevil's  to  male  me  ill  ?  But 
you're  baith  jokin',  noo,  sirs. 

Tickler.  Pardon  my  weakness,  James,  but  I  had  a  very  ugly 
dream  about  you — and  your  appearance — 

Shepherd.  Ma  appearance  1  What  the  deevil's  the  matter  wi' 
ma  appearance?  Mr.  North,  am  I  hickin'  ony  way  out  o'  health? 
— {Afiide.) — Aye — aye,  my  lads,  I  see  what  you're  ettlin  at  noo — 
but  I'm  no  sae  saft  and  simple's  1  look  like — \Al()ud.) — You  had  an 
ugly  dream,  Mr.  Tickler, — what  was't  about?     Let's  hear't. 

Tickler.  That  \ou  were  dead,  James — laid  out — cofTined — Mered 
— buried — .superscribed — and — 

Shepherd.  IJoukit  up  by  half  a  dizzen  resurrection  men — driven 
by  nicht  in  a  gig  to  Embro',  and  seit  for  three  pounds  ten  shillings 
to  a  k-cturin'  suigeoii,  for  a  subject  o'  demonstration  afore  a  schule 
o'  young  doctors;  and  after  that,  an  atomy  in  Surgeon's  Ha'.  Do 
ye  ken,  Mr.  Tickler,  that  1  wild  like  gran'  to  see  you  disseckit.  That 
is,  after  ycju  was  dead — fur  I'm  no  wishin'  you  dead  yet,  although 
you  plague  me  sairly  sometimes  ;  and  are  aye  tryin',  I  winna  say 
wi'  what  success,  to  be  witty  at  my  expense.  I  wish  you  a'  happi- 
ness, sir,  and  a  lang  life — but  I  houp  1  may  add  without  olll-nce, 
that  gin  ye  was  fairly  and  honmj  fevdy  dead — I  wud  like  to  see  the 
corp  disseckit,  no  on  a  public  table,  afore  hunners  o'  glowering  gaw- 
puses,  but  in  a  j)arlor  afore  a  few  chosen  peers,  sic  as  Mr.  North, 
lliere,  and  Odolierty  ;  and  A  who,  by  the  way,  would  l)e  happy,  1 
dirma  doubt,  to  perform  the  operation  himsell,  and  1  could  answer 
f^r  his  doiii't  wi'  a  hauu  at  ance  firm  and  tender,  resolute  and 
respecifii',  for  ae  man  o'  genius  is  aye  kind  to  anilher  on  a'  sic  occa- 
sions ;  and  A  would  cut  you  up,  sir,  as  delicately  as  you  were  his 
ain  father.* 

Tickler.  Is  it  to  give  a  flavor  to  the  oysters,  James,  that  you 
talk  stti     Supjiose  we  change  the  subject. 

Shtjihrd.  W<!  shall  leave  that  to  A,  .sir.  There's  nae  need  for 
changin'  the  subject  vet;  besides,  dinna  ye  introduct^'t  yoursell,  by 
offi-iin'  to  receet  your  ugly  dream  aliout  my  decease?      Hut — 

North.  My  dear  .James,  1  have  left  yoii,  by  my  la>t  will  and  tes- 
tament, my  skull. 

Shtpherd.  (Jli!  my  dear  sir,  but.  I  take  that  veira  vera  kind.  I'll 
liae't  siller  munted — the  tap  o't — lliat  is,  llie  organ  o'  veneration, 
which  in  y.>u  is  enormous — sawn  aff  like  that  o'  acocko-nil,  and,  then 
fastened  on  fiir  a  lid  by  a  hinge — and  Til  ke<-p  a'  ma  mamiserijipH 
in't — and  also  that  wee  stereoteep  Bible  you  gi'  ■!  nie  that   beautiful 

*  D.  M.  Moir.  tlia  KnltHof  ttlockwuod'a  Magazine,  wa«  a  lurgeon,  and    prarti'ioJ   at   Muaaol- 
liurgli,  near  lidinbargh  — M. 
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Sunday  simmer  niylit  we  spjvk  sac  seiii)iisly  alxiiit  rcllj/iun,  when 
tlie  sun  was  sttliii'  sae  f^loriutisly,  and  the  ]>roroiiiicl  liuslj  ci'  nature 
seemed  o'  itsell  an  assurance  o'  immortality.  Mr.  Tickler,  will  yo 
no  leave  me  your  skull,  Un>,  as  weel's  the  creniinia  that  I  ken's  in  a 
codoeil,  to  staun  cheek  by  jowl  wi'  Mr.  North's,  on  the  tap  o'  iny 
niahopany  leebrary  1 

Tickler.   Be  it  so,  James — but  the  bequest  must  be  mutual. 

Shepherd.  I  hae  nae  objections — there's  my  thumb  I'll  ne'er  be- 
guile you.  Oh,  sir!  but  1  wad  look  unco  gash  on  a  bit  pedestal  in 
the  parlor  «>'  Southside,  when  you  were  enterteenin'  your  sma'  snug 
pairties  wi'  anccdots  o'  the  Shepherd.  There's  something  pleasant 
in  the  thoclit,  sir,  for  I'm  sure  ye  wad  tell  nae  ill  o'  me — and  that 
jou  wud  every  Saturday  nieht  wipe  the  dust  frae  my  skull  wi'  a 
towel,  mutterin'  perhaps  at  a  time,  "  Alas,  poor  Yorick  !" 

Tickler.  James,  you  affect  me — you  do  indeed — 

Shepherd.  Silly  tides,  n(to,  were  they  to  owerhear  us  jockin'  and 
jeerin'  in  this  gate  about  ane  anither's  skulls,  wud  ca'  us  Atheists, 
and  deny  our  richt  to  Christian  liurial.  But  what  signifies  a  skull  '? 
The  shell  of  the  flown  bird,  said  Simonides,  a  pensive  poet  of  old*  — 
for  whose  sake  would  that  I  could  read  Greek — though  1  fancy  there 
are  o'  him  but  some  sma'  and  uncertain  remains. 

North,  lieligion,  James,  follows  the  bird  in  her  flight,  and  V)eholds 
her  alight  in  heaven. 

Shepherd.  Yet  that's  nae  reason  for  treatin'  a  skull  irreverently 
— playin'  tricks  wi't — piltin'  a  cigaur  in  its  teeth — or  a  wig  on't — 
or  try  in'  to  stick  spectacles  afore  the  howesf  o'  what  was  ance  its 
een — without  ony  brig  o'  a  nose  for  them  to  rest  on — or  whisperin' 
intili  its  wide-open  but  deaf  deaf  lugs,  some  amusin'  maitter  fiae 
ane  o'  the  Nodes  Ambrosianje  !  There's  nae  reason  for  haudin'  up 
a  caulker  o'  Glenlivet  to  its  gab,  and  askin'  the  silent  skull  for  a 
sentiment — or  to  join,  as  it  used  to  do,  till  its  very  sutures  were 
like  to  split,  in  a  Three  times  Three!  There's  nae  reason  for  ca'in' 
upon't  for  a  sang,  true  as  its  ear  aince  was,  and  its  tongue  like  sil- 
ver— for  a  sang  either  tragic  or  comic — ony  mair  than  there  is  for 
playin'  at  bowls  wi't  on  the  green,  or  at  fit-ba'  or  giein'  it  even  to 
the  l)airns,  if  they  hae  courage  to  accepp  o't,  instead  o'  a  turnip,  to 
frighten  folk  wi'  a  cawnle  low  within  its  banes  by  the  side  o'  a  kiik- 
yard  wa'  on  Halloween.  In  short,  there's  nae  need  either  for  despair 
or  daffin',  when  a  man  takes  the  skull  o'  a  freen  into  his  haun,  or 
looks  at  it  <jn  the  tnantel-jtiece.  It's  a  niementy  tnori  o'  friendNhip — 
and  at  a'  yevents,  isna't  far  better  think  ye,  sirs,  for  a  skull  to  be 
stannin'   decently  as    a  relic  or  bequest,  in  a  warm  cozy  parlor  like 

•  Simonides,  the  Greek  jihilosopher,  wVjo  excelled  in   lyric  poetry  and  elegy,  was  boru  U.  C 
558,  on  the  Island  if  Ceon,  and  dicJ,  af;ed  6^,  al  the  Court  of  Uiero,  King  of  Syracuse. — M. 
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that  at  Mount  Beii<rer,  Suuthside,  or  Bawliaiinan  Lofl<je,  than  deep 
duwn  within  the  clayey  cauldness — the  rotten  corruption  o'  a  great 
city  kirkyard,  o'  which  the  hail  sile  is  a  decomposition  o'  flesh  and 
bancs,  as  if  ae  vast  corp  filled  a'  the  burial  grund — and  ye  canna 
stick  in  a  pick  without  hittin'  the  splinter  o'  the  cffin  ? 

North.  James,  many  a  merry  Christmas  to  us  all.     What  a  jug  ! 

Shepherd.  It's  an  instinck  wi'  me  noo,  makin'  hct  whisky  toddy.* 
A'  the  time  o'  our  silly  discourse  about  our  skulls,  was  I  steerin' 
aliout  the  liquid,  plumpin'  in  the  bits  o'  sugar,  and  garrin'  the  green 
liotlle  gurgle — unconscious  o'  what  I  was  aiiout — yet,  as  ye  observe, 
sir,  wi'  your  usual  sagacity,  "  What  a  jug  !" 

T'uhlvr.  There  is  no  such  school  of  temperance  as  Ambrose's  in 
the  w<jrld — a  skreed  in  any  room  of  his  house  clears  my  head  for  a 
month,  and  restriiigs  my  stomach  to  such  a  |)iloh  of  power,  that, 
like  an  ostrich,  I  can  digest  a  nail  or  a  coik-screw. 

North.  Sobriety  is  the  strength  of  our  phy>:ical,  moral,  and  intel- 
lectual life.  But  how  can  any  man  hope  to  continue  long  sober, 
who  calumniates  conlial  conviviality — misnames  fun  f>ily,and  mirth 
malignily — turns  up  the  whites  of  his  eyes  at  humor,  because  it  is 
broad,  broad  as  the  sea  in  the  sunshine — who  in  his  false  wisdom 
knows  not  what  real  wit  is,  or,  half  knowing  it,  turns  away, 
abashctl  and  delected  from  its  corruseations  that  are  ever  harm- 
less to  the  truly  good,  and  wither  only  the  weak  or  the  wicked — 

W  ||(, 

Shepherd.  Stap,  sir — stap — for  you'll  never  be  aljle  to  fni'  your 
way,  at  this  time  o'nicht,  out  o'  sic'  a  sentence.  It's  o'  a  per|>lexin' 
iiiid  iicwilderin'  kind  o'  construction,  and  I'll  defy  mortal  man  to 
make  his  escape  out  o't  without  brcakin'  through,  in  perfect  despe- 
ration, a'  the  ndes  o'  grammar,  and  upsettin'  Dr.  Syntax  at  the  door 
o'  a  parenthesis. 

North.  Never  shall  Sot  be  suir.red  to  sit  at  our  Symposium, 
James.      Not  even  the  genius  of  a  Sheridan 

•Thf  myntcry  of  making  whisky-punch  comes  with  practice.  The  fURar  should  be  first 
dirsolvi!']  in  a  i.rfiall  (luanlily  of  wat.T  wtiich  must  be  wlnit  lti«  Irixh  call  -  Bcri-iMhinf;  hot." 
>ext  throw  in  thn  wtimky.  'I  h<!n  odd  a  thin  shavinR  of  Irnnh  lemon  pnel.  'I'hfii  ailil  the 
rei'l  of  the  water.  «u  that  the  spiriu  wiM  be  a  third  of  the  iiiixiuru.  I.niitly.  — nrinu  I  I.Rmon- 
jiiic»  is  dplct«-r  oijs  and  stioiild  he  eschewed  What  is  calli-d  "  Father  iMaKuirB's  rucKi|.t  lor 
mailing  I'unch,"  is  more  simple  than  Itio  above.  It  runs  thus,— First  put  in  your  sucnr.  then 
aiin  Ihe  whisky  -and  rvrii  ihap  nf  imitrr  i/ter  thai  h/kiiIm  Ihr  /lunc/t  /  (ilaJiKOW  I'uiirh  i»  rolj. 
To  make  a  qnnrt  jup  of  it.  melt  the  supar  in  a  little  water  S.)ijeeze  a  coujile  of  leiiion.t  thioiii^h 
a  small  hair-sirniner.  and  ir.ix.  Thi.  ix  Sherhol.  and  half  the  bottle  conMsis  in  Us  beini;  well- 
made.  Then  add  old  .lamaica  rum,  in  the  pn.j.oriion  of  one  to  six.  Finally,  cut  two  limra 
in  two.  and  run  each  section  rapidly  round  the  edye  o(  the  ju|;.  genlly  squee/.inir  in  (■omo  ot 
this  more  delicaie  acid  to  complete  the  flavor.  ']'hi«  mixture  is  very  inhiniiatinx.  and  lea«-ii 
those  who  freely  take  it,  the  legacy  of  splillmK  hoadaclien  into  the  day-use  of  winch  they  o'Mi 
enter  Ihe  next  mornini: ;  0|  hot  punch,  however,  though  coiitnininK  double  the  quantity  U4 
alch'.lic  «(.iril.  It  IS  l.oaclint'ly  said.  •• 'rii.'re  is  not  a  headache  in  a  hog.head  ol  it  '  In  tii« 
rural  parts  of  Scotland,  at  the  hn.rv(.st-home,  I  have  neen  the  punch  iii.ido  in  small  wooden 
tubs  which,  as  made  to  contain  the  fourth  part  of  a  boll  of  corn,  is  called  a  lirliit.  The  quan 
tity  of  this  punch  those  mon  can  and  do  drink  in  Scotland,  is  wonderfully  large.  At  Iho 
"diodes,''  It  will  be  noticed,  the  jmnch  wa4  always  hot.— At 
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SlcpJieril  PshewwliMMh-i — the  genius  o'  Sh(M-i(]ati  !  O,  sir,  ]»)it 
his  comedies  are  cauldrife  coiuposition  ;  and  the  hail  tot  of  them's 
no  wttrili  the  warst  Noctes  Amlnosiana)  that  ever  Maister  Giiriiey, 
tliat  gfiitloMian  o'  the  press,  extended  f'rae  out  o'  short  haun.  Ilis 
mind  had  haith  pint  and  glitter — hut  sae  has  a  preen.  Sheridan  had 
liut  a  sma'  sow! — and  even  his  oratory  was  feeble,  false,  and  fushiou- 
less  ;  and  ane  o*  the  auld  Ci>venanters  wad  hae  rowted  him  doon 
inlil  a  siii-nt  ceepher  on  the  hillside,  makin'  him  tin'  what  elo- 
(jueiiee  is,  no  made  up  o'  patches  fiae  ither  men's  pamphlets,  and  o' 
laiig  accounts  and  statements,  interlarded  wi'  rancid  rant,  and  faded 
tlgiires  new  dyed  like  auld  claes,  that  do  weel  aneueh  hy  caunlelight, 
but  look  desperate  shabby  in  the  day  time — wi'  remarks,  forst>oth, 
on  human  life  and  the  principles  of  Eternal  Justice — nae  less — o' 
which  the  unhappy  neerdoweel  kent  muckle,  nae  doubt — having 
never  read  a  good  and  great  book  a'  his  days,  and  associated  chiefly 
with  the  vilest  o'  vile 

North.  James — what's  the  meaning  of  all  this?  These  sudden 
burets 


!Sh()ih('rd.  I  canna  thole  to  hear  sic  a  sot  as  Sherry  aye  classed  wi' 
Pitt  and  Hurke. 

Ttckltr.  N.)r  I.  A  couple  of  clever  comedies  —a  few  elegant  epi- 
logues— a  so-so  opera — some  spirited  speechifyings — a  few  fitful 
flashes — some  composed  corruscations  of  conversational  wit — will 
these  make  a  great  man  ?*  Hah  !  As  to  his  faults  and  failings,  on 
their  ashes  we  must  triad  tenderly 

North.  Yes;  but  we  must  not  collect  them  in  an  urn,  and  weep 
over  them  in  maudlin'  worship.  lie  was  but  a  town-wit  after  all, 
and  of  a  very  superficial  fancy.      lie  had  no  imagination. 

Shepherd.  No  a  grain.  He  could  say  sharp  things  upon  lilunt 
people — turn  a  common  thoclit  wi'  a  certain  neatness,  that  gied  it, 
at  iirst  hearin',  an  air  o'  iioveltv  ;  and  an  image  bein'  to  him  rather 
u  rare  occurrence,  he  polished  it  afl'tiU  the  peeble  seemed  a  diamond  ; 
but  after  a'  it  coudna  write  on  glass,  and  was  barely  worth  settin'  in 
the  warst  goold.  lie  wanted  copiousness,  fertcelity,  richness,  va- 
reeity,  feelin',  tiiuh  o'  natur,  sudden  inspiration,  poor  o'  tliocht ;  and 
as  ft)r  either  beauty  or  sublimity,  he  had  a  fause  notion  o'  them  in 
words,  and  nae  notion  o'  them  at  a'  in  things,  and  never  drew  a  tear 
or  garr'd  the  reader  grue  in  a'  his  days.  Peezarro  alone  proves  him 
to  hae  had  nae  real  sowl  ;  for  though  the  subject  be  patriotism,  and 
lii)erty,  and  independence,  it's  a'  naething  but  flummery,  and  a  frit- 
ter o'  gran'  soundin'  senseless  words,  that  gang  in  at  the  tae  lug  and 

•  UyronK  e>limate  of  .Sheridan  was  very  rii<;h.  He  considered  that  whatever  he  had  done 
"  wt»  fiiir  fzeillencr,  always  the  Or.it  of  its  kind.'"  and  named  the  comedy  of  tne  .School  Col 
Scandhl  the  opera  of  nie  Dui'nna.  (he  farce  of  the  Critic,  the  .MoiDloffiie  on  (iarrick,  and  the 
t'atnoD*.  liefji'Ti  speech  (in    Warren   lla.-iing»'  trial)   a.s   respectively  the   best  of  their  dilfereiil 

cllUMtea. — M 
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out  at  the  tither,  like  great  big  bummiu'  blue-bottle  flees  on  a  siiiny 
dav,  in  a  room  \vi'  cross  lichts — the  folk  at  their  toddy  half-wonderin' 
and  half  angry  wi'  tlie  pompous  insecks.  Better  far  the  bonny,  licht, 
spatty,  and  mealy-winged,  aerial  butterflue.  tliat  keeps  waverin'  frae 
flower  to  fu'mament,  useless  but  beautifu',  and  remembered,  tor  sake 
o'  its  silent  minh  and  motion,  after  the  bit  gaudy  ephemeral  has  sink 
down  and  expired  amidst  the  evening  dews.  And  oh,  how  many  thou- 
sand times  mair  preferal)le,  the  hit  Lroou  busy  bee,  that  has  a  sting, 
but  gin  ye  let  it  alane  will  sting  naebody,  that  selects,  by  instinct, 
aye  the  sweetest  flowers,  rare  as  they  may  be  in  the  weedy  wild,  and 
wi  cheeifu'  murnmr,  returns  wax  or  honey-laden,  at  the  gloamin',  to 
its  straw-theeked  skep  in  the  garden-nyeuck,  ana  contiimes,  wi'  the 
rest  o'  its  innocent  and  industrious  nation,  to  sing  a'  nicht  lang,when 
a'  the  een  o'  heaven  hae  ch)sed,  aind  no  a  breath  is  stirrin'  out  ower 
a'  the  hills,  trees,  or  castles. 

Tickler.  Would  you  believe  it,  Hogg,  that  it  is  no  unusual  thing 
ft)r  droves  of  numbsculls  to  come  driving  along  these  lobbies,  poking 
their  low-browed  stu|Mdities  into  every  pailor,  hoping  to  surprise  us 
at  a  Xoctes  Ambrosiana;,  and  wondering  what  can  possibly  have  be- 
come of  us,  with  their  great  big  gray  goggle  eyes,  sticking  boiled- 
lob>ter-like  out  of  tlieii'  dirty-red  physiognomies,  with  their  clums)'^ 
gift  of  tongues  lolling  out  of  their  l)lubl)er-li]>ped  mouths,  in  a  sort 
of  speechless  slaver,  their  very  nostrils  distended  and  quivering  with 
vulgar  perplexity  a»id  disapjiointment,  and  an  ear  seemingly  nailed 
to  each  side  of  their  ignorance-box,  somewhere  about  the  size  of  a 
small  kibltock  ? 

Sficpherd.  Whaten  a  fricht  they  wud  get,  gin  they  were  to  find  us ! 
The  sumphs  wud  swarf.* 

Nortli.  They  know  imt,  James,  that  a  single  tap  of  the  crutch  on 
the  floor  eiichants  us  and  our  orgies  into  instant  invisibility.  Hunt 
the  dew-drops  after  they  have  (led  from  before  the  sun-risiiig — the 
clouds  that  have  gone  sailing  away  over  the  western  horizon,  to  be 
in  at  the  sun-setting — the  flashing  and  foaming  waves  that  have  left 
the  sea  and  all  her  isles  in  a  calm  at  last — the  cu^hats  still  murmur- 
ing on  farther  and  laither  into  the  far  forest,  till  the  sound  is  now 
faint  as  an  echo,  and  then  nothing — golden  eagles  lost  in  light,  and 
raging  in  their  joy  on  the  very  rim  ot  this  globe's  attraction — during 
the  summer  heats,  the  wild  flowers  that  strew  the  old  woods  ot  Ca- 
ledoii  only  during  tin;  pure  snowy  l)reath  of  the  earth-lnighieiiing 
spiing — the  stars,  that  at  once  disapjxar  with  all  their  llioUNands,  at 
llm  how  I  of  the  midnight  storm — the  lightnings  sinMcnly  intersecting 
tlie  coliicd  night,  and  tlieii  oil"  and  awa\  fuevri-,  (jniiker  than  forgot- 
ten liioughls — the  grave-mounds,  once  so  round  ami  green,  James, 

•  Jin/jlice, — the  fooU  would  iwoon  — M. 
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and  stoppcfl  over  so  londcrly  by  footsteps  fjolncj  towards  the  low 
door  of  the  little  kirk,  hut  all  gone  now,  Jatncs, — kirk,  kirk-yard  and 
nil,  Jainos — and  not  a  house  in  all  the  whole  parish,  that  has  not  been 
nianv  times  over  :ind  over  aijiiin  pulled  down — altered — rebuilt,  till 
a  <:host,  could  he  liut  hxjseu  himself  from  the  stronjj  till,  and  raise 
Uji  his  head  from  amonj^  a  twenty-acre  field  of  turnips  and  potatoes, 
and  peas,  would  know  not  his  own  bonnie  birth-place,  and  df*ath- 
phue  too,  once  so  friiigod  and  fragrant  with  brush-wood  over  all  its 
knolls,  with  whins,  and  broom,  and  harebells,  and  in  moist  moorland 
jdaces,  James,  beautiful  with  "green  grows  the  rashes  o',"  and  a  lit- 
tle Inch,  clear  as  any  well,  and  always,  always  when  you  lay  down 
and  drank,  cool,  cold,  chill,  and  soul-restoring — now  drained  for  the 
sake  of  marl,  and  forsaken  by  the  wild  swans,  that  used  to  descend 
from  heaven  in  their  perfect  whiteness,  for  a  moment  fold  up  their 
SDunding  pinions,  and  then,  hoisting  their  wings  for  sails,  go  veering 
like  ships  on  a  pleasure-cruise,  all  up  and  down  in  every  direction, 
obeyhig  the  air-like  impulses  of  inward  happiness,  all  up  and  down, 
James;  such  heavenly  air-and-water-woven  world,  as  your  own  St. 
Mary's  Loch,  or  Loch  of  the  Lowes,  with  its  odd,  silent,  ruined 
chapel,  and  one  or  two  shepherds'  houses,  as  silent  as  the  chapel,  Ijut 
as  you  may  know  from  the  smoke,  old,  but  not  ruined,  and,  though 
silent,  alive  ! 

Tickler.   Hurra!  hurra!  hurra! 

Shepherd.  O,  man,  North,  but  you  are  a  barefaced  eemetawtor  o' 
me  !  You  never  wud  hae  spoken  in  that  gate,  a'  your  days,  had  you 
never  kent  me,  and  hearkened  till  me,  when  Nature  lets  me  lowse, 
like  a  water  that  has  been  geltin'  itsell  fed  a'  niclit  far  all' at  its  source 
amang  the  muntains,  and  that  a'  at  ance,  when  hits  o'  callants  and 
las-ies  are  phjuterin'  about  tishin'  for  mennoiis*  wi'  thread  and 
cruckit  prins.l  comes  doon  red  and  roarin',  in  spate,  and  gin  the 
bairns  hadna  heard  the  weel-kemied  tliunner,  up  aboon  the  linn,  as  it 
approached,  wad  hae  sweepit  them  in  twa-three  hours  frae  Mingaii 
to  the  Main,  —  na,  l»roken  at  ae  charge  a'  the  squadrons  o'  cavalry 
that  ever  nichered,  frae  queerassears  to  cossacks,  and  made  parks  o' 
artillery  play  spin  like  say  inony  straes !  Then  how  the  earth-bound 
roots  o'  the  auld  forest  trees  rejoice,  as  oak,  ash,  and  elms  try  in 
vain  to  behold  their  ^hadows  in  the  turbid  flood  !  The  holms  and 
meadt)ws  are  all  overflowed  into  a  hundred  isles — and  the  kirk  is  cut 
atf  frae  the  main  laun  !  How,  think  ye,  will  the  people  get  to  the 
summer  sacrament  the  morn?  By  the  morn,  a'  will  be  so  quate 
that  }  <>u  will  hear  the  lark  at  his  greatest  heieht  in  heaven,  and  the 
bit  g(;wan  you  caiuia  help  treddin'  on,  crunkliu'  anealh  your  feet — 
the  earth  below  will  be  greener  than  the  heavens  aboon  are  blue — a' 

*  Mtnnon$, — minnows — M  f  Prins, — pini. — M. 
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the  waters  will  be  transparent  as  windows  in  shadi)w,  or  glitterin' 
like  windijws  when  the  sun  glints  on  the  panes, — and  parties  o*  well- 
dressed  people  a'  proceedin'  sae  orderly  thegither,  or  here  and  there 
cumin'  down  hillsides,  and  out  o'  the  tnooths  o'  wee  bit  glens,  anes, 
and  twas,  and  threes,  say  a  man  and  his  wife  and  bairn,  or  a  lassie 
and  her  sweetheart,  or  an  auld  body  wi'  fourscore  on  his  back,  but 
hale  and  hearty  for  a'  that,  eomin'  to  worship  by  himsell,  for  his  wife 
and  family  hae  been  lang  dead,  frae  the  farthest  afF  and  maist  lane- 
some  house  in  a'  a  gae  wild  hill  parish,  every  sabbath-day,  as  regu- 
lar as  the  shadow  fa's  on  the  dial,  and  the  kirk-bell  is  rung  by 
drunken  Davy,  wha's  fou  a'  the  week  tlirou',  but  nane  but  a  leear 
will  say  that  they  ever  saw  him  the  waur  o'  drink  on  the  Lord's 
day,  and  that's  something — though  but  ane  in  seven. 

Tickler.   Hurra!   hurra!   hurra! 

North.  O,  man,  Hogg,  but  you  are  a  barefaced  "  eemetawtor'' 
of  me, 

Shepherd.  That's  the  way  o't.  That's  the  way  that  folks  is  rubbit 
o'  tiieir  oret-giiiality.  What's  a  Noctes  witliouten  the  Shepherd? 
Tell  me  that.  But  you  are  welcome,  sir,  to  Ije  a  copiawtor  at  times, 
for  there's  nae  denyin'  that  when  you  either  skatche  or  feenish  aff, 
after  your  ain  manner,  there's  few  hauns  like  Christopher  North, 
eiiher  ancient  or  modern.  iJut  excuse  me,  sir,  for  sayin',  that,  about 
the  tenth  tummler  or  sae,  oh,  sir,  you  are  tiresome,  tiresome — 

North.  A  gross  contradiction,  James,  of  that  compliment  you 
paid  nn;  half  an  hour  ago. 

Tickler.  Claw  me,  and  I'll  claw  you.     Eh,  Jamie — Eh,  Kit? 

Shepherd.  He  that  disna  like  flattery,  is  either  less  or  mair  nor 
inan.  It's  the  natural  language  o'  freeiiship,  and  as  destinck  frae 
llummery  as  a  bee  frae  a  drone,  a  swan  frae  a  guse,  a  bit  bonny 
yellow  meadow-l)orn  s[»aiiking  froggy  frae  an  u<ily  carbunkle-liackit, 
(Jill,  iiellle-crawlin'  laed  * — a  real  lake  frae  meerage.  What  the 
deevil's  the  use  or  meanin'  o'  a  freen  that  aye  looks  doure  at  you 
whan  you  re  sjteakin'  at  you're  verra  best,  and  gie  his  nose  a  snifter, 
and  his  breast  a  grumjih,  whan  you're  dune,  siiijiin'  and  a'  hauns  but 
his  clap[iin',  a'  tongues  hut  his  roosin  your  voice  to  the  skies — his 
hauns  rooted  intil  the  pocket  o'  his  breeks, — a  hatefu'  attitude, — and 
his  tongue  seen  through  his  chafis,j-  as  if  he  wijre  mockin',  a  insult 
for  which  a  chiel  that's  a  Christian,  outrht  to  be  hanired — drawn  and 
(juartered,  disseckil, — and  hung  in  chains.  Commend  me  to  freens 
iliat  Matter  you,  as  it  is  ca'd,  afore,  your  face,  and  defen<l  ye  ahint 
your  \y,\vk.  and  review  your  hooks  in  M.aga  wi'  a  line  natural,  nice, 
philosophical  discrimination  o'  poetry — u  deadly  draucht  to  the 
dunces- — and  that,  whan  you  arc  dead  at  last,   seleck  frae  tiie  fc'crip- 

•  Tucd.  —  toad.  — M.  t  C/iafIs  ■■-it.yii%.—JA. 
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turcs  a  Sdlenin  vorsc  for  your  yepitaph,  composed  on  some  mild, 
moiirnfu',  jind  melancholy  nicht,  when  memory  grows  wondrous 
bn\ht  aneath  the  moon  and  stars,  an  elegy  or  hymn  on  your  genius, 
and  on  what's  better  than,  and  o'  mair  avail  than  your  genius 
— 'Vdiir  virtue,  or  I  would  railher  say  your  religion, — and  wlia'  wad 
think  naething  o'  pu'in  the  nose  or  kickin'  the  houghs  o'  the  fallow 
that  wuuld  daur  but  to  titter  ae  single  syllal>le  against  you,  when 
out  o'  sieht  a'thegither  and  forever,  and  just  the  same,  but  for  your 
writings  to  the  warld  still  whuriin'  roun'  and  roun'  on  its  axis,  as  if 
}  ou  had  never  been  born  ! 

North.  Yes, — James, — people  are  proud  of  being  praised  in  Maga 
— for  they  know  that  I  would  scorn  to  prostitute  praise  to  Prince, 
Kaesar,  or  King. 

Shepherd.  Brawly  do  they  ken  that,  sir, — and  the  consequence  is, 
that  ye  have  only  to  look  intill  an  author's  face  to  ken  whether  he's 
been  praised  or  no  in  Blackwood.  If  never  mentioned  at  a',  he  pits 
on  a  queer  kind  o'  creetieeesin'  and  dissatisfied  face  at  naming  o' 
The  Pel  iodieal,  but's  feared  to  say  onything  against  it,  in  ease  Mr. 
North  comes  to  hear  o't,  f  (r  hope's  no  yet  quite  dead  within  him, 
and  he  still  keeps  applyin'  at  head-quarters,  through  the  awgency  o' 
freens,  for  a  notice  in  the  Noctes — if  roosed  to  the  skies,  he  bauds 
up  his  head  like  an  exultin'  heir  o'  immortality,  tryin'  a'  the  time  no 
to  be  ower  proud,  and  say  in'  ceevil  things  to  the  silly — praisin'  ither 
folks  warks — being  far  remoov'd  aboon  envy  or  jealousy  noo — and 
on  an  equalit}  wi'  a'  writers,  leevin'  or  dead,  but  Sir  Walter — gie'n 
capital  denners, — sittin'  in  a  frunt-seat  o'  a  box  in  the  play-house — 
anifiist  houpin'  that  the  pit  will  applaud  him  wi'  a  ruff— aftener  than 
afore,  and  mair  cons[iicuous  even,  in  his  pew — on  Prince's  street,* 
enveloped  in  a  new  London  great-coat  lined  wi'  silk, — and  kissin' 
his  hand  to  personages  in  chariots,  who  occasionally  return  the  salute 
as  if  they  had  never  seen  him  atween  the  een  afore — but  t)h !  sir, — 
ask  me  not  to  paint  the  face  o'  him  that  has  been  damned ! 

2'ickler.   Wheesht — James — whcesht. 

Shepherd.  Yes — I  will  wheesh — for  it's  "a  face  to  dream  o',"  as 
that  rare  genius  Coleridge  says,  "no  to  see," — and  I'm  sure,  Mr. 
North,  gin  you  were  to  come  on't  suddenly,  at  the  corner  o'  Picardy,f 
you  wud  loup  out  o'  your  seven  senses. 

North.  It  is  so  l(jng  since  I  have  damned  an  author,  that  the  gen- 
Ueman  you  allude  to,  James,  must  be  well  stricken  in  years. 

Shepherd.  lie's  no  mair  than  f 'rty — to  ma  certain  knowledge — ■ 
and  though  he  never,  to  l)e  sure,  had  muckle  ineanin'  in  the  face  o' 
him.  vet  was  he  a  stout  able-bodied  man,  and  ance  walked  six  miles 
ill  an  huur,   tae  and    heel.      Noo   he   seems  several   centuries  auld — • 

•  Princeg-Ktrcet,  which   in  four-fifths  of  a  mile  in  length,  is  the  princijil,  most  fashionabli* 
and  nicfl  piriureisque  [irorr.enaJe  in    Kdinburdh. — M. 

t  I'UarJy  i'l<u'.«,  whtiie  wajt  iuoaleJ  Aiiibruse's  now  Hotel. — .M. 
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just  like  a  tree  that  has  been  staunin'  after  being  barked,  and 
altliou^fh  a'  covered,  yards  up  frae  the  grun  \vi'  nasty  funguses,  and 
sae  sliddery  lo.ikin'  in  its  whiteness,  that  ye  see  at  ance  nae  sailor 
cud  speel't,  yet  has  here  and  there  bits  o'  twigs  that  seem  to  contain  " 
life  in  thern,  but  no  life  aneuch  to  put  forth  leaves,  only  bits  o' 
scraijgy,  fushiouless,  bluidless  buds,  like  shrivelled  haws,  or  moles, 
— that  is,  deevil-inarks, — on  the  arms  and  shouthers  o'  an  auld 
witch.     God  safe  us,  Mr.  North,  if  he  was  to  come  in  the  noo  ! 

North.  Catch  hiii!  coming  within  compass  of  my  crutch,  James, 
lustim-t  with  him  now  does  the  work  of  reason. 

Tickler.  I  scarcely  think,  James,  that  you  are  in  your  usual  spirits 
to-niiiht.     Omie,  be  brilliant. 

Shepherd.  O  man,  Mr.  Tickler,  wha  wud  hae  expectit  sic  a  sump- 
ish  speech  frae  you,  sir  ?  Wha  was  ever  brilliant  at  a  biddin'  ?  Bid 
a  sleepin'  fire  bleeze — wull  t  ?  Na.  But  ripe  the  riljs,  and  then  gie 
the  central  coal  a  smash  wi'  the  poker,  and  lo !  a  volcano  vomits 
like  Etna  or  Vesuvius. 

Tickler.  After  all,  my  dear  James,  I  believe  the  truth  to  be,  that 
Christmas  is  not  a  merry  season. 

Shepherd.  Aibliiis  scaircely  sae  to  men  like  us,  that's  gettin' 
raithi-r  auld.  But  though  no  merry,  it  needna  be  melancholy — for 
after  a'  death,  that  takes  awa'  the  gude — a  freen  or  two  drappin' 
awa  ilka  year — is  no  so  very  terrible,  except  when  he  comes  to  our 
ain  fireside,  our  ain  bed,  or  our  ain  cradle,  and,  for  my  ain  part,  I 
can  drink,  wi'  an  unpainfu'  tear,  or  without  ony  tear  at  a',  to  the 
memory  <>'  them  1  lovtd  dearly,  naething  doubtin'  that  Heaven  is 
the  trystin'-place  where  all  friends  and  lovers  will  feenally  meet  at 
la>t,  free  frae  all  jealousies,  and  heart-burnings,  and  sorrows,  and 
angers — say,  why  should  our  Christmas  be  melancholy,  though  we 
three  have  buried  some  that  last  year  lauched,  and  sang,  and 
danci^d  in  our  presence,  ami  bicau^ie  of  our  [)resence ;  and  looked  as 
if  lliey  had  bci-n  dislincd  for  a  lan<:  lang  life? 

North.  What  mortality  among  the  English  Bishops,  James,  this 
vear ! 

Shrphcrd.  An  English  Bishop  maun  hate  to  dee,  proud  as  he  is 
o'  himseir  and  his  eathedral,  wi'  his  poothered  weeg,*  his  balloon 
sleeves,  his  silk  petticoats,  and  his  fearsome  income — a  domestic 
(•ha[>laii),  wha's  only  a  !)etter  sort  o'  a  flunkey,  aye  booin'  and  booin, 
al  every  word  the  .Spiiilinil  Lord  says,  and 

•  In  the  «ix-aml-tvirentjr  yn.-ir«  whirh  have  elapKn.l  ninra  thenn  wordii  wnro  put  into  Hof!;'* 
month.  aclian:;B  h.-m  paii^^il  <)vi:r  tin;  huTarchy  of  ijn.-al  lintain.  'I'lin  [luwilcrpii  wic  liim  lallnn 
into  di«u>a.  the  lawn-nlepvr*  aru  worn  only  in  church  or  in  I'arlianifnt,  (th»  hiiiho|i»  bmnc 
^'>l>lrltual  (iorilii,  by  virtue  or  lh>'ir  ••«  )  the  black  Mlk-[>ettii-oat  ban  dwinillnd  ilown  to  a  nhort 
B|<r»n,  and  thoiich  Diirhnrn  fiondi^n  and  Win<'bi'»ter  (with  this  ArcbbiKliii|irirK)  have  larpnr  in- 
coinea,  albon  much  Ip»«  than  in  I -•2-'.  the  niiiuliniii^ntK  o(  the  olh<-r  neei  are  liiniti.'d  to  X  UHH)  • 
y:ir  for  each  biniiop.  To  thm  m  added  a  frian»i'<n  (called  '  Tlw!  I'niiice  ")  and  il«  aurruunJinfi 
Kround<       Soldi' I.I  the  Kiiilio|ii  aluo  hold  cliurch-livinna,  iii  ci.';i»iwii/<jm.—,M. 

Vol  III. 
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North.  .Tamos! — I  am  doliiihtod,  Tioklor,  to  soo  Coplosfone  a 
Bishop;  not  an  abler,  better  man  in  England.*  Talent  and  inte- 
grity are,  now  a-days,  sure  to  make  their  way  to  the  bench;  and  it 
is  thus  that  the  church  establishment  of  England  will  stand  like  a 
roi-k. 

Tickler.  The  Edinburgh  Review  entertains  singular  opinions  on 
Coplestoiie.  One  number  he  is  a  barn-door  fowl,  another  a 
finished  scholar;  now  a  retromingent  animal,  then  a  first-rate  theo- 
logian, metaphysician,  and  political  economist — he  soon  afterwards 
degenerates  into  a  third-rate  man,  and  finally  into  an  old  woman, 
afraid  of  Catholic  emancipation,  and  preaching  prosy  sern)ons,  smell- 
ing of  orthodoxy  and  dotage.  Wliat  do  the  blockheads  mean, 
North? 

Shepherd.  Sumphs,  suinphs.  indeed.  But  do  you  ken,  in  spite  o' 
that  I'm  just  desperate  fond  o'  Christmas  minshed  pies.  Sirs — in  a 
bonny  ble.eze  of  brandy,  burnin'  blue  as  snap-dragon — I  can  devoor 
a  dizzen. 

Tickler.  Christmas  geese  are  prime  birds,  James,  with  onions  and 
sage  sufficient,  and  each  mouthful  accompanied  by  its  contingent  of 
rich  red  apple-sauce. 

Shepherd.   A  guse  aye  gi'es  me  the  colic — yet  I  canna  help  eatin't 
for  a'  that — for  whan  there's  nae  sin  nor  iniquity,  it's  richt  and  rea- 
sonable to  purchase  pleasure  at  the  expense  o'  pain.     I  like  to  eat 
a'  sorts  o'  land  or  fresh  water  wild  fools — and  eke  the  eggs.     Pease 
weeps'  eggsf  is  capital  poached. 

Tickler.  James,  whether  do  y<iu  like  eating  or  drir.king  best?  Is 
hunirer  or  thirst  the  preferalde  appetite? 

Shepherd.  Why,  you  see,  1,  for  aiie,  never  eat  but  when  I'm  hun- 
gry— and  hunger's  soon  sati>fied  if  you  hae  plenty  o'  vittals.  Compare 
that  wi'  drinkin'  when  you're  thrusty — either  clear  well-water,  or 
Sour  milk,  or  sma'  yill,  or  porter,  or  speerits  half-and-half,  and  then 
1  wnd  say  that  eatiu'  and  driiikin's  pretty  much  of  a  muchness — very 
nearly  on  a  par,  wi'  this  difference,  that  hungei-,  wi'  me  's  never  sae 
intense  as  thrust.  I  never  was  sae  himgry  that  I  w\id  hae  devoured 
a  bane  frae  the  gutter,  but  1  hae  aften  been  sae  thrusty,  on  the 
mures,  that  I  hae  drank  black  moss-water,  wi'  a  green  scum  on't 
without  scunnerin'. 

North.   I  never  was  hungry  in  my  life. 

Shepherd.    That's  a  confounded  lee,  sir,  V)eggin'  your  pardon 

North.  No  offence,  Jatnes  —  but  the  instant  1  begin  to  eat,  my  ap 
petite  is  felt  to  be  excellent. 

•  Dr.  Edward  Coplestone  waB  educated  at  Oxford,  where  he  greatly  distinffraished  himself,  tn 
I  I'Jfi  be  wai  made  bean  of  St.  PauTB.  and  was  made  Bishop  of  Landaff.  in  i»-Zi,  on  the  trans- 
lation of  l)r.  Sumner  (Archbishop  of  Canterbury  in  1;.j4)  to  the  see  of  Chester.  He  died  in 
1''49.  Besides  contr.buiinj;  largely  to  the  Quarterly  Review,  he  published  polemical  pam- 
phlet!, an  well  is  cbasgna  and  sermons. — M. 

t  Peanc-wct  vs  e^'n's,— lapwing's  eggs. 
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Shepherd.  Felt  and  seen  baith,  sir.  A  howtowjie's*  a  mere 
laverockf  to  you,  sir,  on  the  day  the  Magazine's  finished  aff — and 
^fr.  Awinrose  hiinsell  eaiina  help  lauchin'  at  the  relays  o'  het  beef 
steaks  that  ye  koej)  yokiii'  to,  \vi'  pickled  ingons  or  shallotts,  and 
spoonfu's  o'  Dickson's  mustard,  that  wud  be  aneuch  to  blin'  a  Ivnx, 

Tickler.  I  have  lost  my  appetite 

Shepherd.  I  howp  nae  puir  man  'II  find  it,  now  that  wages  is  low 
and  wark  scarce — but  drinkin',  you  see,  Mr.  North,  has  this  great 
advantage  over  eatin',  that  ye  may  drink  a'  nicht  lang  without  beinw 
thrusty — tummler  after  tunirnler — jug  after  jug — bowl  after  bowl — 
as  jang's  you're  no  sick — and  you're  better  worth  sittin'  wi'  at  ten 
than  at  aught,  and  at  twal  than  at  ten,  and  during  the  sma'  hours, 
you're  just  intolerable  gude  company — scarcely  bearable  at  a',  ane 
waxes  sae  truly  wutty  and  outo'  a'  measure  deevertin' ;  whereas,  I'll 
defy  ony  man,  the  best  natural  and  acquired  glutton  that  ever  was 
born  and  br^d  at  the  feet  o'  a  father  that  gaed  aff  at  a  city-feast  wi' 
a  gob  o'  green  fat  o'  turtle  halTway  down  his  gullet,  in  an  apoplexy, 
to  carry  on  the  eatin'  wi'  ony  spunk  or  speerit  after  three  or  tour 
coorses,  forbye  toasted  cheese,  and  roasted  chestnuts,  and  a  dessert 
o'  filberts,  prunes,  awmons,  and  raisins,  giiiger-frute,  guava  jeely, 
and  ither  Wast  Indian  preserves.  The  cretur  cowps|  ower  coma- 
lose.  But  only  tak  tent  no  to  roar  ower  loud  and  lang  in  speakin' 
or  singin',  and  you  may  drink  awa  at  the  Glenlivet  till  past  mid- 
night, and  weel  on  to  the  morning  o'  the  day  after  to-morrow. 

Tickler.  Next  to  the  British,  Hogg,  I  know  no  such  constitution 
as  you.'s — so  fine  a  balance  t)f  powers.  I  daresay,  you  never  had  an 
hour's  serious  illness  in  vour  life. 

Shepherd.  That's  a'  you  ken — and  the  observe  comes  weel  frae 
you  that  began  the  nicht  wi'  giein'  the  club  my  death-like  prognosis. 

Tickler.    Pr og 1 1 os i s  ? 

Shephird.  Simtoms  like.  This  back-end ||  I  had,  a'  three  at  ance, 
the  lick  Dollaroose,  the  Angeena  Pectoris,  and  the  Janndice. 

North.  James — .James — lames  ! 

Tickler.    Uo"!; — Hogir — IIo<';j ! 

Shei)herd.  I  never  fim'  ony  pain  like  the  Tick  Dollaroose.  Ane's 
no  accustomed  to  a  j)ain  in  tlie  face.  For  the  toothach's  in  the  in- 
side o'  the  mouth,  no  in  the  fice ;  and  you've  nae  idea  hoo  sensi- 
tive's the  face.  Cheeks  are  a'  fu'  o'  nerves — and  the  'J'ick  attacks 
fh(!  hail  bunch  o'  them,  screwing  them  up  to  sic  a  pitch  o'  tension 
that  you  canna  hi-lp  screechin'  out,  like  a  thousand  ools,  and  clappin 
the  pawms  o'  your  hands  to  your  distrackit  chafts,  and  rowin'  your- 
sell  on  the  floor  <»n  yrjur  groofljl^  wi'  your  hair  on  end,  and  your  een 
on    fire,    and    general    mnscnlar   convulsion    in    a'  your  sinnies,   sae 

•  /r'-^-rrfif. "-a  turkey,      t  /,nrrror^-,---a   lurk.      }  f  "oirp» ---fal  U.      ||   llnrh-niil^-t'^  \hf  yiiOJ 
mean*  >ui  clone.     $  Wr««/,---thn  (itting  (inrlmn  oT  llio  ii«r;<on. 
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piercin',  and  scjirchin',  and  scrutinisin',  and  diggin',  and  houkin',  and 
leaiin'  is  the  pangfii'  pain  that  keeps  eatin*  awa  and  nianglin'  ihe 
nerves  o'  your  hiiinan  faee  divine.  I)raps  o'  sweat,  as  l)ig  as  beads 
for  the  neek  or  arms  o'  a  lassie,  are  pourin'  douii  to  tlie  vena  floor, 
so  that  the  folk  tliat  hears  you  rt)arin'  thinks  you're  greetin',  and 
you're  aye  afterwards  eonsidered  a  l)airidy  ehiel  tlirou^di  tiie  hail 
kintra.  In  ane  o'  the  sudden  tits  I  gruppit  sic  hand  o'  a  grapo*  that 
I  was  helpin'  nurShushey  to  niuek  the  byref  wi',  that  it  withered  in 
my  fingers  like  a  frush  saugh-wandj — and  'twould  hae  been  the 
same,  had  it  been  a  bar  o'  iron.  Only  think  o'  the  Tick  Dallaroose 
in  a  man's  face  continuing  to  a'  eternity  ! 

North.  Or  even  a  few  million  ages 

Shepherd.  Angeena  Pectoris,  is  even  waur,  if  waur  may  be,  than 
Tick  Dullaroose.  Some  say  it's  an  ossified  condition  o'  the  coronary 
arteries  o'  the  heart ;  but  that's  no  necessarily  true — for  there's 
nae  ossification  o'  these  arterial  branches  o'  my  heart.  But,  oh  ! 
sirs,  the  fit's  deadly,  and  maist  like  till  death.  A'  at  once,  espe- 
cially if  you  be  walkin'  up-hill,  it  comes  on  you  like  the  shadow  o' 
a  thunder-cloud  ower  siuilin'  natur,  silencin'  a'  the  singin'  birds, 
as  if  it  threatened  earthquake, — and  you  canna  doubt  that  your  last; 
hour  is  come,  and  that  your  sowl  is  about  to  be  demanded  of  you 
by  its  Maker.  However  aften  you  may  have  it,  you  aye  feel  and 
belitive  that  it  is,  this  time — death.  It  is  a  sort  o'  swoon,  without 
loss  o'  sense — a  dwawm,||  in  which  there  still  is  consciousness — a 
stoppage  o'  a'  the  animal  functions,  even  o'  breathin'  itsell ;  which, 
if  I'm  no  mista'en,  is  the  meaning  o'  a  syncope — and  a'  the  while 
something  is  ruif-rusffjiu'  at  the  heart  itself,  something  cauld  and 
ponderous,  amaist  like  the  fore-finger  and  thoom  a'  a  heavy  haun 
— the  haun  o'  an  evil  spirit;  and  then  y(;u  expeck  that  your  heart 
is  to  rin  doun,  just  like  a  clock,  wi'  a  dull  cloggy  noise,  or  rumble 
like  that  o'  disarranged  machinery,  and  then  to  beat,  to  tick  nae 
mair  !  The  collapse  is  dreadfu'.  Ay,  Mr.  North,  collapse  is  the 
Word. 

North.  Consult  Uwins  on  Indigestion,  James — the  best  medical 
work  1  have  read  for  years,  of  a  popular,  yet  scientific  character. 

Shepherd.  Noo  for  the  Jaundice.  The  Angeena  Pectoris,  the  Tick 
Dollanjose,  are  intermittent — "like  angel  visits,  few  and  far  be- 
tween " — but  the  Janndice  lasts  for  weeks,  when  it  is  gatherin'  or 
brewiji'  in  tin;  system — for  weeks  at  its  yellowest  heioht, — and  for 
weeks  as  the  disease  is  ebbin'  in  the  blood — a  disease,  if  I'm  no  sair 
mista'en,  o'  the  liver. 

North.  An  obstructed  condition  of  the  duodenum,  James 

Shepherd.  The  mental  depression  o'  the  sowl   in   the  janndice  is 

*  Q^fP'-  —  dung-forlt.       t  Byre,  —  cow-house.        j  Saugh-toand, — sallow    or    williiif-wund, 
llJicaum — a  swooa. — M.  ■     r      ■  \icai 
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maist  truly  droadfu'.     It  would  hae  sunk  Sampson  on  the  morning 
o'  the  day  that  he  bore  aff  on  his  back  the  gates  o'  Gaza. 

Tickler.  Tell  us  all  about  it,  James. 

Shepherd.  You  lugin  to  hate  and  be  sick  o'  things  that  used  to  be 
maist  deliyhtfu' — sic  as  the  sky,  and  streams,  and  hills,  and  the  ee 
and  voice,  and  haun  and  breast  o'  woman.  You  dauner*  about  the 
doors,  dour  and  dowie,  and  are  seen  sittin'  in  nyeucks  and  corners, 
whare  there's  little  licht,  no  mind  in'  the  cobwabs,  or  the  spiders 
themselves  drappin'  down  ainang  your  unkempt  hair.  You  hae  nae 
appeteet ;  and  it'  by  ony  chance  ynu  think  you  could  tak  a  mouthfu' 
o'  a  particular  dish,  you  splutter't  out  again,  as  if  it  were  bitter 
ashes.  You  canna  say  that  you're  unco  ill  either,  but  just  a  weo 
sickish — tongue  furr\  as  if  you  had  been  licking  a  mulTor  a  mawkin 
— and  you  observe,  frae  folk  staunin'  weel  back  when  you  happen 
to  speak  to  them — which  is  no  aft  en — that  your  breath's  bad,  though  a 
week  before  it  was  as  callcrj  as  clover.  You  snore  mair  than  you 
sleep — and  dream  wi'  your  een  open — ugly,  confused,  mean,  stupit, 
unimajfinative  dreams,  like  those  o' a  drunk  dunce  imitatin'  a  Noctea 
— and  that's  about  the  warst  thing  o'  a'  the  complaints,  that  you're 
ashamed  o'  yoursel',  and  begin  to  fear  that  you're  no  the  man  you 
ance  thoclit  yoursel',  when  in  health  shoolin'  groose  on  the  hills,  or 
listerin'  sawmon  J 

North.  'J'he  jaundice  that,  James,  of  a  man  of  genius — of  the 
author  of  the  Queen's  Wake. 

Shepherd.  Wad  ye  believe  it,  sir,  that  I  was  ashamed  of  Kil 
meny '?  A' the  poems  1  ever  writ  seemed  trash — rubl)ish — fuilzie 
— and  as  for  my  pro<e — even  my  verra  articles  in  !Maga — Shep- 
herd's Calt-ndar  and  a' — waxed  havers|| — like  something  in  the 
Metrojiolitan  Quarterly  Magazine,  the  stupidest  o'  a'  created  pe- 
riodicals, and  now  deader  than  a'  the  nails  in  Neliuchadnezzar's 
(I 'din. 

North.  The  disease  must  have  betu  at  its  climax  then,  my  dear 
JaiMcs. 

Shepherd.  iNa,  na,  iia  ;  it  was  far  frae  the  cleemax.  I  tuk  to  the 
bed,  and  never  luckit  out  Irae  the  coortains  for  a  fortniglit — gettin' 
gluiMMiier  and  glunimier  in  sense  and  sow!  Iieait.  mind,  i»ody,  ami 
I'state — eatin'  little  or  naething,  an<i — wud  ye  belie\e  it  '. — s  ck,  and 
like  to  scunner  at  llie  verra  name  o'  whu-^ky. 

North,  'ihank  God,  I  knew  nolliing  of  all  this,  .lames.  I  cmld 
not  have  borne  the  lh<uight,  much  less  the  sight,  of  such  total  pros- 
tration, or  rather  pei  ver.-ion,  of  your  understanding. 

Shepherd.  Wearied  and  worn  «)Ut  wi'  lyin'  in  the  bed,  I  got  up 
wi*  bome  sum'  assistance   fiae  \\ee  Jamie,  (Jod    bless  him  !   and   telt 

* /-(oiifif— loiur      \  Caller -h«*\i.     { /-wlfrin^f— upearing  »almon      ||  //nrrr*— idle  Ulk.— M 
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iluMn  to  open  the  sluitlors.  "What  a  siclit  !  A'  faces  na  yellow's 
yelh)\v  lilies,  like  the  parchment  o'  an  aiild  drum-head  !  Ghastly 
were  they,  ane  and  a',  whan  they  leiich  ;  yet  seemed  insensiljle  o' 
their  corj^-like  line — 1  mean,  a  corp  that  has  died  o'  some  nnnatiiial 
disease,  and  been  keepit  ower  lang  ahnno  p;raun'  in  close  weaiher, 
the  carpenter  having  gotten  drunk,  and  botched  the  colliii.  I  ca'd 
fur  the  glass — and  mv  ain  face  was  the  warst  o'  the  hail  set.  Whites 
o'  een  !  They  were  the  color  o'  dandelions,  or  yellow  yoldrins.  I 
was  feared  to  wash  my  face,  lest  the  water  grew  ochre.  That  the 
janndiee  was  in  the  house  was  plain  ;  but  whether  it  was  me  <»nly 
that  had  it,  or  a'  the  rest  likewise,  was  muir  than  I  cud  tell.  That 
the  yellow  I  saw  wasnu  in  them,  but  in  me,  was  hard  to  believe, 
when  1  Incketon  them  ;  yet  I  thocht  on  green  specks,  and  the  stained 
wuiidows  in  Windermere  Station,  and  reasoned  wi'  m^sel'  that  the 
discoloration  must  be  in  my  lens,  or  pupil,  or  ofitic  nerve,  or  apple, 
or  ba'  o'  the  ee;  and  that  1,  James  Hogg,  the  Ettrick  Shepherd,  was 
The  Jaimdice. 

7'ickler.  Your  portrait,  colored  from  nature,  James,  would  have 
been  inestimable  in  after  ages,  and  given  rise  to  much  argument 
among  the  learned  about  your  origin — the  country  of  your  birth. 
You  must  have  looked  cousin-german  to  the  Green  Man  and  Still.* 

Sheph€7-d,  I  stoittered  to  the  door,  and,  just  as  I  feared,  the  Yar 
row  was  as  yellow  as  a  rotten  egg — a'  the  holms  the  color  o'  a 
Cockney's  play-aoing  gloves — the  skies,  like  the  dirty  ochre,  wa's  o' 
a  change-house — the  cluds  like  buckskin  breeks — and  the  sun,  the 
niiclity  sun  himself,  wha  lends  therainljow  its  hues,  and  is  never  the 
poorer,  looked  at  me  with  a  disconsolate  aspeck,  as  much  as  to  say, 
'•James,  James,  is  it  thou  or  1  that  has  the  jaundice  ?" 

2'ickler.  Better  than  the  best  bits  of  Al>ernethy  in  the  Lancet, J- 
North. 

Shepherd.  Just  as  I  was  gaun  to  answer  the  Sun,  the  Tick  Dol- 
laroose  attacked  baith  o'  my  cheeks — a'  my  face,  lips,  chin,  nose, 
blow,  lugs,  and  crown  and  back  o'  my  head, — the  Angeena  Pectoris 
brought  on  the  IJeart-Collapse, — and  there  the  three,  the  Tick,  the 
Angeena,  and  the  Jaundice,  a'  tell  on  meat  ance,  like  three  I'^nglish, 
Scotcli,  and  Eerish  regiments  stormin'  a  fort,  and  slaughterin'  their 
way  wi'  the  beggonet  on  to  the  citadel. 

North.  That  you  are  alive  at  this  blessed  hour,  my  dearest  Jame-;, 
almost  exceeds  belief,  and  I  begin  to  suspect  that  you  are  not  flesh 
and  blood, — a  mere  Ajipearance. 

•The  Green  Man  and  Still  is  a  favorite  name  for  inns  in  and  near  T-onHon.  A  French 
Iraiellcr,  wlio  was  at  tiie  celehrsted  house  of  this  name  at  Blackheath.  dated  his  letter  from 
the"//c/»M  lie  r  Hiivime  virt  ft  Irnvguil/e.'' — M. 

t  '^'f-  Abtrnethy,  the  eminent  lecturer,  complained  much  of  the  Lancet,  (a  London  f.enoJ- 
ical  ihen  and  yet  in  exlen.-ive  circulation.)  for  its  giving  verbnlim  reports  of  his  clever  and  very 
imuMn;;  jctiurei.  at  Bartholmew'ii  Hospital. — M. 
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Shepherd.  Na,  faith,  am  a  reality:  an  Appearance  is  a  ptiir  hnun 
<it  a  jug.  Yet,  sir,  the  recovery  was  wed  worth  a'  I  paid  for  it  in 
sufTtTins.  The  first  time  I  went  out  to  the  knowe  yonner.  aI>oon 
the  gardtn,  and  gazed  and  glowered,  and  better  gazed  and  giovvored, 
on  the  heavens,  the  earth,  and  the  air,  the  three  bein'  blent  the- 
githi-r  to  niiik  up  that  mysterious  thing — a  Day  o'  Glory — I  thocht 
that  my  youth,  like  that  o'  the  sun-staring  eagle,  had  been  renewed, 
and  that  1  was  ance  niair  in  the  verra  middle  o'  tlie  untamed  lieht 
and  music  o'  this  life,  whan  a'  is  fancy  and  imagination,  and  friend- 
ship and  love,  and  houp,  oh,  hnup,  sii,  houp,  worth  a'  the  itiier 
blisses  ever  sent,  frae  Heaven  like  a  shower  o'  sunbeams,  fitr  it 
caiina  be  darkenit,  far  less  put  out  by  the  mirkest  midnight  o' 
meesery,  but  keeps  shinin'  on  like  a  star,  or  rather  like  the  moon 
hersel',  a  spiritual  moon,  sir,  that  "  is  never  hid  in  vacant  interlunar 
cave." 

Tickler.  Mixed  metaphors  these,  James. 

Sliejjherd.  Nane  the  waur  o'  that,  Timothy — I  felt  about  ane-and 
twunty — and,  oh,  what  an  angelical  being  was  a  lassie  then  comin' 
wadin'  through  the  ford  !  At  every  step  she  took,  after  launin'  wi* 
her  white  feet,  havin'  letten  doun  fa'  her  cloud-like  clase  w  i'  a 
blush,  as  she  keepit  lookiu'  rouu'  and  roun'  for  a  wliileoek,  to  see 
gin  ony  ee  had  been  on  her,  as  her  limbs  came  silveryin'  through 
the  water 

Ac/"//;.  The  ladies,  JaHies,  in  a  bumper. 

Shepherd.  'J'he  leddies  !  A  track  u'  flowers  keepit  lenthenin' 
along  the  greensward  as  she  wauked  awa,'  at  last,  quite  out  o' 
sigiit. 

Tickler.  And  this  you  cull  recovering  from  the  Tic  Doloureux, 
the  Angina  Pectoris,  and  the  Jaundice,  James] 

Shejjhei-d.  Few  roses  are  there  al)out  Mount  Bonger,  and  nae 
honi'y -suckle  ;  and,  at  the  time  I  speak  o',  the  lield-jieas  and  l)eans 
werena  in  bicjom  ;  yet  a  the  hollow  o'  the  air  was  lilled  wi'  sweet- 
ness, mair  like  than  <iny  thing  else  to  the  smell  o'  thyme,  and  sic  a 
Kceni  would  hae  tauld  a  iilin"  man  that  he  was  breathin'  in  paiadise. 
'I  he  shapes  o'  the  few  trees  that  grew  on  that  part  o'  the  Yarrow, 
became  mair  gracelu',  and  the  trees  themsells  seemed  as  if  lei-vin' 
creiurswlieii  the  bri-eze  cauic  near  them,  and  shook  their  tresses 
in  the  moonshine,  like  lasses  lettin'  out  their  hair  to  dry,  after  they 
hae  been  balhin'  in  home  shady  linn,  and  lauehiu'  about  their  sweet- 
hearts. 

Tickler.  James,  you  cannc)t  pet  rid  of  your  besetting  imagery. 

Shej/heid.  Slawly,  slawly  did  I  fa'  back  into  mysell — inio  a  man 
o'  filty  and  some  few  years  mair,  into  something  duller,  deader, 
mair  ob'cure — }  et  no  unhapj)y  either,  or  inclined  to  ntt<r  ony  com- 
p'ainis,  but    still    owcrburdened    by  a  dimness,  mai-t  ii  darkness  o' 
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soul — an<^  wool,  wool  awaro,  that  tl)oiif;h  you  wore  to  crown  my 
brow  \\  i'  the  jrarlatuls  <>'  {j;l<)ry,  and  to  sot  a  diadem  on  the  crown 
o'  my  lioad,  and  lor  Prirm-  ^linistor  to  <rive  me  Power,  and  Health 
tor  my  L'hanoollor  ot  tlio  Exohoqm  r,  and  Pleasure  for  Home  Secre- 
tary, never,  never,  never  cctuld  Jaiiu;s  Jlogtr  lie  what  he  unce  was; 
nor,  as  lang  as  he  leoves,  enjoy  as  nuioh  happiness,  |iut  it  a'the- 
f:iliu'r,  and  multiply  it  l>y  decimals,  as  used  lang,  lang  ago  afien  to 
be  erooded  int(j  ae  single  hour,  till  1  liiocht  my  verra  heart  would 
hae  burst  wi'  bliss,  and  that  the  stars  o'  heaven,  pure  as  they  are, 
burned  dim  with  envy  of  us  twa  beneath  the  miik-white  thorn,  the 
try  sting  thorn  for  the  Flowers  o'  the  Forest,  for  countless  genera- 
tions. 

Enter  Mr.  Ambrose,  with  Copper-Kettle,  No.  1. 

North.   \\'ho  rung  1 

Aiiibio.se.  I  have  taken  note  of  the  time  of  the  last  four  jugs,  sir, 
and  have  found  that  each  jug  gains  ten  minutes  on  its  predecessor 
— so  ventured  

Shepherd.  Oh.  Mr.  Ambrose,  but  you  wud  be  a  gran'  observer  o' 
the  motions  o'  the  heavenly  bodies,  in  an  Astronomical  Observatory  ! 
The  jug's  this  moment  dead.  There — in  wi'  a*  the  sugar,  and  a'  the 
whusky, — fill  up,  Awmrose,  fill  up!  That  stroop's  a  gran'  pourer, 
and  you're  a  prime  experimenter  in  hydrostatics. 

[Exit  Mr.  Ambrose,  susurrans) 

Tickler.  You  knew  the  late  Malcolm  Gillespie  of  Crombie  Cot- 
tage, 1  think,  .lames'?      He  died   game. 

SlujjheriL  Only  middlin'.  He  had  a  cross  o'  the  dunghill  in  him 
— \N  liicli  is  the  case  wi'  a'  the  cruel. 

North.  Ho  should  not  have  got  faint  in  the  Court  House.  On  the 
sca(li>ld  his  behavior  was  firm  enough;   and  

Shepherd.  He  was  an  infamous  rufiian — and  mony  a  prime  worm 
he  broke — mony  a'  swoet-workin'  stoll, — and  much  he  bragged  of 
his  duty  and  his  daring — but  a'  the  while  the  fearless  reprobate  was 
livin'  (ju  forgery  ;  and,  feenally,  naething  wud  satisfy  him  but  to 
burn  the  house  o'  sin  by  the  hauns  o'  his  abandoned  limmers.  Yet 
he  declared  before  God  that  he  died — innocent. 

North.  It  is  said  that  high  interest  was  used  to  procure  a  com 
mutation  of  his  punishment.  I  hope  not.  No  nuui  who  knew 
right  from  wrong,  would  have  dared  to  put  his  hand  to  a  petition 
for  mercy  to  such  a  jtroHigate  and  hardened  villain.  Pardon  would, 
in  his  case,  have  been  defiance  of  justice — the  triumph  of  vice,  crime, 
and  inifjuity,  over  the  laws.  But  there  are  pe<;ple  who  will  petition 
fi>r  the  forfeited  life  of  a  felon,  a  forger,  and  an  incendiary,  who  will 
be  shy  of  subscril/ing  a  pound  for  the  relief  of  the  blind,  aged  widow, 
who,  industrious  as  long  as  she  saw  Heaven's  light,  is  now  a  palsied 
but  uncomplaining  pau[)er. 
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Tickler,  Nothing  seems  much  clearer  to  me,  sir,  than  the  natural 
direction  of  chanty.  Would  we  all  l)ut  relieve,  according  to  the 
iiicasure  of  our  means,  those  objects  immediately  within  the  range 
of  our  peisonal  knowledge,  how  much  of  the  worst  evil  of  poverty 
might  l)e  alleviated  !  Very  poor  people,  who  are  known  to  us  to 
have  been  honest,  decent,  and  industrious,  when  industry  was  in 
their  powi-r.  have  a  claim  on  us,  founded  on  that  our  knowledire, 
and  on  vicinity  and  neighljorhood,  which  have  in  themselves  some- 
thing sacred  and  endearing  to  every  good  heart.  One  caimot, 
surely,  always  pass  by,  in  his  walks  for  health,  restoration,  or  de- 
light, the  lone  wayside  beggar,  without  occasionally  giving  him  an 
alms.  Old,  care-worn,  pale,  drooping,  and  emaciated  creatures,  who 
pass  us  by  without  looking  beseechingly  at  us,  or  even  lifiinir  their 
e}  es  from  the  ground — cann(^t  often  be  met  with,  without  exciting 
an  interest  in  us  for  their  silent  and  unobtru^ive  sutFerings  or  priva- 
tions. A  hovel,  here  and  th>  re,  round  and  about  our  comfortable 
dwelling,  attracts  our  eyes  by  some  peculiar  appearance  of  pemuy 
— and  we  look  in,  now  and  then,  upon  its  inmates,  cheering  their 
cold  gloom  with  some  small  benefaction.  These  are  duties  all  men 
owe  to  distress;  they  are  easily  dischaiged,  and  even  suih  tender 
mercies  as  these  are  twice  blessed. 

Shepherd.  Oh,  sir,  you  speak  weel.  I  like  you  when  you're 
wutty — I  admire  you  when  you're  wise — 1  love  and  venerate  you 
when  you're  good — and  what  greater  goodness  can  there  be  in  :i 
M'orld  like  this  than  charity  ? 

Ticklir.  But  then,  my  worthy  friend,  for  one  man  to  interfere 
with  another's  charities  is  alwuys  delicate — nay,  dangerous  ;  for  h(jw 
can  the  benevolent  stranger,  who  comes  to  me  to  solicit  my  aid  to 
some  poor  fiimily,  whose  necessities  he  wishes  to  relieve,  know 
either  my  me;in>,  or  the  claims  that  already  lie  upon  me,  and  which 
1  am  doing  my  best  tt;  discharge?  1I(!  asks  me  for  a  guinea — w 
small  sum  as  he  thinks — the  hour  after  1  have  given  two  to  a  bed- 
ridden fallu-r  of  a  large  family,  to  save  his  bed  and  bed-clothes  from 
being  sold  at  the  Ci'oss. 

Slu'i>htrd.  But  you  maunna  be  angry  at  him — uiil("-s  he's  impu- 
dent— and  dims  you  for  his  donation.      That's  hard  to  thole. 

Tickler.  Yet,  am  I  to  aji(j|ogi/,(!  to  him — uninformed,  or  misin- 
formed, as  he  is  about  me  and  mine — for  not  drawing  my  purse- 
atrinus  at  his  solicitation  ?  Atn  1  to  explain  how  it  happens  thai  I 
cannot  comj)ly — tt)  tell  him  that,  in  iint,  I  am  at  that  moinenl  poor? 
He  is  not  eiiLilled  to  hold  such  a  colbxpiy  with  me. — yet,  if  I  sini|)ly 
say,  '•  iSir,  1  mii>t  ri'fuse  your  petition,"  lif  pii>l>alil)  comlinin-^  me 
as  a  hi-artU'ss  hunks  —  mi  unmerciful  miser  —and,  among  his  liieiids, 
does  noL  jilolain  from  hints  on  my  sellish  ch,iiacl«T. 

Shij/herd.  There's,  for  the  maist  ]»art,   I  am  willing  to  lielieve,  a 
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spice   o'  gootlnoss  about  the  greater  number  even   a   tlie  gadders 
about  \vi'  subscription  papers. 

Tickler.  But  a  spice,  .James,  is  not  enough.  Their  motives  are  of 
too  mixed  a  kind.  \  anity,  iiili-ne^s,  mere  desire  to  escape  ennui, 
curiosity  even,  and  a  habit  of  busy-bodyism,  which  is  apt  to  grow 
on  persons  who  have  no  very  strong  ties  of  affection  binding  them 
to  liome,  do  su(ily  impair  the  lieauty  of  beneficence. 

Shepherd.  Tliey  do  that — yet  in  a  great  {)opul<ius  city*  lil<e  Em« 
bro',  much  good  must  often  be  done  by  charitable  people  formin' 
themselves  into  associations — fmdin'  out  the  deserving  poor,  gettin* 
siller  subscribed  for  them,  visitiu'  them  in  iheir  ain  houses,  espe- 
cially in  the  winter  time,  sir,  gieiii'  them  a  cart  o'  coals,  or  a  pair  o' 
blankets,  or  some  worsted  stockens,  and  so  on — for  a  sma'  thing  is 
aften  a  great  help  to  them  just  hangin'  on  the  edge  o'  want;  and  a 
meal  o'  meat  set  afore  a  hungry  tiimily,  wha  iiadna  expeckit  to 
break  their  fast  that  day,  not  only  fills  their  stamachs,  puir  sowls, 
but  warms  their  verra  hearts,  I)aiiishin'  despair,  as  by  a  God-gift, 
and  awaukenin'  hope,  that  had  expired  alang  wi'  the  last  spark  on 
the  ashy  hearth. 

Tickler.  Give  me  your  hand,  James.  James,  your  health — God 
bless  you — certainly  a  young  lady — or  a  middle-aged  one  either — 
never  looks  better — so  well — as  when  in  prudence  and  meekness 
she  seeks  to  cheer  with  charity  the  hovels  of  the  poor.  1  know 
several  such — and  though  they  may  too  often  Vje  cheated  and  im- 
posed on  —  that  is  not  their  fault — and  the  discharge  of  a  Christian 
duty  cannot  fail  of  being  accompanied  by  a  great  overbalance  of 
good. 

Shepherd.  Oh  man  !  Mr.  Tickler — but  you  hae  a  maist  pleasant 
face  the  noo — you're  a  real  gude  cretur — and  I  wad  fhiig  a  glass  o' 
het  water  in  the  face  o'  ony  body  that  wad  daur  to  speak  ill  o'  a 
single  letter  in  your  name.  Is't  no  time,  think  ye,  sir,  to  be  ringin' 
for  the  eisters  ? — I  hear  them  comin' ! — That  cretur  Awmrose  has 
the  power  o'  divination  ! 

{^Enter  Mii.  Amhrose,  his  brother  from  Gabriels  Road^  the 
Two  Stkpiiens,  Tappytoorie,  and  King  Pepin,  each  with  a 
board  of  oysters.) 

Tickler.   Fat,  fair,  and  fifty. 

Shepherd.    What  desperate  breedy  beasts  eisters  maun  be, — for 
they  tell  me  that  Embro'  devoors  a  hiiti<le,r  thousand  every  day. 
A'orlh.    Why,   James,   that   is   only    about  two  oysters  to  every 

*  Twelve   hundred    yearn  ago.  the  part  of  Scotland  which   now  contains  its  rnetiopolis  was 
ntlficheJ  to  what  wa.->  Kie  Kingdom  of  Aortliu  nhrin      Kdwin,  tlie  ruler  ol  that  kinj^doiii.  liuilt  a 
tor. en  the  rocky  height  on  which   the  Cattle    now   stands.     Hence   arose  liie  name   I'idwin^d 
b:ir;;h,  or  Kdi  >uuI!G)|.  soiiietjiues  diiriiniohwl  lo  iiit  bro'.     The  Celtic  name  of  the  city  is  Liu.nk- 
UJ.v.  »ii;nifyiiij;  the  Hill  of  JiJwin. — ,M. 
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three  mouths.  I  am  happ}'  to  see  from  their  condition,  that  the 
oyster  popiihition  is  not  pressing  too  hard  on  the  means  of  subsist, 
eiice.  'Ihey  will  be  spared  the  report  from  the  Emigration  Com- 
n)iitee. 

Shepherd.  Tiik'  tht'in,  right  and  left,  sir, — this  way, — first  fiae  ae 
brodd,  and  then  frae  anitlier — crossin'  hauns  like  a  young  leddy 
piayiii'  a  kittle  piece  on  the  piawiio.  TappUoorie — some  pois  o' 
porter.  I  think  I  see  a  caiild  roon'  o'  beef  ower  by  yoniier  on  the 
sideboard,  lowerin'  amang  a  fillet  o'  veal,*  a  pie  and  a  l>asty,  a  how- 
towddie,  and  some  sma'ish  Imrds,  maist  like  snipes  and  wudcocks — 
for  the  long-bills  is  come  ower  noo  frae  Norway — ^jii^t  like  a  three- 
decker  1_\  iiig  at  anchor  in  the  middle  o' as  mony  frigates.  Yon's 
what  I  ca',  sirs,  a  Core  o'  Reserve. 

North.  Were  you  at  the  Cattle  Show,  James,  t'other  day,  in  the 
Court  of  the  Oil-gas  Institution  1 

Shepherd.  Eisters  dinna  interrupt  talkin*.  There's  a  beauty,  Mr. 
North, — obleedge  me  by  allooin'  me  to  let  it  down  your  throat. 
Hand  hack  your  head  awee — open  Sesame — there  it  goes,  without 
ever  a  chack, — didna  ye  hear't  play  plowp  in  the  stamach? 

Tirkler.  Pleasing  picture  of  piety  ! — The  young  cormorant  feed- 
ing his  old  father. 

Shepherd.  1  was  at  the  Show.  But  sic  anitlier  prize-bill  as  you  I 
never  saw, — a  wee  wizzcned,  waif-and-stray-looking  cretur — sic  a 
tawty  hide — a  niere  rickle  o'  banes — sae  weak  that  lie  could  hardly 
stauii', — and  evidently  a  martyr  to  the  rheumatism,  the  aslhina,  and 
the  consumption. 

Nurth.    Hilt  the  breed,  James — the  breed  ! 

Shtphcrd.  Nat;  douht  the  breed  was  gude,  for  it  was  Mr.  Rennie's  ; 
but  sic  a  specimen  !  I  defy  ony  judge,  since  the  days  o'  Gamaliel, 
to  decide  on  the  merits  o'  a  beast  in  sic  a  condition  as  you.  Sup- 
pose, sir,  by  way  of  argumentative  illustration,  that  a  jtrize  was  to 
be  given  to  the  finest  young  man  of  eighteiu  that  could  be  |)roduced, 
and  that  from  among  ever  so  many  noble  fellows,  all  instinct  with 
health  and  vigor,  the  judge  were  to  single  out  ae  nicliin,  a  lean,  lank, 
yellow,  and  loo>e-skinned  skeleton,  and  put  a  belt  round  his  waist 
as  being  th(!  picked  man  of  all  England. 

North.   So  might  l»e  his  frame-work. 

Shepherd.  W'liat?  Do  ye  mean  his  skeleton  ?  l>ul  the  prize  was 
no  for  skeletons — if  it  was,  u'  the  competitors  should  hae  been  pn- 
)>ared.  (Jr  take,  sir,  a  shipwreekeil  sailor  ad'a  rock  in  llie  middle  o' 
(he  sea,  where  he  has  been  leevin',  puir  fallow,  on  some  moollilii's  <i' 
tangle,  scarted  alf  the  sluddery  sialics,  for  maist   part  o'  a  fortnicht, 

•  In  *onin  p&rts  of  Scotland,  where  cold  yenl  !•  connidcred  r.itlinrlri"ti'li>ii!i,it  in  oficn  K|tfiki>n  i>( 
by  the  narii«  of  "  kiti-your-nistar,"  fr<'in  tii<>  r«|>uleil  in«i|ii(lity  of  miuh  n  di-niuiiitttatiun  oi 
family  alloi;liiir.. — .M. 
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and  wrinpin'  the  rain  (nit  o'  his  tronsors  to  keep  di>on  his  ragin 
thirst — aiul  compare  him  wi'  me — just  me  mysell  silliii'  here  wi'  a 
brodd  <)'  eisters  on  ilka  haun — after  a  denner  the  day  wi'  some 
A'eeiids  in  the  Aiild  Town — and  a  December's  eating,  the  niontli 
that's  aUooed  to  be  the  verra  best  in  tiie  hail  towmoiint,  and  wlia 
wad  daur  to  pass  judgment  on  the  comparative  pints  o'  sic  a  sailor 
and  sic  a  shepherd  ?  As  for  the  bit  bill,  he  was  lecvin'  then — 
though  nae  dun  lit  he's  dead  noo — for  it  was  a  raw  day,  and  he 
keepit  shiverin'  in  his  pen  like  an  aspen. 

North.  1  confess,  James,  there  is  soniething  in  what  you  say — 
yet  a  Imll  bred  by  Mr.  Rennie  of  Linton,  and  apfiroved  by  Captain 
Barclay  of  Ury  *  must  have  been,  in  spite  of  his  delicate  stale  of 
health,  a  rare  ar.imal. 

Shepherd.  There's  no  twa  mair  honf>rable  and  cleverer  chiels  in 
a  Scotland — but  it's  just  perfectly  iinpossilile  to  decide  atweeii  ane 
or  twa  brute  creturs — or  human  anes  either — when  the  tane's  a'  that 
it  ought  to  be,  or  can  be,  in  health  and  s|)eerits,  and  the  tilher 
hingin'  head  and  tail,  little  oetier  than  an  atomy — it's  just  perfectly 
imjiossible. 

Nvrth.  The  Highland  Society,  James,  the  promoters  of  these 
great  Cattle  Shows,  is  the  most  useful  one  in  all  Scotland;  and  you 
will  he  glad,  I  am  sure,  to  hear,  that  under  their  auspices,  Mr. 
Blackwood  is  al)out  to  jiublish  quarterly  an  Agricultural  Magazine, 
for  which  he  has  already  found  an  Editor  of  rare  acccjinplishmenls. 

tShcpJuril .  Oh,  man,  but  I'm  real  glad  o'  that!  sic  a  hulk's  a  great 
desiderawtum — I'll  write  for't  mysell,  and  sae  will  a  thousan' 
ithers; — Imt  still  I  doubt  the  [lossihility  <>'  judgin'  fairly  o' a  bill 
like  yon,  though,  nae  doubt,  he  would  hae  been  a  beauty  if  in  fnie 
ruddy  health,  like  a  bailie  or  a  bishop.  It  was  just  the  vice  versa 
wi'  yon  prize  pig.  She  was  just  a  fat  grunt,  and  had  lost  all  afipear- 
aiice  o'  a  human  cretur.j-  Extremes  ^hould  be  avoided,  for,  as 
Horace  says, 

Sunt  certi  deniqiie  fines. 
Quos  ultia  (;itra(j[uc'  ut'quit  cousistere  rectum. 

North.  \c\'\  sensible,  James.  In  like  manner,  with  respect  to 
horses.     A  colt   whose  sire  was  a  Regulus,  and  dam  a   Mandane, 

*  Captain  Barclay,  who  accomplished  the  feat  of  walking  a  thousand  miles  in  a  thousand 
consecutive  hours,  inherited  f  om  his  uncle  a  large  and  unprcfitabl';  estate,  at  I'ry,  near  the 
small  town  of  ."-"loni-haven.  about  sixteen  miles  from  Aberdeen,  in  Siniland.  He  devoted  him- 
self, for  years,  to  the  improvement  of  this  apjiarently  barren  land.  and.  by  .succe.shion  and  aller- 
iiation  of  crops,  subsml  ploughinu,  <pade  culture,  and  Judicious  ai>plication  of  manure,  suc- 
ceeded in  rnakinc  it  one  of  the  mos",  productive  i)r(jjiertieB  in  J^cotland.  He  took  to  catlle-breeding 
also,  and  hi.s  annual  sales  of  stock  long  drew  crowds  of  purchasers  from  all  parts  of  the  king- 
doin.  In  1-10  he  made  an  Agrirrjltural  tour  ihrough  Canada  and  part  of  the  United  St.Ttet.. 
and  published  an  account  of  it  on  his  return  to  Scotland.  He  is  a  descendant  of  KoI.ert  I'arclay, 
author  of  An  Aj'ology  for  the  l.iii.-LKers.  and  claims  the  dormant    title  of  Karl  of  A  lladyce.— Al. 

t  The  pructiec  of  feeding  up  prize-cattle  to  such  obesity  that  thi  ir  flesh  is  rendi^red  unfit  for 
food,  has  long  been  the  fashion  in  (r.-eat  Britain,  but  is  now  being  "put  down"  by  good 
tviiko. — M. 
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must  almost  necessarily  be  a  fine  colt — but  shut  hiin  up  in  an  empty 
stable  till  he  is  starved,  and  just  alile  to  holjbje,  and  is  there  a  man 
in  all  England  who  will  take  upon  him  to  say  that  he  can  still 
fairly  compare  all  his  points  with  those  of  another  colt  at  the  mo- 
ment of  starling  for  the  St.  Lcger,*  and  backed  at  even  against  the 
field  ? 

Shepherd.  Let  the  judge  ken  that  the  colt  belangs  to  Mr.  Petre 
or  Lord  Darlington,  and  name  sire  and  dam,  and  let  him  also  ken 
the  inferior  lineage  of  the  ither  competitor,  and  in  spite  o'  himsell 
he  will  prefer  the  starvelin',  and  the  mair  because  he  is  a  starvelin  ; 
fur,  if  filled  ii[)  and  fattened  to  the  proper  pilch,  wadna  he  indeed  be 
a  pictur  ?      IJul  it's  faii-e  reasonin'  ! 

North.  James,  you  astonish  me  l)y  your  knowledge  of  the  turf. 
You  are  a  perfect  Gulley.f 

ahepfierd.  No  me.  1  never  saw  a  horse-race  for  higher  stakes 
than  live  pounds  and  a  saddle.  But  nae  races  for  siller  or  leather 
like  a — broose.  I  had  ance  a  din  powny,  aliout  fourteen  hands  l)Ut 
an  inch,  that  I  coft  frae  a  set  o'  tincklers,  that  beat  a'  for  gallopin' 
sin  the  days  o'  Cliildirs  or  Ivlipse.  I  wadna  hae  feared  to  hae  run 
him  against  Fleur  de-lis,  or  Acteon,  or  Memnon,  or  Mameluke,  or 
Camel,  or  Mullalto,  for  a  thonsan'  guineas. 

Norlh.    U'eiglit  for  inches,  James. 

Shepherd.  Devil  mind  the  weeht.  Pats-and-Pans  never  ran  so 
weeps  whan  he  was  ridden  dool.le — me  and  a  weel-grown  lass 
aliiiit  me,  (or  i  never  could  thole  thin  anes'  a'  my  days.  His  favrite 
distance,  carryin'  dooble,  was  twal  miles;  and  he  used  generally  to 
do't  up  hill  and  doon  brae,  within  the  half  hour.  Indeed,  he  never 
came  to  his  speed  till  about  the  middle  o'  the  tburih  mile,  and  sic- 
can  a  cretiir  for  wnnd  !  I  never  saw  liim  blawn  but  ance,  and  that 
was  after  bringin'  the  how(lie|  aliint  me,  a'  the  way  frae  Selkirk 
up  to  Douglas  liurn — no  short  o'  eighteen  mih-s,  and  bein' just  ta'en 
air  the  gerse.|| 

North.  Still,  at  Newmarket  or  Doncaster,  JaTues 

Shepherd.  He  wad  hae  left  them  a'  as  if  they  had  been  sinnnin' 
— prinided  they  liad  allowed  me  to  carry  as  muckle  weehl's  I  chose; 
for  Pats-aiidl'ans  never  ran  sted<iy  under  the  twal  stane  at  the  least, 
and  wi'  a  feather  he  waii  hae  swerved  owcr  thi-  ropes,  and  played 
the  mischief  wi'  the  carriages.      Where's  iMr.  Tickler  ? 

•TVie  St.  X.rnKt  i«  thn  principal  and  c^li'braud  trinl  of  npfipd  at  Honcanter  H.ici"«,  in  Knjrland. 
Mr.  (ifierwardu  Lord)  I'ptrn  w.in  liinj:  a  diflinKui»l"'d  '■'"»  <>n  tlin  turl.  Tiie  lOiirl  ol  Diirlinx- 
t'>n,  wlio  was  made  Iliikn  of  Cleveland  in  \'^'S\.  wax  rallier  a  liiinUiiian  than  wlj&t  \»  called  I 
ifM.rtinir-man.      UcirK;*  of  hi»  l)r<'»'dinc  wfro  niii<-li   prizi'd. — .M. 

f  John  ijull«y.  lA  ho  h.id  hern  a  prolomional  piiKili'lic  prii«-fit;litor.  made  a  larcc  fnrlunr  by 
("■tliDL'  ujKin  raira.  and  filially  became  the  owner  of  exteotive  landed  e«late«,  and  meinlwt  i>( 
tiie  Uriliah  rarli.nni'iit. — M. 

J  //owiiiy,— midwife.         ||  Otjc. —graM. 
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North.  I  saw  liitn  slip  :i\v;iy  a  little  ago — just  as  he  had  clcarca 
his  Imards 

Shepherd.  I  never  missed  him  till  the  noo.  Is  heafTto  Diicraw's, 
think  ye  ?  Yet  it's  ower  late,  for  isna  that  ten  that  thae  bits  o'  Fai 
lies  are  ehappiii'  1 

North.  Have  you  seen  Ducrow  1     lie  is  indeed  a  prodigy.* 

Slicplcrd.  After  a',  sir,  it  eanna  be  denied  that  tlie  human  race 
are  maist  extraordinary  ereturs.  What  caniia  they,  by  constant 
fiiactice,  be  iirought  to  perform  ?  It's  a  e()m|)lexin'  place,  yon 
Circus  ;  ae  man  draps  down  in  the  dust,  and  awa  out  o'  the  door  on 
his  doup  ;  anither  after  him,  w  i'  a'  celerity,  on  his  ell)ows;  a  third 
after  him  ayain,  soomiu'  on  dry  laun  at  the  rate  o'  four  miles  an 
hour  ;  a  fourth  perpendicular  on  the  pawms  o'  his  hauns,  and  a 
fifth  on  the  croon  o'  his  head,  without  ever  touchin'  the  grun'  w  i' 
his  loofs  ava.  A'  the  while  the  lang-liiggcd  fiile,  wi'  a  maist 
divertin'  face,  balancin'  himsell  cross-legged  on  a  chair  wi'  ae  foot, 
it  spinnin'  roiin'  like  a  whirligig.  Ordina'y  sittin'  or  walkin'  seems 
perfectly  stupid  after  that — feet  superfluous,  and  legs  an  incum- 
brance. 

North.   But  Ducrow',  James,  Ducrow  ? 

Shepherd.  Then  in  comes  a  tall,  pleasant-looking  fallow  o'  a  Ger- 
inan,  ane  Ilerr  Benjamin,  w  ha  thinks  nae  mair  o'  balancin'  a  beam 
o'  wood,  that  mieht  be  a  roof-tree  to  a  house,  on  his  wee  finger,  than 
if  it  were  a  wundle-strae  ;  then  gars  a  sodger's  musket,  wi'  the  point 
.')'  the  bi'ggonet  on  his  chin,  spin  roun,  till  it  becomes  nearly  invisi- 
ble  ;  no  content  wi'  that,  up  ui'  a  ladder  aneath  liis  lij),  wi'  a  laddie 
on't,  as  easily  as  if  it  were  a  leddy's  fan  ;  and,  feenally,  concludes 
wi'  twa  mail-cotch  wheels  on  the  mouth  o'  him 

North.  But  Ducrow,  James,  Ducrow  ? 

Sliepherd.  Yon's  a  beautifu'  sicht,  sir,  at  ance  music,  dancin*, 
statuary,  painting,  and  poetry  !  Th«;  ereturs  aneath  him  soon  cease 
to  seem  horses,  as  they  accelerate  round  the  circus,  wi'  a  motion  a' 
their  ain,  unlike  to  that  o'  ony  ither  four-footed  quadrupeds  on  the 
face  o'  this  earth,  mair  gracefu'  in  their  easy  swiftness  than  the 
fli<ihts  of  Araliian  coursers  ower  the  desert,  and  to  the  eye  o'  ima- 
gination, some  rare  and  new-created  animals,  fit  for  the  wild  and 
wondrous  pastimes  o'  that  greatest  o'  a'  magicians — Man. 

North.   But  Ducrow,  James,  Ducrow? 

Shepherd.  As  if  inspired,  possessed  by  some  spirit,  over  whom 
the  laws  o'  attraction  and  gravity  hae  nae  control,  he  dallies  wi' 
danger,  and    bears  a  charmed    life,   safe  as   the  pigeon    that  ye  will 

•  riucMw.  ''or  several  years  manajer  of  Astley's  Amphitheatre,  in  I-ondon.  was  by  fai-  th<;  best 
equeKtrian  i>erforiner  ever  iseen  in  Europe.  There  was  natural  grace  in  his  luovemenls.  and 
soniething  extremely  picturesque  and  classical  in  his  personations  of  statui;s  from  the  ;.nlique. 
He  was  indifferently  educated,  as  far  as  hooks  are  concerned,  but  he  l>new  the  Vfoiid,  and 
amatteJ  i  large  fort u r. e  to  his  widow,  who  immediately  -took  a  second  husband. — iM. 
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afttimes  ^ee  gang  tapsy-tiiivy  amaiig  the  clouils,  ant]  tiiniblin'  down 
to  witliiu  a  yard  o'  tho  i-arih,  then  re-asc<?nd,  like  an  arrow,  into  the 
sunshine,  and,  wheolin'  roun' and  roun' in  aft-repeated  circles,  extend 
prondly  a' its  buriiisln-d  plumage  to  the  licht,  till  the  een  are  pained, 
and  the  brain  dizzy  to  behold  the  aerial  brichtness  beautifyin'  the 
sky. 

^orth.  Bravo,  James — excellent — go  on. 

Shepherd.  Wha  tiie  deevil  was  Castor,  that  the  ancients  made 
a  god  o'  for  his  horsemanship — a  god  o'  and  a  star — in  comparison 
wi'  yon  Ducraw  ?  A  silly  thucht  is  a  Centaur — a  man  and  a  horse 
ill  ane — in  which  the  dominion  o'  the  man  is  lost,  and  the  superior 
incorpsed  with  the  iideri(jr  natur  !  Ducraw  "  rides  on  the  whirl- 
wind, and  directs  the  storm."  And,  oh,  sir!  how  saftly,  gently, 
teiideily,  and  like  the  dyin'  awa  o'  fast  fairy  music  in  a  dream,  is 
the  subsidin'  o'  the  motion  o'  a'  the  creturs  aneath  his  feet,  his  ain 
gestures,  and  his  ain  altitudes,  and  his  ain  actions,  a'  correspondin' 
and  congenial  wi'  the  ebbin'  flight ;  even  like  some  great  master 
o'  music  wiia  doesna  leave  atf  when  the  soiin'  is  at  its  heicht,  but 
gradually  leads  on  the  sowls  o'  the  listeners  to  a  far  profounder  hush 
o'  silence  than  reigned  even  before  he  woke  to  ecstasy  his  livin' 
lyre. 

North.  Go  it  .ngain,  my  dear  James. 

Shepherd.  Yon's  neither  walkin',  dancin',  nor  loupin',  nor  rinnin', 
nor  soomin',  nor  Vjangiu',  nor  floatin',  nor  fleein',  but  an  incon- 
ceivalile  eoiiulomeration  o'  iheni  a'— rsic  as  1  used  sometimes  to 
experience  whan  1}  in'  in  a  dream  on  a  sunny  kni>we  by  St.  Mary's 
1^1, eh — believih'  mysell  a  di.-emhodied  spirit — and  withouteii  wings, 
gitin'  the  eagle  and  the  ha«  k  the  go-by,  rieht  afore  the  wund, — 
and  skimmin'  the  real  stars,  just  as  skaters  skim  tlieir  inuiges 
aneath  tlie  ice,  and  ftaiing  not  the  mountain-taps,  from  whieh, 
fcv«;ry  time  1  touehed  them  wi'  my  foot,  upsprung  I  again  into  the 
blue  lift,  and  felt  roun'  my  brows  the  cool  caller  halo  o'  the  harvest- 
moon. 

North.   Empty  your  tumlder,  James — to  Duerow's  health. 

Shepherd.  That  I  will,  liul  I  lioup  the  Circus '11  no  injure  the 
Theatre  1 

North.  Not  at  ail.  Admirable;  Murray* — incomparable  Mackay 
— perfi ct  Mrs.  Sid'lons.  and  tdtgant  Miss  (iiiiy — cleverest  Jones  — 
accompli^lled  I'ritchard- — manly   l)(  nli;im--g(iitrel  Slimli  y  

•  Mr.  W  H.  Murray,  for  many  y<riirii  mnnacer  of  llie  |irirci['iil  lti<alre  in  KilinliiifKh  w.i»  an 
•  xcellenl  artor.  and  a  well-^durat'''!  j!'-iilli'nian.  MiMfifli-r  wuk  iiinnii-J  lu  lluiiry  Sidiloni-.  i-nn 
of  the  'i'racedy  '.(ueen.  in  Ir;!!).  he  produced  a  dramatic  ada|<latiun  of  •'  Iloli  Hny,'  in  «li;ili 
Mr.  Chark»  Mackay.  (prnnounced  Mnk-Kyfr).  Inmfflf  a  naljvf  uf  (iln»(;<.w.  ;in'l  iiinflir  cil  ihrt 
Wi.^i-Ci.iinlry  dialect,  ina'le  an  iiririienn!  tut  an  llailie  Nicul  .larviB.  ^ciitt.  win.  went  on  lli^ 
hr<t  nigiit.  wan  «ii  mucli  inlerni'tpd  Itial.  Iliniicti  tlin  8uthriri.lii|i  of  llie  VVavi'rly  iNnvel»  was 
tlien  a  ^reat  mynlery,  tie  left  lim  box  between  the  Kcenen  to  remind  tlin  lady  who  played  M.ittio 
that  she  inunt  have  a  liuilern  with  her  inanlle.  'rh«  other  porlornierg  uaiiieJ  heru,  were  tliciii 
a:ta':h«d  to  the  Udin'  ur^fh  ihcAlre,  '.iiid  vory  ]<oj<ulkr. — M. 
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Shepherd.  Gle  owcr  your  epithets — for  neither  you  nor  ony  man 
0.111  clescribe  an  actress  or  an  actor  in  ae  word  ; — hut  I  agree  wi' 
ymi, — the  mair  general  the  speerit  o'  pastime,  the  better  will  the 
'I'lii-ittre  fill  in  the  Luig  run  ;  and  the  manager  and  his  sister  will 
aye  be  supported  by  their  freeii',  the  people  o'  Embro,  wha  admires 
in  them  the  union  o'  professional  genius  and  private  virtue. 

North.  Their  health  and  happiness — in   the  jug,  James, — in   the 

Shepherd.  A  stranger  that  chanced  to  be  present  at  a  Ntictes 
without  kennin'  whar  we  twa  was,  wud  never  jalouse  us  to  be 
Leeterautee,  Mr.  North.  We  sildom  hae  ony  brainless  bother 
about  b«»oks.     Sic  talk  luaistiv  marks  the  blockhead. 

North.  You  know,  James,  that  1  would  not  give  an  intelligent 
and  independent  Tweedside  sheep-fanner  for  a  score  of  ordinaiy 
town  essay-mongers,  poetasters,  and  getlers-up  of  articles.  The 
thoughts  and  feelings  of  the  Pastoral  run  in  a  channel  scooped  our 
l)y  themselves — they  murmur  with  a  music  of  their  own,  and  evot 
and  anon  overflow  their  banks  in  a  style  that  is  flood-like  and  im- 
pressive. He  of  the  common  stair  is  like  a  canal-cut,  navigable  only 
to  flat-bottoms,  muddy  in  the  clearest  weather,  and  its  characterless 
bunks  wearisome  with  their  gritty  gravel-walks,  on  which  you  meet 
notliiiig  more  lively  than  an  occasional  old  lilind  horse  or  two  towing 
coals,  or  a  passage-boat  crowded  with  the  paltriest  peofde,  all  sorely 
sick  of  one  anoiher,  themselves,  the  locks,  and  that  part  of  Sct)t- 
laiid  in  geiR-ral,  the  W(»nien  staring  at  you  from  below  ill-shaped 
bonnets  of  coarse  dirty  chi]),  and  llie  men  crowned  with  third-head 
uater-pioof  hats — najilcss  and  greasy — strolling  candle-snuflers,  pe- 
tilioners,  editors,  contributors,  and  a  sickly  man  of  tailors  perhaps, 
trying  change  of  place  and  posture.      Whereas 

Shepherd.  Stop  a  wee,  and  I'll  sing  you  l>lne  Bonnets — by  a  fine 
fallow — a  tieen  o'  mine  in  Leith.  1  promised  him  that  1  wad  sing't 
at  a  Noctes. 

Wi-Jte,  writ*,  tourist  aud  traveller — 

Fill  up  your  paj^es,  aud  write  in  good  order ; 
Wriff,  write,  sei  ibbk-r  and  driv'ler — 

Why  leave  such  luaigiiis  '{     Come  nearer  the  border 

Many  a  laurc^l  dead,  fluttei's  around  your  head  ; 

M;iny  a  tome  is  your  meuwulo  t/iori  : 
Come  IVom  your  jriirrets,  tbeu,  sons  of  the  quill  and  pen — 

Write  for  euuft'-shops,  if  you  write  not  for  glory 

Come  from  your  rfioms,  -where  the  liirthine:  wick'g  burning — 
Come  with  your  t:dcs — spe;ik  lliey  gladness  or  woe; 

Conr.e  from  your  sMiall  beer  to  vincf^ar  turning — 
Coipe  where  tlie  Poi  t  aud  the  Burgundy  fiow. 
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Fame's  trump  is  souuding — topics  .i bounding, — 
Leave  then,  each  scribbler,  your  bigb  attic  story; 

Critics  sball  many  a  day  ^peak  of  your  book,  and  say, — 
"  He  wrote  for  the  snuff-sLop — be  wrote  not  for  glory." 

Write,  write,  tourist  and  traveller — 

Fill  up  your  pages,  and  write  in  good  order ; 
Write,  write,  scribbler  and  diiv'ler — 

Why  leave  such  margins  ?     Come  nearer  the  border. 

North.  Very  well,  indeed.  A  mere  literary  man,  Jarnes,  is  a 
contemptible  creature.  Indeed  I  often  wish  that  I  had  flourished 
before  the  invention  of  printing,  or  even  of  writing.  What  think 
you,  Jami'S,  of  a  Noctes  in  hiert)glyphics  ? 

S/ie/>kerd.  I  scarcely  ken  ;  hut  1  think  ane  wud  no  look  amiss  in 
the  Chinese.  Wi'  res[)eck  to  mere  literary  men,  O  dear  me,  sir! 
hoc  1  do  gant  when  they  come  out  to  Mdunt  Benger  !  They  canna 
shute,  they  canna  fish,  they  canna  hmp,  they  canna  warsle,  they 
canna  soom,  they  canna  put  the  staue,  they  canna  fling  the  hammer, 
they  canna  even  drive  a  gig,  they  canna  kiss  a  lassie  in  an  afThann 
and  pleasant  manner,  witlicnU  ofl'iidin'  her  feelins,  as  through  the 
dews  she  "comes  wadin'  all  alane  ;"  and  what's  perhaps  the  maist 
contemptible  o'  a',  they  canna,  to  ony  efieek.  drink  whusky.  Ae 
glass  o'  pure  speerits  on  the  hill  afore  breai<fist  wud  gie  them  a 
sick  headache;  and  after  dcnner,  although  the  creturs  hae  nae  objec- 
tions to  the  jug,  oh!  but  their  heads  are  wake,  wake — before  the 
fire  has  got  sini-bricht,  they  are  lauchin'-fou— you  then  fin'  them  out 
to  be  rejected  contributors  to  Bhickwood  ;  and  you  hear  that  they're 
Whigs  frae  their  wee,  sharp,  shrill,  intermittin',  dissatisfied,  and 
rather  disguslin'  snore,  like  a  sonn'  ane  aften  hears  at  nicht  in  moors 
and  moss<'s,  but  whence  proceedin'  ane  knows  iiuf,  except  it  be  frae 
some  wildfool  distressed  in  sleep  by  a  stamach  fu'  of  slug-worms 
Mii.xed  wi'  mire — for  he  aiblins  leeves  by  suction. 

North.  He  is  all  mind,  James  ;  king  of  the  Coteries,  and  monarch 
of  all  the  AUxims.  His  mother  laments  that  he  is  not  in  Parlia- 
ment; and,  up  to  the  Preface,  used  to  hint  that  he  had  a  finger  in 
Keiiilworth  and  Ivanhoe. 

Slicpherd.  Yet,  after  a',  it's  far  frae  nnamusiu'  lo  read  the  verses 
o'  sic  creturs.  They're  aye  taukin'  o'  inspiration — o'  bein'  rapt, 
Hiul  carried  awa  by  the  Muses — and  ridin'on  I'egasus^and  cliiniiin' 
I'aruassns,  on  their  liauns  and  knees,  nae  doultt — and  drinkin'  Iliji- 
poereiie  and  Helicon,  iwa  kinds  o'  (ireek  wine,  ance  red,  ImiI  mx) 
tawny;  and  thongli  no  like  to  flee  fu  the  hend,  y«'l  apt  to  soor  sair 
on  an  empty  staniach.  Yet  a'  the  time  there's  no  a  winil  mair 
iiispiralion,  or  ravishment,  or  ridin',  or  eliinliiii',  oi'  diinkin'  alioiii 
the    bit  versif\  iiig  creturs  o'  Cocknc  vs,  than    there   is   aliout  a   gro 

Vol..  ni."-4 
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ecr's  clerk  copying  out  an  ndverteeseincut  o'  sweeties  for  tlie  hcws- 
papms. 

North.  Yet  such  sons  of  genius  think  themselves  entitled  to  be- 
come unprincipled,  because  they  can  occasionally  count  their  fnigers 
— disdain  area-doors,  with  eyes  in  fuie  frenzy  rolling — get  into  a 
network — that  is,  James,  according  to  Dr.  Johnson — a  thing  equally 
reticulated  and  discussated  with  equal  distances  between  the  inter- 
stices— a  network  of  small  coarse  debts — attempt  to  cmninit  forgery 
— fall,  through  ignorance  of  the  forms  of  business,  into  the  inferior 
crime  of  swindling — otf  on  the  coach-box  of  the  Carlisle  mail  to 
Liverpool ;  and,  by  packet  that  is  to  sail  to-morrosv  morning,  right 
slick  away  to  the  United  States. 

Shepherd.  You're  really  verra  interteenin*  the  nicht,  sir ;  but 
dinna  be  ower  hard  on  them  a' ;  for  when  natur  has  kindled  the 
spark  o'  genius  in  the  heart  o'  a  fine  out-spoken,  enthusiastic, 
hopefu'  callant,  wi'  bauld  bricht  een,  like  far-keekers  spyin'  into 
futurity,  isn't  delightfu'  to  grasp  his  haun,  and  to  clap  him  on  the 
shouther,  and  praise  him  to  his  face,  as  you  shove  ower  the  jug  to 
him,  and  ask  him  to  sing  or  receet  something  o'  his  ain, — and  tell 
ane  o'  your  bairns  to  gang  roun'  the  table  and  speak  till  him,  for 
that  he's  a  freend  o'  yours,  and  a  gran'  fallow,  and  no  to  mind  even 
about  climljin'  ontil  his  knee,  and  ruggin'  the  curly  locks  o'  him,  as 
black  as  a  raven  1 

North.  ITow  delightful  for  a  town-talk-teased  poor  old  man,  like 
me,  to  take  refuge,  for  a  month  or  so,  in  a  deeper  solitude  even 
than  Buchanan  Lodge — the  house  at  the  head  of  the  glen,  which, 
know  it  ever  so  well,  you  still  have  to  search  for  among  so  many 
knolls,  some  quite  bare,  some  with  a  birk  or  two,  and  some  of  them 
each  in  itself  a  gn»ve  or  wood, — self-sown  all  the  trees,  brushwood, 
coppice,  and  standards. 

Shepherd.  You're  getting  desperate  descriptive  in  your  dotage — 
sir — dinna  froon — there's  nae  dishonor  in  dotage,  when  nature's  its 
object.  The  aulder  M'e  grow,  <iur  love  for  her  gets  tenderer  and 
mair  tender,  for  this  thocht  aften  comes  across  our  heart,  "  in  the 
bosom  o'  this  bonny  green  earth,  in  how  few  years — shall  I  be  laid — 
dust  restored  to  dust !"     That's  a'  I  mean  by  dotage. 

North:  What  a  diircrence,  James,  between  the  din  of  twenty  little 
waterfalls,  that  absolutely  seem  pursuing  one  another  away  down 
the  glen,  and  as  many  hackney  coaches  jolting  along  a  street  !  A 
composure  in  all  faces  and  figures  that  you  meet  going  out  to  work 
or  corning  in  from  it — or  sitting  or  walking  about  the  house!  Quiet 
without  dulncss — without  languor — peace!  There  the  gloaming  is 
indeed  pensive — each  star  as  it  rises  sparkles  contentment — and  the 
moon  is  felt  to  bel(»ng  more  especially  to  this  one  valley,  most  beau- 
tiful of  all  the  valleys  of  this  earth.     Not  an  action  of  all    my  life — 
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not  a  word  I  ever  uttered — not  a  tale,  or  poem,  or  article,  or  book 
in  two,  three,  or  four  volumes,  that  I  ever  wrote — not  one  of  all 
the  panegyrics,  anathemas,  blessings,  curses,  prayers,  oaths,  vows, 
and  protestations,  ever  pronounced,  denounced,  and  announced  anent 
me,  known  to  one  single  dweller  in  all  the  vale  !  There  am  I  strietly 
anonymous.  That  crutch  is  as  the  crutch  of  any  ordinary  rheumatic 
— and  I,  James,  have  the  unspeakable  satisfaction  of  feeling  mysel 
— a  Cipher. 

Shepherd.  What  are  ye  hummin'  at,  sir.  You're  no  gaun  to 
sing  ? 

North.  Why  does  the  8un  shine  on  me, 

When  its  light  I  hate  to  see: 
Fain  I'd  lay  ine  down  aud  dee, 
For  o'  hfe  I'm  weary  I 

O  'tis  no  tliy  frown  I  fear — 
'Tis  tliy  smile  I  carina  bear — 
'Tis  thy  smile  my  heart  does  tear, — 
When  thou  triest  to  cheer  me. 

Ladies  fair  hae  smiled  on  me — 
A'  thi'ir  smiles  no  joy  could  gie — 
Never  lo'ed  I  ane  but  thee, 
And  I  lo'e  thee  deai-ly  1 

Ou  the  sea  tlie  moonbeams  play — 
Sae  they'll  sliiue  wli«Mi  I'm  away — 
Ha|»[)y  tlicn  llmu'll  be,  and  gay. 
When  1  wjuider  dreary  1 

Shepherd.  Some  auld  fragmentary  strain,  remindin'  him,  nae 
douLt,  o' joys  and  sorrows  laiig  ago  !  He  has  a  [>athetic  vice — but; 
sing  what  t\ine  he  niay,  it  still  slides  awa'  into  Stroud  Water. 

North.  Oh,  James!  a  dream  of  the  olden  time 

Shepherd.  Huts!  huts!  I  wush  you  mauiina  be  gettin'  rather  a 
wee  fuddled — sir — halllins  fou — presi-rve  me,  are  ye  greetin' ?  Tlie 
whusky's  maist  terrible  strong — and  I  suspect  has  never  been  chris- 
sened.*  It's  time  we  be  alF.  i)\\\  what  some  <»'  them  he  has 
kuowted  wud  gie  to  see  him  in  tliis  condition  !  But  there's  the 
wheels  o'  the  cotch.     Ur  is't  a  fire-engine  / 

Enter  Amhrosk  to  announce  the  arrival  of  the  coach. 

Diniui  look  at  him,  Mr.  Ambrose — he's  gotten  tlie  loolhache — and 
likewise  some  ingon  in  his  cen.  i  his  is  aye  the  way  wiili  him  n(Mi 
— he's  far  a  If  a'  on  a  sudden — and    bigins  gret-lin'  at  inifliiing,  or  at 

•To    CkrtUtn    whiikjr— »  social    doinMlic    crima    of    infinile   UaikneM — i«   <o   nrlil    unur 
to  it.— M. 
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things  that's  niithor  aiMirsiii'  as  itherwise.  There's  nioiiy  th  iisan' 
ways  o'  gottiii'  ton — and  I  ken  nae  rnair  philosophical  einployment, 
than,  in  sic  cityations,  the  study  o'  the  varieties  o'  human  cha- 
raeter. 

I^^orth.  Son  Janios 

lS}iej)herd.  Pardon,  father — 'twas  but  a  jeest.  I've  kent  you  noo 
the  better  pairt  o'  twenty  years — and  never  saw  I  thae  bright  een — 
that  V)riiht  hrain  ol)seured — for,  wi'  a'  our  daffin' — our  wei'l  timed 
dadin' — our  dulce  ef>t  dcsipere  in  loco — that's  Latin,  you  ken — we  re- 
turn to  t)ur  haine,  or  our  lodgings,  as  sober  as  Quakers — and  as 
peacefu',  tt)0, — weel-wishers,  une  und  a',  to  the  hail  human  race — 
even  the  verra  Wtiigs. 

North.  Sc)metii;ies,  my  dear  Shepherd,  my  life  from  eighteen  to 
twenty  four,  is  an  utter  blank,  like  a  moonless  midnight — at  other 
times,  oh !  what  a  refulgent  day  !  Had  you  known  me  then,  James, 
you  would 

Shepherd.  No  hae  liked  you  half  as  weel's  I  do  noo — for  then, 
though  you  was  dootless  tall  and  straucht  as  a  tree,  and  able  and 
willin'  baith  to  fecht  man,  doug,  or  deevil,  wi*  een,  tongue,  feet,  or 
hauns,  yet,  as  dootless,  you  was  prooder  nor  Lucifer.  But  noo  that 
you're  bent  down  no  that  muckle,  justawee,  and  your  "lyart  haflits 
wearing  thin  and  bare,"  sae  pleasant,  sue  cheerfu',  sae  fu'  o'  alloo- 
ances  for  the  fauts  and  frailties  o'  your  fellow-creturs,  provided  only 
they  proceed  na  frae  a  bad  heart — it's  just  perfectly  impossible  no  to 
love  the  wise,  merry  auld  man 

North.  James,  1  wi>h  to  consult  you  and  Mr.  Ambrose  about  the 
propriety  and  prudence  of  my  marrying 

Shepherd.  Never  heed  ye  pr()prifty  and  prudence,  sir,  in  mair- 
rying,  ony  mair  than  ither  folk.  Mairry  her,  sir — mairry  her — and 
I'll  be  godfather — for  the  predestined  mither  o'  him  will  be  an  Epis- 
copaulian — to  wee  Christopher. 

North.  As  the  lieis  Etfendi  well  observes  to  the  interpreters  of 
the  Three  Powers — we  must  not  name  a  child  till  we  have  ascer- 
tained its  sex.     But,  Ambrose,  open  the  ears  of  Dionysius. 

(Mr.  Ambkose  opens  a  secret  door,  and  flings  it  open.) 

Shepherd.  Mr.  Gurney — the  short-haun  writer  !  Dinna  be  frighted, 
sir.  Wiiat  a  c<izy  contrivance  !  A  green-baized  table  o'  his  ain — 
twa  wax  cawiiles — a  nice  wee  bit  ingle — and  a  gae  big  jug  ! 

North.  Not  a  whisper,  Jame.s,  that  Mr.  Gurney  does  not  catch. 
I  will  explain  the  principle  to  you  at  our  first  leisure.  You  know 
the  elements  of  acoii.->ties  ? 

Shepherd.  Cow-steeks, — cow's  horns.  What  do  yon  mean  ?  Let 
nae  try  ycur  toddy,  Mr.  Gurney.     Oh,  man!   but  it's  strong.    Good 
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night,  sir ;  dinna  steer  till  ye  extend.*     Come  awa',  Mr.  North — 
Awmrose,  rax  him  ower  the  crutch. 

North.  What  a  hohblelehoy  I  am,  James — AUons.  But  hark  ye, 
James— are  you  the  author  of  the  "  Relief  Meeting  ?"  No?  1  wish 
I  knew  h(nv  to  direct  a  letter  to  him  about  his  excellent  article.  Let 
us  off  to  Suuthside — and  sup  with  Tickler. 

Glee, — For   Tlirec    Voices. 

Fall  tie  rail  de, 
Fall,  hill,  lall  de, 
Fall  de  lall  de, 
Fall,  lall  le,  <tc. 

[^Exeunt  Ambo  et  Amhrose. 

•Thai  is-'io  not  stir   unti.  you    have  extended,  or  transferred  your  eh  >rt  hand  lote^  into 
orlinary  writing. — M. 
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SCENE — Great    Dining-Room,   Buchanan  Lodge — Time,    after 
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North.  John,  the  qualghs.j'     Here,  gentlemen,  is  some  Glenlivet 

*  This  was  an  iinaeinary  interlocutor.  In  N'lvpmber,  1SI9.  Mapa  cominRnced  a  series  of  in- 
teresting articles,  entitled  •' Rerollections.  by  .Mark  Macrabin.  the  Caineronian."  which  ran 
through  many  volumes,  and  professed  to  iclate  incidents  connected  with  the  career  of  severai 
of  the  pr^^achers  and  profes.'iors  of  the  reliirious  sect  founded  in  Scotl.nnd  hy  Richard  Cameron. 
The  locale  of  this  sect,  which  may  be  said  to  have  included  the  reliques  of  the  stern  fcnthu.~i- 
a-<tic  Covenanters,  was  chiefly  in  Dumfriesshire.  Allan  Ounnint;ham,  himself  from  that  part 
of  Scotland,  was  believed  to  have  beep  the  writer,  and  the  more  so,  as  the  series  was  gernmed 
with  many  very  charmin?  snatches  of  son^s. — M 

t  These  quninhs,  which  were  little  cups  of  curiously  dovetailed  woods,  usually  inlaid  in  sil- 
Ter.  were  of  Highland  birth  Scott  had  m.iny  of  them,  with  a  history  ntt.nched  to  each,  and 
that  reserved  for  his  own  use,  and  ^ireally  valued,  had  travelled  from  Edinburgh  to  Derby  in 
the  canteen  of  Prince  Charles  Stuart.  It  is  not  difficult  to  irnngine  how  true  Scotchmen  would 
value  yiiniVA.*  which  the  lips  of  the  Chevalier  had  touched,  or  which  had  belonged  to  John 
Home,  (author  of  the  plav  of  •  Douglns.'')  or  to  William  Carstairs — who.  by  the  wav-  w.as  no 
Cardinal,  but  Protestant  Chaplain  to  Willi.Tm  III  ,  and  afterwards  Principal  of  the  University 
of  Ediubur^'h — or  to  Allan  Ramsay,  the  poet,  to  Deacon  Hrodie  (who  was  hanged  on  a  drop  of 
his  own  invention.)  or  to  Bishop  Cameron,  respected  in  Edinburgh  .alike  bv  Catholic  ami  IVo- 
lesti-nt.  The  Doyle  here  mentioned  was  an  Irish  Rishop.  who  wrote  a  great  many  works  on 
f'oliiics  and  polemics,  and  died  in  l'"34.  He  startled  even  the  Cathcdics.  by  leclaring  that  "  if 
a  rebellion  were  raging  from  Carrickfergus  to  Cape  Clear,  no  sentence  of  excommuuicatiou 
would  ever  be  fulminated  by  a  Catholic  prelate." — M. 


SCOTTISH   QUAIGHS.  39 

tlie  same  sort  that  carried  the  prize   the  last  time  our  friends  the 
Barons  of  Exchequer  had  a  competition  anent  the  dew. 

Shepherd.  Rax  me  that  nieikle  black  ane.  Safe  us,  Mr.  North, 
whare  gut  ye  a'  this  cleckiu'  o'  qnaighs  ?  My  certy,  there's  aught 
o'  them — 

North.  Whisky  in  glass  is  a  gem  set  in  brass,  says  the  adage  : 
porter  in  ghiss  is  as  heathen  as  the  mass,*  quoth  another.  1  stick 
in  all  these  aflTuirs  to  the  wisdom  of  our  ancestors. 

Macrabin.  This  is  a  queer-looking  little  gentleman.  Any 
history  ? 

North.  No  qnaigh  unhistorical  shall  ever  press  my  board.  That 
lordly  dish  belonged  to  the  Prince  of  Wales.  He  gave  it  to  old 
liivernahyle,  who  left  it  to  your  humble  servant.  His  Royal 
Highness  had  it  in  his  holster  at  Drummossie. 

Macrabin.  A  precinus  relic  indeed!  And  what  may  this  yellow- 
faced  burly  concern  be? 

Nortli.  Ah  Mac,  my  dear,  that  is  a  qunigh  I  sot  a  very  particular 
value  upon.  'Jickler,  itshall  be  ytnirs,  if,  as  in  the  course  of  nature, 
you  see  me  out.  That  bit  of  boxwood  has  ofien  touched  the  lip  of 
our  comrade.  Charlie  Hay.      You  know  it  well. 

Tickler.  Ah,  poor  Charlie!  I  do  remember  it.  It  was  John 
Home's  legacy  to  Lord  Newton,  youngsters. 

Shephenf.  It  has  seen  mony  a  deep  brooze  in  its  day.  Ill  war- 
rant the  chields  o'  the  Poker  hae  lij)pencd  to  it  a'  round. 

North.  Ah,  James,  .lames  !  there  is  something  very  pleasing  in 
siidi  memorials  as  these.  That  Sir  Morgan  is  playing  with  was  Dr. 
Webster's;  it  was  originally  Caidinal  Carstairs's.  He  taught  King 
William  to  .sip  whisky  out  of  that  identical  chip  of  yew. 

(Jilohtrlij.  The  Glorious for  ever! 

Tichlvr.  This,  which  I  hold  in  these  reverend  fmgers,  was,  if  I 
mistake  not,  tln^  property  of  umwhile  Deacon  Hrodie. 

Nortii.  it  was.  Th.it  quaigli,  gentlemen,  is  from  the  roof-tree  of 
the  cottjige  at  Peadliills,  w  htrein  Allan  Pamsay  was  born  :  Allan 
left  it  to  I'isho|i  (i.ddcs;  that  holy  father  ixquealhed  it  to  my  wor- 
thy uienJ,  Bishop  Cameron  ;  and  he,  in  turn,  transferred  it  by  a 
codicd  lo  myself.  Ah,  'J'ickler  !  we  have  had  a  .sore  loss  in  our 
godd  Haeiieior  of  rvilanianea. 

Tickler.  W v  >liall  not  look  ujion  his  like  ag;iin.  He  was  the  only 
Pa|>ist,  except  Kempf.-riiaiisen,  that  1  ever  coujil  tohrali'.  M'Crie's 
book  went  to  his  hc.iit,  1  believe. 

North.  And  Do\  h-'s  pamphlets.  Thnt  fellow's  tricks  did  more 
to  kill  Camerf)n  than  all  tin;  rest  of  it.  Peace  be  with  him  !  He 
was  a  nol)le,  a  generous  character — a  true  Christian,  Sir  Morgan,  by 
nil  that's  purple,  this  night  in  Paradise. 

•  I'orter  iiliou!J  bo  drank  out  of  "il»  native  i  ewler."— M. 
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Odohertij  (^si'nffs.) 

No  chnrehmnn  am  I,  for  to  rail  or  to  write, 
No  st:if«'sinaii  or  snldier,  to  plot  or  to  figlit, 
No  sly  niiiii  of  l)usiiie8s,  coiitrivinf^  a  snare, 
For  a  big-bi'llicd  bottle'is  the  wluile  of  luj  care. 

Come,  North,  sound  a  retreat  to  your  timbers. 
North.  John,   the  decanters.     Gentlemen,   The  King,  God  bless 
him  ! 

[Invisible    musicians  2>'«y  '^^^  National  Anthem — three   times 
three,  <&c.  d:c.  li'c.) 

Gentlemen,  a  bumper.  Ilis  Grace  the  Duke  of  Wellington  ! 
Long  life  to  him  !  and  a  fig  for  Rascals,  Radicals,  and  Rats  !  All 
the  honors. 

Shepherd.  Lord  keep  us,  what  a  din!  ye'll  deave  me,  callants: 
ye  should  mind  you're  umang  the  Elders  of  Israel,  and  keep  some 
decency  wi'  yf>ur  daffin. 

Macrabin.   Mr.  President,  I   bog  a  bumper.     Gentlemen,  long  as 
I  have  been  conversant  with  forensic  disputation,  and  not  entirely  a 
stranger   to  the  more  ornate  and  elaborate  eloquence  of  the  festive 
board,  I  am  free  to  say  that  my  impressions  at  this  moment  go  to 
impress  me  with  a  lively  conviction  that  I  never  rose  to  adilress  any- 
assembly  of  Christian    citizens  under  feelings   and    impressions  of 
that  character   of  trepiilation,    iiesiration,  and  an   accumulation   of 
diffident  scrupulosities,  with  which   I,  at   this   moment,  rise   to  pro- 
pose, gentlemen,  a  bumper  toast  to  this  Enlightened  Society.    I  say, 
gentlemen,  that  it  is  the  most  anxious,  the  most  nervous  moment  of 
my  existence.     And    yet,  gentlemen,  when   I  look   around  me,  and 
contemplate  the  benignity  with  which  so  many  eminent  and  illus- 
trious men  are  condescending  enough  to  receive  me  upon   this  occa- 
sion, it  asks  no  mighty  effort   of  candor,   gentlemen,  to  confess,  as  I 
now  do  not  fear  to  confess,  that   1  rise  with   pride  and  confidence  in 
this  very  distinguished  circle.     Gentlemen,   year  follows  year,  lus- 
trum  lustrum,   and  decad  decad.     Time  flows  on,  Tny  lud;   genera- 
tions pass   into  oblivion,  and  are,  in  fact,  lost  sight  of;   Imt  when 
the  body  fails,  the  spirit  may  be  immortal  :  and  that,  my  lud — that, 
gentlemen — th:it   high,   that  heroic, — standing   here  as  I   do, — I  will 
add,  that  holy  thought,  that  it  is,  my  lud,  that  in  that  way  which  1 
cannot  adequately  express,  is  uppermost   in    my  bosom,  and  that  1 
hope  and  trust  meets  with  a  responsive  echo,  gentlemen,  in  every 
bosom  that  beats  on  that  bench.      Gentlemen,  I   feel   but  too  deeply 
that   I   have  not  sufficiently  developed  all  the  feelings  which,  at  this 
moment,  agitate,  and,   1   may  say,  overwhelm   my  sensations ;   but, 
gentlemen,  cold   and  unworthy  as  this  brief  address  may  be,  I  shall 
have  miserably  indeed  disappointed  my  own  most  fervid  wishes,  the 
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most  ardent  aspiiations,  gpntlemen,  of  my  own  heart,  mind,  soul, 
and  intellect,  if,  my  luds,  1  have  failed  to  convey  to  your  lordships' 
1-osoms  some  faint  notices  of  these  emotions — emotions,  fjentlernen, 
of  which,  while  life  ouiitiniu-s  to  animate  the  veins  in  this  hand,-  - 
while  patriotism,  gentlemen,  while  patriotism,  honor,  and  faith,  aie 
not  yet  expelled  from  my  heart  of  hearts, — I  venture  to  assure  yon, 
gentlemen,  1  for  one,  shall  never  l)e  ashamed — no — never !  In  one 
word,  then,  gentlemen,  1  perceive  that  all  minor  deficiencies  and 
lapses  are  merged,  as  tliey  ought  to  be,  and  ever  will  be,  and  ever 
have  been,  in  that  deep  and  sacred  feeling  of  devotion  and  rever- 
ence with  which  you  are  all  prepared  to  drink  what,  in  spite  of  the 
two  immortal  names  that  have  already  received  your  plaudits,  I 
will  venture,  gentlemen,  to  pronounce  the  toast  of  this  evening.* 
Gentlemen,  this  is  the  20th  of  March,  1828.  {The  devil  it  is!  Hear, 
hear  !)  This  day,  gentlemen,  is  the  anniversary  of  that  day  on  which 
the  illustrious  Christopher  North  first  opened  his  eyes  upon  a  world 
v\hich  ills  genius  and  virtue  were  destined  to  illuminate,  gentlemen, 
to  delight,  to  instruct,  and  to  revivify.  {Hear,  hear.)  This,  gentle- 
men, is  the  seventy -third  birthday  of  our  immortal  host.  Gentle- 
men, I  add  no  more.  Here  is  Christopher  North!  Health,  strength, 
and  length  of  days,  to  the  illustrious  Caledonian,  the  Champion  of 
the  Faith  !      {Linnense  upplanae — three  times  three,  ctx.  dx.  <£'c.) 

Shepherd.  Let's  gie  him   lime   to  think  o' thanks.     Here's  a  sang 
— ye'll  no  be  backward  at  the  tchorus.     {Sinys.) 

Tune, — O'er  the  Muir  amatig  the  Heather. 

In  Ernbi-o  town  they  made  a  hiw, 

hi  Ktiilji-o  iit  the  Court  o'  Session, 
That  Kit  aiK^liis  ht'ls  were  fuutors  a' 1 
An'  giiihy  <>'  ii  liii;li  trans^ressinn. 
Decreet  <>'  tlie  Court  o'  Session  ; 
Act  Sederunt  o'  tlie  Session; 
Kit  Noi-lh  and  liia  crew  were  faiiti>r8  ai 
And  guilty  o"  a  liigh  tnmsgression. 

In  the  Parliament  Iloine  the  Wliigs  were  croose. 

In  tin;  I'aiTiaiiient  Ilonse  at  tli<^  Court  o'  Session; 
Tliere  was  Cobriin  to  hlaw,  ami  Jarnirrey  to  craw — 
Crodseiiess  and  gabs  their  best,  possession. 
Deei'eet  o'  the  C'liirl  o'  Session, 
Act  eedernnl  o'  tiieir  Session  ; 
Whiggery's  liijlit,  and  Whigs  are  f)right. 
An'  a  f'ory  creed  is  a  fool's  transgression. f 

•  Tlii«  in  »  |irplty  fair  (ample  of  the  peculiar  dnncription  of  oratory  called  "  after-din nc,   -lo- 

(lucfire  "— M. 

t  In  alhiMon  tn  one  of  the  many  libel-i"iitii  Into  which  niackwood'i  Ma(faiini>  becanio  in- 
volvrd  by  itii  wit  and  i.<T"onality.  At  Irnflh.  fin'lini;  that  jiirieB  cave  very  Kiiinll  ilf.niiceii, 
and  that  thn  notf.rictv  rallipr  nTved  than  injiin  d  th«-  mnBizini',  parlK'n  (;(.l  to  porknt  the  airn.ntfc 
and  then,  th*-  f.<T«»naliii'i<  cnme  to  an  end  Mei.i.ni  Cmkburn  and  .TmHV.'V.  both  of  whom  "lib 
►  .,|ii..nlly  «»ro  made  .Scotti»h  Judym,  almo»t  invariably  with  (.'iiiiiloyed  to  jiMiid  at;ajn»t 
liiiickwoo.l  —  .\I. 
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In  P^nibro  town  tliorc  dwulls  a  mnn 

That  never  giinj^s  near  their  Court  o'  Session, 
A  vif  auld  man,  wi'  a  drap  in  his  can, 

lias  fiien  a'  tlie  Whi.i^s  in  the  land  a  threshia', 
Decreet  o'  his  Court  o'  Session, 
Act  sederunt  o'  liis  Session  ; 
The  Wiiii,'s  tliey  are  neerdoweels.  great  and  sma', 
And  cheap,  clieap  o'  a  hearty  threshia'. 

Frae  Enibro  town  his  woi-d  j^anLjs  out,    . 

F'rae  Ambrose'  s])euce,  his  Court  o'  Session, 
And  tlie  deevil  a  prii^  that  stinks  o'  Whig, 
But  liumfounder'd  l)e  sinks  in  coDsteruation. 
Decieet  o'  tliis  Court  o'  Session, 
Act  sedei'unt  o'  the  Session  ; 
The  Whii^s  are  found  out,  and  in  siccan  a  rout, 
Tliat  their  burdies  are  scantily  worth  a  threshia*. 

North,  [on  his  legs  without  crutch.)  Gentlemen,  many  thanks  to 
you  for  your  prose  eulooies  and  your  verse  eulogies,  and  for  the 
strenuous  eulogies  of  your  hurras;  and,  above  all,  for  the  sterling 
and  precious  eulogies  of  your  friendly  looks.  I  feel  myself  veiy 
happy  at  this  moment — I  have  done  my  duty — I  have  succeeded  in 
all  that  I  have  wished  to  perform — and  my  health,  thank  God,  is 
very  tolerable  for  a  Septegenarian  Whig-hater.  GeiitU'men,  I  am 
not  in  the  habit  of  n)aking  long  speeches,  i  thank  you  heartily  for 
your  countenance- on  this  occasion  ;  and  I  btg  leave  to  thank  you 
very  seriously  in  this  bumper  of  j)ort,  for  the  support  you  have 
afforded  the  King,  our  royal  and  gracious  master,  my  excellent  fi  iend 
the  Duke  of  Wellington,  and  myself,  all  through  the  troublesome 
nine  months  which  it  cost  us  three  to  eject  the  Whigs,  and  to  c/atn- 
age  the  Pliilo-whigs  so  completely,  that  it  can  no  longer  be  of  the 
smallest  consequence  either  to  Turk,  Jew,  or  Christian,  what  they 
do  or  what  they  say,  whither  they  be  all  out  of  place,  or  only  all 
out  of  character,  influence,  and  power.*  Gentlemen,  fill  your 
glasses.  I  beg  to  diink  the  immortal  memories  of  the  Right 
Honorable  William  Pitt,  and  the  Most  Noble  Robert  Marquis  of 
Loiidondt-rry  ;  and  may  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  acting  steadily  on 
their  principles,  and  trusting  exclusively  to  their  friends  and  disci- 
ples, complete  the  great  work    he  has  so  gallantly  begun  ;  and   hav-, 

•  In  Anpyst.  1827,  the  death  of  Canninp.  the  Premier,  rend^^red  it  necessary  to  form  a  new 
Ministry  in  Kn^land.  On  Dogberry's  principle  of  choosing  '•  the  made  dierll«ss  man,'"  l.nri) 
(Jcderick  (now  Earl  of  Ripon)  was  selected  a-s  I'rime  Mini.-ter,  and  most  up  a  Cabinet  consist- 
in  {.' of  the  fa-r-cnd  of  the  Canninir  Administration,  a  few  waverine  Tories,  and  a  brace  of 
oltice-seeking  Whips.  Until  Parliament  met.  thi.s  ministry  had  nothing  to  do — and  did  it! 
IVelins  his  fwn  utter  incapacity.  I-ord  Oodericli  resigned,  and  the  Duke  of  Wellington  relin- 
quisiiing  his  oftice  of  Commander-in-Chief,  became  I'remier.  He  carried  the  habits  of  the 
orderlv-room  and  the  camp  into  the  Treasury — rising  at  7.  commencing  business  at  W,  insisting 
on  all  other  officials  a' so  doing  their  «ork.  and  greatly  simplifying  the  routine  of  government 
The  Tory  party,  who  little  Imagined  how  soon  their  favorite  would  astonish  them  by  granting 
Catholic  Kmancii)ation,  which  at  one  time  he  strongly  opposed,  were  in  raptures  at  tlie  Dukc'b 
*cces«'on  to  power. — M. 
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ing  heretofore  saved  En<jland  nncl  Europe  in  the  fiehl,  finally  rescue 
his  country  and  the  cause  of  order  and  goveininent  all  over  the 
world,  from  the  bad  .  onsequences  of  Whig  and  Philo-whig  practice, 
and  the  worse  cotoijijuence  of  Whig  and  Pliilu-whig  theories! 
Solemn  silence,  gentlemen  all, — To  ya^  yspag  s(fri  davovTwv  ! 

Shepherd.  Hand  him  there,  Mr.  Tickler,  if  that's  no  twae  words 
o'  Latin  I'm  a  Pagan  Greek. 

North,  [Jillhig  two  tntmpcrs.)  I  n'p  corrected. 

Shepherd.  Mr.  Macral.in,  1  think  naething  o'  your  way  o'  speakin'. 
Yon's  no  real  oratory.  It's  a'  made  at  hame,  and  muckle  pains  it 
maun  cost  ye  to  gie't  an  exLefTiporaneous  air  o'  deception.  You 
couldna  propose  Mr.  North's  health  in  anither  speech  the  noo  aff 
haun  1 

Macrahin,  [hem.)  I  now  rise,  my  lud,  nnder  sensations  of  that 
sort,  my  luds,  that  it  may  be  difiicult  for  you.  sittin  there  as  you  do, 
to  understand,  gentlemen.  Gentlemen,  1  beg  leave  to  remind  you, 
that  this  is  the  evening  of  the  first  day  of  April,  anno  domini,  one 
thousand,  eight  hundred,  and  twenty-eight,*  [hear,  hear!)  And 
now,  gentlemen,  when  I  have  mentioned  this  fact,  for  a  fact  I  say  it 
is,  and  I  fear  not  to  bottom  this  averment  on  all  the  almanacks  of 
the  day,  be  they  of  Aberdeen,  or  Poor  Rol)in,  or  Francis  Moore, 
jihysiciaii,  or  Ilenry  Brouiiham,  schoidmaster-in-chief  of  the  nine- 
teenth century,  {heur !)  But  to  return,  gentlemen,  I  venture  to 
ol.serve,  in  limine.,  that  there  are  a  thousand  reasons,  gentlemen, 
why  this  particular  ni^lit  ought  to  he  cherislu'd,  and  hallowed,  and 
venerated,  and  crowned  with  glory,  and  honor,  and  reverence,  gen- 
tlemen, by  every  man,  woman,  and  child  [hear,  hear  !)  in  the 
dominions  of  George  the  Fourth,  by  the  grace  of  God,  of  Great 
Britain  and  Ireland,  King,  defender  of  the  faith,  and  his  sheriffs  in 
that  part,  (hear!)  (confound  it) — I  say  there  is  itnliibilable  argu- 
ment, why  this  evening  should  witness  the  shedding  of  a  huuiper  of 
beer,  porter,  punch,  p<ut,  or  claret,  by  every  human  Christian  now 
extant  in  the  whole  circumnavigable  globe  !  [Ileur,  hear  !)  Gen- 
fleiien  of  the  Jury,  nor,  standing  here  as  I  do,  is  it  at  all  incumbent 
that  I  should  occujiy  a  lengthy  space  of  your  precious  time,  with 
any  deUiiled  examination  (jf  the  averments  of  the  other  p:irty, — my 
learufd  friends  will  not  suspect  me  of  any  thing  persmial  ;  no,  no, 
my  luds,  looking  merely  to  things  in  general,  and  the  broad  ex  facie 
appearance  of  the  case,  i  do  not  hesitate  to  afiirm,  that  the  counter 
priiposition  is  entirely,  and  totally,  and  wholly,  and  J'undilus,  an 
untenable  propr)sition — a  false,  gentlemen,  and  a  groundles-;,  anil  an 
utterly  ab>urd,  and  contemptible,  and  quackish,  and  ridiculous,  and 
hase,  and  vile,  and  irrelevant  proposition,  [hear,  hear,  hear/)     iSuch 

•  Thi«  oration  may  b«  taki-n  u  a.  uppcimon  of  the  orilinnry  poit-prandial  iiinnniir  ».'  uiinK  ■ 
in&xiruufii  uf  wurt*«  t"'''>nvrv  n  rni^iiuuiii  of  idcaji. — M. 
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an  one,  gentleinon,  as  no  court,  no,  nor  no  jury,  would  ever  Ilste). 
to  fi)r  ft  moment,  were  it  not  introduced,  gentlemen,  I  will,  and 
must  say  it,  under  thiit  portentous  and  truly  fascinating  and  hasi- 
lisUian  glare  of  gorgeous  and  rhetorical  eml)ellishiiient,  [hear!)  and 
aniplificalion,  with  wiiich  no  one,  as  we  all  know,  knows  lietter  how 
to  illustrate  and  decorate  the  most  untenable  and  egregious  Iminliug, 
(I  use  plain  language  on  a  plain  subject,  gentlemen,)  than  the 
learned  geiitleman  whom  we  have  had  the  high  satisfacliou  of  hear- 
ing, my  lud,  since  this  court  assembled.  {Hear,  hear!)  Now,  to 
return,  I  venture  to  assert,  that  the  reason  of  the  case  is  as  plain, 
clear,  distinct,  and  intelligible,  as  that  two  and  two  make  four,  or 
that  the  learned  gentleman  now  in  my  eye,  my  luds,  is — no  conju- 
ror— begging  his  pardon — (I  mean  no  personality):  in  a  word,  to 
descend  from  things  in  general,  to  a  brief  statement  of  the  case  now 
before  yi>u,  this,  gentlemen,  is  the  evening  of  the  1st  of  April, — 
this  is  the  anniversary  of  a  day,  which  will  ever,  1  think,  be  hallowed 
in  the  eyes  of  the  remotest  generations  of  mankind,  and  which,  at 
all  events,  has  vivid  claims,  sitting  here  as  we  do,  upon  us,  {hear, 
hear!)  Verbum  non  amplius,  {hear,  hear!)  Gentlemen  all,  fill 
your  glasses ;  here's  Christopher  North,  Esquire,  who  this  evening 
completes  the  seventy-third  year  of  his  age,  gentlemen,  {hear,  hear  !) 
and  many  happy  returns  to  him  of  the  1st  of  April.  Christopher 
North,  gentlemen,  long  life  to  him,  and  prosperity  to  Maga  the 
Great! — {All  the  honors — Immense  aj^plause,  d'c.  dbc.  d'c.) 

North,  {ivith  his  crutch.)  Gentlemen,  1  beg  leave  to  return  you 
my  best  thanks,  for  the  kind  way  in  which  you  have  now  drunk  my 
health;  and  i  must  also  take  the  oppor'unity,  since  I  am  on  my 
legs,  of  thanking  you  for  your  valuable  and  steady  support  oi'Magu 
the  Great,  as  our  facetious  friend  has  been  pleased  to  call  her;  and 
especially  for  your  efficient  assistance  and  inflexible  fidelity  to  the 
high  and  holy  cause  of  Protestant  Toryism,  all  through  the  late 
eventful  crisis  of  the  political  concerns  of  this  country.  You,  gen- 
tlenieii,  were  faithful  found  among  the  faithless  ;  {hear,  hear !)  and 
now  that  the  horizon  is  clearing,  1  believe  I  may  venture  to  assure 
you,  that  neither  pilot  nor  sailor,  who  helped  to  weather  the  storm, 
are  at  all  likely  to  be  forgotten  by  either  owner  or  passengers. 
[Hear,  hear,  hear !)  Gentlemen,  we  have  had  a  hard  tussle  ;  but 
i'lovidence  has  been  j)leased  to  bestow  blessing  and  success  in  the 
long  run,  where  these  were  best  deserved,  {hear!)  and  1  think  my 
good  friend  the  Duke  of  Wellington  and  myself  may  now  he  safely 
said  to  be  pretty  well  upon  our  seats  again.  {Hear,  hear!)  And, 
by-the-by,  1  don't  think  I  can  do  better  tlian  propose  his  Grace's 
\wd\th,  {hear !)  lie  writes,  to-day,  that  his  tumble  from  his  cab 
was  a.  mere   scratch,  and   that  he  has  already  quite  recovered  that, 
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[hear,  hear!)  Imt  nevertheless,  here  goes — Arthur,   Duke  of  Wel- 
liuorton  ;  mriy  his  diiys  be  many  and  his  glory  full  ! 

Tickler.  AVith  all  my  heart;  and  may  I  propose  this  small  addi- 
tion '? — May  he  see  clearly,  and  adhere  steadily  to  the  principle, 
that  the  nation  is  Tory,  and  that  other  vital  principle,  that  concilia- 
tion is  humbug,     {Hear,  hear,  hear/) 

Oinnes.  The  Duke,  God  bless  him,  and  hang  conci-liatlon  ! — • 
( Three-times-three.) 

Tickler.  I  believe,  Sir  Morgan,  you  have  just  arrived  in  Auld 
lieekie. 

Odoherty.  Or  you  should  have  seen  me  at  Southside.  I  came 
right  through  on  the  Mail ;  for  you  know  I  was  absent  last  birth- 
day, and  I  could  not  think  of  playing  the  truant  twice. 

North.  Thank  ye,  Odoherty.  Well,  and  how  left  you  the  ene- 
my ? — all  at  blank,  eh  ? — Quite  down  in  the  mouth? — No  symptoms 
of  resurrection  ? 

Oilohertij.  Not  a  twist. 

Tickler.   And  the  Duke  looking  well  1 

Odoherty.  Never  better.  I  saw  him  cantering  old  Blanco  White, 
as  usual,  down  Whitehall,  the  morning  1  started,  as  fresh  as  a  daisy. 
Hang  it,  he's  not  the  boy  to  be  worried  and  worn-out  like  a  parcel 
of  prating  mountebanks.  Do's  the  word.  Indeed  I  am  told,  the 
first  address  he  made  to  his  cabinet  was, — "Gentlemen,  I  hope 
you'll  excuse  me  for  one  hint  preliminary — Do  as  much  as  you  can, 
and  say  as  little." 

Tickler.  "  Jmperutoria  brevitas  r  I  beg  your  pardon,  James, 
give  nx^  tlm  Bordeaux. 

Shepherd.  The  scliocjlmaster  is  abroad,  Hairy  Brougham;*  and  I 
hope  ye'll  find  the  length  o'  the  taws  yoursell  belyve.  You'll  be 
nane  tlie  waur  o'  .somi  mair  schulin'.  I  wish  the  Duke  wad  ca'  a 
new  paurliament,  and  kick  oot  a'  tht;  dregs  o'  the  Cannin's  pairty. 

Tickler.  (Jli,  nonsense!  What  signifies  it  whether  they  are  all 
out  of  place,  or  only  all  and  everv  mother's  son  of  them  out  of 
character,  influence,  and  power?  {Hear,  hear  f)  They  may  make 
fair  ch-rks,  some  of  them.      Let  them  alone,  .lames. 

Shepherd.  Oh!  but  I  wad  mak  a  clrau  house  o'  the  haill  tott  o' 
them,  i  hac^  nat-  fiilh  in  sic  creepy,  siciky,  cinining  creatures; 
llii-y'll  bear  ony thing,  or  they  would  never  hae  staid  \m'  the  Duke; 
and  neither  him  nor  Peel  ever  to  gie  them,  no  even  the  whistle  o' 
a  i)onny  word,  in  fivor  o'  either  Navareen  nor  free  tnd.f  Ky  ! 
sirs,  some  folk  hae  grand  stoi>t  stamachs  o'  tlieir  ain  ! 

•  One  of  Brnuchnm'»  remarku,  nhonl  thmtimn,  which  ha*  Kecornn  an  nphnriKm,  wm  in  roni- 
mi-nt  on  the  fan  Ir.il  Knflaiid  wa»  rul«'J  by  a  military  I'minmr  :  llm  »<iliin;r  i<it»  in  the  t^iibi- 
iM-t,  said  hf.  intGnilin;;  to  fjovern  ty  twiird  and  ordnimo*,  but  1  would  tell  him  that  llm  fchuul- 
miHlrr  Id  n//r«ffl</.  — ,\l.  ■  i  ir  ^ 

f  in  July,  l»-M,  .Mr  Canning  had  made  a  treaty  by  wliich  England  bound  herMlf  to  iupport 
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Odohcrf)/.  Pooli !  pooh!     JSIr.  TTopjT,  you  rusticals  aro  apt,  (o  take 
thiiif^s   latlior  toi>   seriously.      Why,    man,   do  hut  consider   £4000 
£5000,  £(»000,  £10,000  per  annum,  James — these  are  pielty  things, 
\)esides  the   prelly  houses   and   the   pretty   pickings.     Oh,   dear  sir, 
you  don't  understand  the  world  as  il  is. 

ShepherJ.  Aililins  no  ;  but  I  undeistand  aboot  eneugh  to  gar  ine 
despise  maist  feck  o'  the  upper  pairt  o't  gnycn  heartily. 

North.  It  is  very  sad  to  say  it,  James  Hogg,  even  here  among 
fi  lends,  but  it  is  a  world  worse  to  know  and  teel  it,  that  the  charac- 
ter of  our  public  men,  in  general,  has  sustained,  during  these  twelve 
months  bygone,  a  very  considerable  deal  of  daniaj:;e.  Who  has 
escaped  ?  Hang  me,  my  cocks,  if  I  can  lay  my  hand  on  more  than 
three  at  this  moment.     The  dear  Duke,  of  course,  being  one. 

Shqiherd.  And  honest  auld  John  o'  Eldon  another. 

Odohcrty.   And  Peel. 

North.  Peut-etre — but  no,  I  meant  my  Lord  Melville — Scotland 
has  reason  to  be  proud  of  that  nobleman.*  As  to  Peel,  nobody  can 
admire  his  talents,  or  his  principles,  in  the  main,  more  than  myself; 
but  lietween  ourselves,  he  is  afraid  of  bearding  the  Lil)erals  ;  and  if 
that  feeling  be  not  subdued,  say  and  do  as  he  may,  he  will  never  be 
an  efficient  House  of  CoiTimons'  Aaron  for  our  admirable  Moses — 
who,  by-the-by,  seems  to  need  no  Aaron  at  all,  at  all,  in  the  Lords, 

Odoherttj.  He  indeed  !  Why,  no  man  speaks  better — plain,  clear, 
distinct,  manly,  downright — ^just  as  Lord  Dudley  said,  ihii  imperatoria 
brevitiis.  W  hy,  the  House  of  Lords  have  too  mucli  sense  to  listen 
lo  long  speeches  from  any  l)ody.  Even  poor  dear  Canning  would 
have  heen  e.xtii'guished  in  a  fortniglit. 

Tickler.  Canaing  !  extinguished  ! !  O  dear  !  O  dear  !  what  a 
world  this  is  ! 

"  All  !  wlio  would  climb  the  solar  height, 
To  Bet  in  such  a  starless  night  ?" 

Greece  in  the  grruppie  for  independence.  In  September.  1827,  Ibrahim  Pacha,  the  Turkish  GoT- 
ernornf  Gieece,  agreed  with  theadniirais  of  the  combined  fleets  of  Kngland,  France,  and  Russia, 
to  suspend  hostilities  a<r.!inst  the  (irei'ks.  preiparatory  to  a  treaty  of  jieac-e.  ile  violated  tlie 
truce,  and  the  allied  lli-ets.  whicii  \\?x\  blockaded  the  Turkisli  lleet  in  the  liarbor  of  Navarino, 
immediately  entered  tlie  port.  The  'i'urks  fired  into  an  Knjjlish  ship  and  a  battle  ensued, 
(Oct  m.  IHi7.)  in  which  the  Turkish  fleet  was  almost  annihilated,  and  by  which  the  inde]iend- 
ence  of  Greece  was  virtually  achieved.  The  Turks  resisted,  and  war  with  I{u.ssia  was  the  re- 
•ult.  Turkey  defended  well,  at  fir.^l.  but  in  tlie  second  campaign,  the  Ru.ssians  forced  the  pas>a{;0 
of  the  lialkan,  captured  Adrianojde  (tlie  second  city  in  ihe  empire,)  and  forced  thrf  Sultan  to 
consent  to  terms  of  peace,  dictated  (not  very  harshly)  almost  at  the  very  gates  of  Constanti- 
nople. When  I'arliaiuent  met.  alter  the  naval  conflict,  the  King's  speech  mfnlioned  the  baitle  of 
.Navarino  as  "an  untoward  event.'"  The  mostcurious  fact  was.  that  Sir  lOdw.ard  Codiington, 
the  JSntisli  Admiial.  iiad  strictly  obeyed  his  instructions,  which  were  not  to  fire  a  shot  until 
the  Turks  first  acted  on  the  olfensive  and  that  the  Lord  lliph  Admiral,  (then  Duke  of  Clarence, 
and  afterwards  William  IV.)  when  disjiatchinf;  these  instructions,  actually  wrote  the  emphatic 
words.   ■■  Go  it.  J^'nl,"'  under  his  oIKcial  signature  I — .M. 

'I'lie  second  Vis-ount  .Melville,  son  of  Henry  Uundas,  tlie  friend  and  sujiporter  cf  William 
Pitt — who  deserted  i  iiu  at  the  end  I — il. 


THE   WEILISGTON   MINISTRT. 

Macrahbi.  The  tappit  hen's  with  you,  IMr.  Tickler?* 

Tickler.  Here,  North,  I  shall  shove  her  along  the  mantel-piece  to 
you.  Pray,  Odoherty,  speaking  quite  among  ourselves,  what  are 
the  true  peo|)le  saying  to  it  in  town  ? 

Odoherty.  Deuced  little.  But,  hang  it!  there's  no  denying  the 
fact,  they  are  not  pleased. 

Tickler.  1  thought  so.  The  Quarterly  muni  as  a  mouse  as  to 
thin<'s  in  general,  hut  bold  I'uough  as  to  the  corn,  and  on  the  riaht 
side,  I  am  happy  to  see — John  Bull  <;runibling  audil)ly — the  Post 
still  at  its  post,  as  if  Ellenli(.r(iii;:h  were  not  gagged — the  Standard 
dropping  odd  liints — why,  the  nt-w  God  really  seems  to  have  no 
thciroughstitch  advocate  in  the  London  press  of  any  consequence, 
except  the  Courier  and  New  'limes,  both  of  which  concerns  it  will 
take  time  to  place  where  they  were  before  the  rat  at  the  strike. 
This  looks  baddish,  don't  it] 

Odoherty.  Why,  so  far  as  the  Duke  is  concerned.  I  believe  there 
has  been  no  minister  since  Pitt  so  universally  trusted  :  but  he,  I 
daresay,  had  mure  difficulties  to  get  over  than  we  know  of  And  to 
speak  the  plain  tiict,  he  (ell  into  one  or  two  blunders.  The  leaving 
out  old  Eldon  was  one ;  and,  with  reverence  be  it  said,  the  taking 
in  Lord  Eileiiiiorough,  clever  speaker  as  he  may  be,  was  another — 
he  is  a  man  without  either  lilood,  or  land,  or  money  even  ;  and  his 
stool  might  have  been  more  efliciently  filled. | 

North.  I  once  heard  him  speak,  and  think  he  will  turn  out  a 
valuable  hand  in  the  long  run — why  was  he  taken  in  ? 

Odoherty.  lie  can  speak  well,  and  fears  no  \N  hig — and  he  had 
lieard  so  much  of  the  private  feelings,  in  certain  quarters,!  about 
that  bloody  blunder  of  the  noodle  Codrington,  that  when  )num  was 
to  be  the  word,  it  was,  I  suppose,  thought  or  felt  to  be  a  matter  of 
necessity  to  take  him  intalhe  firm  bodily. 

North.  So  Metternich's  coming  over,  I  hear.|l  How  will  he  man- 
age with  Dudley  \ 

Odoherlij.  O,  he'll  manage  them  all,  except  th(^  Duke,  who  will 
manage  him.  He'll  cut  no  jokes  al)oul  the  new  I'remier,  such  as  ho 
sent  home  to  the  seuNitivc  heart  of  po<jr  Canning. 

North.  Of  Canning?     Jokes? 

*  Tappit  A<n,— in  drinkinr^,  thii  oiually  meant  a  tin  pot,  witli  n  knob  nn  tlin  top,  contiiinins 
4  cuart  ol  ale. — M. 

f  ('(inrKlKrinc  Ihat  Lord  I'iUlnn  vhk  77  ycnrii  old  at  tliiii  time,  and  by  far  ton  ultra  in  h'H  'I'nrv 
noliiim  lor  Wfilmclon  •  new  HyHlnin  of  iii"d«rat«  conci'i'iiionK  to  the  (ihojiIh,  lli«  n'M.  r<•^lclrinl{ 
nun  111  the  Minii-tryand  the  WnuUaik  wux  the  ruverre  of  a  blunder.  In  liix  jdiu'o.  l^nrd  l>ynd- 
biirhl,  (»<in  of  Co|dey,  the  Ainf^nrun  painti'r,)  wan  conlinuvd  and  wa«  as  jiliiint  ii.«  could  bo 
di-firfd  at  ihe  j-ropcr  liiiio  Lord  Klli:nliorou(;h,  alhfit  an  able  man,  wa»  iindiU'd  fi  r  mch  a 
r<!.'<|'on!<ible  pout  iin  ihat '>f  condurtini;  the  tovirnincnt  of  the  Ka»t  Indii'ii.  and  alii'rwnnli 
•  huwed  Kuch  marked  .nellicicncy,  when  Governor-Uenvral  of  India,  that  liu  wxn  |ii'ii'Mi|iloril]r 
recalled.— M. 

\  An  evinced  by  the  "  On  it,  J^rit^'  iniilnictionii.  —  M. 

II  I'or  forty  yearn,  I'rinto  Mi-tlernirh  l''orni;;n  .Mi muter  of  Austria,  wax  tho  ino»l  (lowcrfnl 
iiibji'cl  in  I'.uriiiH'.  'I'll!'  Keviilulion  of  \r-\  <  dri  ve  him  Irom  ollice  and  into  uxile.  lie  rclurncd 
to  Auilriu  in  l'.-j\,  lul  iiua  nut  returned  ollice-  M. 
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Odoherttj.  Ayp,  to  be  sure  ;  did  you  never  hear  the  real  history 
of  the  Treaty  of  liOiidon  ? 

North.  Not  I,  truly. 

Odiihot;/.  It  was  tliis.  Mi'tteniich  writiiifr  to  Princess  Lieven 
al)t)Ut  llio  St.  Petersburgh  Protoct)!,  said  "  Partttriunt  monies — Caii- 
nirg's  hell  enfant  du  nord,  will  be,  after  all,  still-born.''''  My  lady, 
^hl'rt]y  after  this,  cliose  to  resent  some  pait  of  Meltcrnicli's  pro- 
eeedinifs — his  marriage,  I  believe  ;  and  Canning,  who  was  at  that 
time  doing  his  possible  in  the  corps  diplomatique,  chancing  to  be  in 
her  boudoir  one  pretty  morning  among  "  the  wee  short  hours,"  the 
fair  dame  thought  fit  to  show  him  the  old  Fox's  taunting  epistle. 
You  may  guess  the  elfect  on  the  vainest  man  in  Europe.  He  went 
home  biting  his  nails,  and  war,  war,  war — 

Nortli.  Tanticne  animis  coelestibus  irail  Good  God!  what  are 
we  made  of?     Ytt  was  George  Canning  made  of  the  finest  clay. 

Macriibin.  What  a  scandalous  conci.rn  was  all  that  explanation- 
row  !  Upon  my  word,  The  Times  made  me  sick  for  a  week  on 
end. 

Tickler.  No  wonder — gabble,  gabble,  gabble — guarantee,  guaran- 
tee, guarantee, — pledge,  pledge,  pledge; — fudge,  fudge,  fudge. 

Odoherty.  Perhaps  you  have  not  heard  of  the  real  history  of  the 
bri-ak-up  of  the  patch-work  neither? 

North.  Possibly  not.  But  say  on.  Have  you  seen  the  last 
Numl)er  ? 

Odoherty.  I  don't  take  in  your  magazine. 

North.  But  every  other,  editors  and  all. 

Shepherd.    Ilem  ! 

Odoherty.  Trulii  never  lies  in  a  well,  but  always  in  a  nut-shell. 
1'he  VVliigs  at  last,  after  months  of  work,  extorted  from  a  high 
quarter  a  most  reluctant  consent  to  the  coming  in  of  Lord  Holland. 
The  consent  was  given,  but  every  one  felt  from  that  hour  that  the 
confidence  was  gone.  The  Tories — Ilerries  and  Copley,  1  mean — 
took  heart  of  grace  accordingly,  and  so  the  smash.  The  immediate 
cause  however,  was  old  Tierney's  eternal  bablding  at  Brookes's. 
That  disgusted  Iluskisson  ;  and  when  he  was  willing  to  separate 
from  the  faction,  what  liolt  had  they  to  keep  the  concern  together? 
Lord  Goderich,  who  is  worth  fifty  thousand  ILiskissons,  had  no 
more  the  sort  of  tact  for  managing  matters  among  such  a  set  (;f 
Inmgry  griping  tricksters,  than  for  being  an  attorney  or  a  stock-job- 
ber. There  was,  by-the-by,  another  original  element  of  ruin. 
Goderich  never  trusted  Brougham — and  Brougham,  who  had  made 
Canning  his  own,  soul  and  body,  revolted,  in  fact,  from  the  hour 
that  Lansdowne  failed  for  the  Premiership.  You  can  see  the  gum 
against  Goderich  in  the  last  Edinlnugli,  plain  enough — and  that 
could    be  nothing  but  the  Barrister's,  and   would   be  Lord  Chancel- 
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lor's  own  private  gvm  ;  for  ne,  in  truth,  sacrificed  his  Premiership 
lo  the  Whig  leaders;  and  moreover,  was  left  out  by  tlie  Duke, 
simply  and  solely  on  account  of  his  feelings,  of  a  personal  nature,  in 
regard  to  Lord  Lansdowne,  and  Lord  Holland,  and  Loid  Carlisle. 

Korth.  Your  stury  is  pruhal>le,  and  n  ay  lie  gospel.  But  really 
now,  who  cares  about  these  things'?  There  are  present  difficulties 
enough,  God  knows.  There  are,  as  Grant's  speech  anent  tlie  corn 
is,  of  it>eif.  abundant  evidence,  two  parties  still  in  the  Cabinet — and 
it  is  clear  enough,  that  dc  facto  there  is  all  but  a  professed  opposition 
of  a  worse  sort  still  going  on — I  mean  the  opposition  of  the  House 
of  Ccmmons  t<>  the  House  of  Lords. 

Odoherty.  Most  true.  Canning  had  completely  taken  possession 
of  all  the  young  fry  in  the  Lower  House,  and  there  they  are  now,  a 
pack  of  enipty-headid,  solemn  economists,  prigs  and  dolts,  ready  to 
stick  to  any  leader  who  will  cant  the  liberal  slang  of  the  day, — I 
mean  to  any  one  of  that  stamp  but  Huskisson.  He  has  been  da- 
maged, so  that,  for  the  present,  he  is  pretty  near  powerless  with  them 
— but  time  soon  wipt-s  out  all  impressions  from  light  minds,  and  let 
Peel  look  to  himself  and  his  leadership  against  another  session.* 

Korth.  What  an  egregious  pack  of  slumberers  the  old  Tory  Lords 
are!  \Vhv  can't  they  open  their  eyes,  and  see  that  it  will  not  do 
to  keep  I  heir  seats  in  tin-  Commons,  himl)ered  with  all  this  brood  of 
idle  Loid  Johns  and  Lord  Harriis — that  if  lh«y  mean  to  save  any- 
thing, they  can  only  do  it  by  looking  ahoiit  them,  and  putting  in 
ftllows  that  liave  liolh  brains  and  toiiguis  to  do  their  bn>ine>s  fur 
them  1     The  interest  will  go  to  jiot  if  they  persist  much  longer. 

Tickler.  Strange  blindness  !  Can't  they  look  over  the  land,  and 
perceive  a  fact  which  stares  all  but  themst-lves  in  the  face,  th:it  the 
literary  talent  and  ii.flui-nee  of  this  nation  is,  to  a  fraction,  with 
them  and  their  just  cause  ;  and  then  ask  of  themselves  how  the 
deuce  it  ha[)peMs,  that  in  tiie  House  of  Commons,  the  talent,  and 
the  infliience.  of  talent,  are  to  a  fraction  against  them  ?  By 
Heavens!  if  we  had  the  Dukes  of  liutlanrl  and  Newcastle  here, 
I  think  it  would  lie  no  hard  matter  to  put  them  up  to  a  thing  or 
two. 

Odoh'vli/.   Po(,h  !    pooh  !     They  liave  US  clever  a  fellow  as  any  of 
us  among  themselves — Lord  Lowlher.j 

North.  They  have;  but  Lowlher  is  one  of  themstlves,  and  there- 
fore the  prayer  of  Tin.olluus,  niay  still  stand, — 

•  Uui'ki»»''n  8tli"mpt<id  to  pain  morn  pp'i'omlprar' e  in  till"  AVellinctoii  Cttbini't,  wliilo  nI»o 
n>hinf;  tor  |  o[.ul:iriiy  oul  ol  il.  llinn  Uii-  lUikr  likc.l,  nnd  wnx  lurnol  mil  m  a  vim  y  oniiiiinrjr 
lunniipr,  at  ilie  •■nrlni-t  oj.j.orliinity.  Ilja  <-onviil»i\B  illurtK  lu  conliniii!  in  ollni'  i'miIiiI  no 
ir.udi  li>u{.'hlpr  nnd  ronlrmi't  tlmt  tun  rtmrnrii  r.  :iii  n  (lulilio  man.  xniik  to  znni  — Al. 

t  .Now  Karl  o(  LonMlale.  11*  wa*  i'rutitleitl  ui  tlie  Council  id  Lord  U«rby'«  Ailminiiirai> 
tuu,  Ifvjv!.— M. 

Vol.  III.—.-. 
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"  0  wnd  eoine  power  the  •^iflie  gie  lis, 
To  Bee  omeclvos  us  otluTS  see  us  1" 

SliephciJ.  I  wad  lil<c  to  he  a  nuiiihrr  of  it,  war  it  but  fur  ao 
niiigle  session.  And  aiMins  wlion  they  were  discussing  cohi,  or 
slioep,  or  nowt,  or  llic  sawinon  qnaslion,  I  coidd  ti'Il  them  as  meikle 
{irat'tioal  sense  as  ever  a  laird  nr  lord  in  the  bang — it  1  could. 

Aorlh.  The  hojiorable  and  learned  member  for  Selkirk,  Pee- 
bles, Lanark,  and  Linlithgow,  hath  said  well.  By-the-by,  talking  t)f 
Laidlaw,  why  does  Allan  Cunningliam  call  him  Waller? — and  why 
does  the  Edinburgh  Reviewer  repeat  the  blunder  ! — I  was  glad, 
however,  to  see  that  JeftVey  had  the  sense  to  quote  "  Lucy's  Flitting  ;" 
'tis  one  of  the  sweetest  things  in  the  world — and  William  Laidlaw 
should  take  courage  and  publish  a  volume.  Not  a  fktw  staves 
of  his  have  I  sung  in  the  old  days,  when  we  used  to  wash  our 
faces  in  the  Douglas'  Burn,  and  you,  James,  were  the  herd  on 
the  hill.  Oh,  me  !  those  sweet,  sweet  days  o'  langsyne,  Jamie  ! 
Here's  Willie  Laidlaw's  health,  gentlemen.*  Oh,  dear  ! — [Oreat 
ap2:>hiuiie.) 

Shepherd.  Oh,  Mr.  North  !  it's  weel  as  I  mind  you  the  first  time 
ye  cam  up  Yarrow — thirty  years  come  Lammas — yes,  it  was  just 
the  ninety-eight — and,  eli  me  !  but  ye  war  a  bnirdly  ane  in  tliae 
d.'iys — \e  didna  look  meikle  aboon  livc-and-thirty — and  nae  wonder, 
for  I'm  sure  nae  stranger  wad  take  ye  for  meikle  abuon  sixty 
now. 

North.  And  yet  I  have  been  no  Cornaro,  except  as  in  keenness  of 
appetite.  Abernethy  would  speak  less  dogmatically  about  absti- 
nence and  his  eternal  fourteen  ounces  of  simple  food  and  small 
glass  of  sarsaparilla  water,  if  he  bud  ever  collogued  with  some  of 
us.      Eh,  Tickler  i 

Tickler.  Yes,  indeed.  What  a  capital  book  Abernethy's  Lectures 
make  !     They  have  sucked   them  out  of  the  Lancet  now,  and  you 

♦William  Laidlaw  was  the  son  of  a  farmer  on  the  Douglas-bnrn,  near  F.ttrick  Forest,  t . 
whom  Ho^'K  had  bi^en  sliejilierd  for  ten  years.  Scott  had  become  intimate  with  Laidlav/  in  his 
country  excursions  in  quest  of  old  ballads  for  his  "  Minstrelsy  of  the  Scottisii  Border,"  and  in  IH)!, 
was  brcufrht  by  him  into  a  kiiowleilj;e  of  Itoyg,  himself  a  lover  and  writer  of  soni;«i,  and  whose 
mother  was  celebrated  for  liavinir  by  heart  several  old  ballads  in  a  more  perfect  torm  than  any 
oiher  inhabitant  of  the  Vale  of  Kttrick.  Laidlaw  had  written  some  poetry,  and  his  son;;  of 
"  Lucy"s  Fliti^ng.""— a  simple  and  pathetic  jiicture  of  a  poor  JOtlrick  maiden's  feelings  on  leav- 
ing a  >ervice  wliere  she  had  been  happy — has  long  and  must  ever  be  a  favorite  (says  Lockhart) 
Willi  ail  who  under.'-tand  the  delicacies  af  the  fccottish  dialect  and  the  manners  of  the  distiict 
ill  wliich  the  scene  in  aid.  Having  tailed  as  a  farmer,  he  was  invited  by  Scott  to  occupy  a 
hou.-e  on  his  land.  and  try  to  live  by  his  jjen.  .Scott  obtained  him  a  good  deal  of  wnrk- cliielly 
cuin|iilation — and  (inany  made  him  steward  of  the  Abbol.-^lord  pro]ierty.  Wa.-hinglon  Irving, 
who  met  Laidlaw  and  his  wife  at  Scott's  table,  has  warmly  prnised  the  intelligence  of  his 
mind  anJ  the  simplicity  of  his  manners.  iMoore  diaryed  him  also,  in  terms  of  prai.<e.  Scott 
WLi!  unable  to  hold  a  pen  during  his  severe  illness  in  l-I!t.  and  Laidlaw  acted  as  his  amanu- 
ensis, and  wrote  from  his  dictation  the  greater  part  of  the  liride  of  Lammermoor.  the  whole  of 
the  l<egend  of  iSlontrose.  and  nearly  all  of  Ivanhoe.  When  he  returned  frdii  Italy,  to  die, 
Laidlaw  received  him  <at  .Abbotslord  and  his  first  words  were,  '"  11a  !  W^illie  I^aidlaw!  0, 
man.  how  often  have  i  thought  ol  you  '."  lie  attended  ijcott  in  his  last  moments  and  followed 
Uim  to  his  grave. — Al. 
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may  have  llietii  all  in  a  sinj^le  compact  stout  volume  by  lhemsel\'es. 
I  took  it  with  me  t'other  day  on  the  top  of  the  mail  to  Glasgow,  and 
I  swear  I  passed  my  five  hours  most  exqaiisitel}'.  The  Hang  its! 
and  Egads !  and  so  forth,  give  a  wonderful  lightness  and  relief  to 
the  doctrine.  But,  as  you  say,  the  V)urden  of  the  whole  song  is 
fourteen  ounces  and  sarsaparilla — a  very  Saugrado. 

North.  He  has  the  honesty,  however,  to  confess,  that  he  has  not 
always  practiced  as  he  j)reaches.  That  shows  life  in  a  mussel.  Oh! 
he  must  be  the  prince  ;uid  king  of  all  t)ral  instructors.  1  only  wish 
they  had  given  us  a  face  of  the  old  boy,  for  I  never  saw  him,  and  I 
think  no  interesting  book  ought  ever  to  l)e  puljlished  without  a  cut 
of  the  inditer's  piiysiognomy. 

Shepherd.  What  a  capital  ane  of  your  worship  that  is  on  the  last 
new  cover  of  Maga  !  I  wish  Tainmas  Cammel  would  follow  your 
ixam[)le,  and  tip  us  a  sample  o'  hiinsell  with  the  New  Monthly.  I 
never  saw  Tammas  Cammel.      What  like  is  he] 

North.  Never  saw  Campbell  ! — Is  it  possible  !  I  love  him,  de- 
sjiiti-  his  politics. 

Tickler.  And  I;  but  must  say,  the  personality  of  that  magazine 
of  his  begins  t't  be  very  nauseous  to  me.  Why,  they  used  to  speak 
of  ]-2bony's  personalities — there  is  more  of  that  in  every  one  numlter 
of  the  Ni.'W  Monthly  now,  than  there  ever  was  in  any  three  of  ours 
in  our  wildest  days — and  of  a  worse  kind.  IJe  has  got  some  most 
(illliy  contributors  in  ]Jul)lin. 

Odoherty.  Horrid  creatures  !  I  think  their  /w/e  attacks  on  Lord 
Manners  are  about  the  basest  thing  1  ever  met  with.*  l^or  what 
class  of  readers  can  these  be  meant  ? 

7'ickler.  For  your  delicate  countrvmen  of  the  Association,  of 
course — though  1  acijuit  U'Connell.  IJang  him,  with  all  his  faults, 
J^aii  is  a  gentleman. 

Odoherty.   \\y  libelling  tlie  dying  nnd  tlie  dciicl, 

Mi)rgiiii  ]i;is  biead  uiid  eiieeBe — iitid  Slicil  li;i8  bread. 

TTave  any  of  you  icad  my  old  cliiini,  Sir  .lonah  ISarriiigton's 
Memoirs  ? 

North.  Yes,  and  with  edification.     Arc  bis  facts  facts,  Odoherty  1 

(Jdoherlij.  Not  knowing,  can't  say  ;  but  they  are  amusing,  and 
that's  (•nou;ih  for  me.  As  to  the  general  truth  of  the  picture,  I  have 
no  doubt  of  that. I 


•  Tha  article  in  rntitlR<).  "Thn  Manner*  Tentitnoninl,"  and  in  to  1>o  fonnil  in  llio  pprond 
vol  ki  me  of  Slieil'n  "  t>ki!t>licii  ol  llie  Irinti  Itnr."  Ijtml  Mnnnem  liiiil  Li'en  IJhnncrlloi  of  In-land 
for  t  A'enty  yt*Arit,  during  whiirh  he  oppoiii'd  the  Cnlhcilirit,  in  |>uhli(:  n»  well  hh  in  |iriv,it<t,  nnd 
vlien  hn  wnii  •liHiiii'i'ed.  it  wax  nut  xiiri'riKini;  tliiit  one  of  llitiiii,  in  nketchini;  Inn  charnuliT  nnd 
earrfrr.  Khfujhl  d*i  it  n<»t  with  a  roM'-fwenled  rrny*»n.  —  .M. 

t  !-'ir  Jonah  lti>rrincton,  .hnlfe  of  the  Admiralty  Court  in  Ireland,  from  l'-l>7  until  I"-:!!),  au- 
thor oi'  iliKtoric  .Memoirn  of  Ireland,  anil  of  Ter^onal  M<elrheB  ol  iiiH  own  'I'iiih^h.  wliicli  :>io 
extnvotly  (;ra|ihie  nnd  lively,  nnd  havu  obtained   iiiiicli   jio|iiilnril/  whorcvei  .ho  l'jn|'lii>h  ian- 

»  iini'«   ih  ■iiiiLi'ii . —  W 
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North.  Doos  Banington  scribble  in  the  New  Montlily  too  ? 

Odohertij.   I  tliiuk  not. 

Tickler.  I  hope  your  friend  has  better  taste.  What  a  vile  system 
this  is,  of  cncoiiragiiig  all  the  broken  down  rmies  of  Boulogne  and 
Dieppe  to  write  their  recollections  of  the  societies  they  WcTe,  in 
their  better  days,  suffered  to  contaminate  in  town  !  1  venture  to 
sav,  that  Ilarriette  Wilson  is  nothinij  to  the  inditers  of  these 
"Clul)s  of  London,"  "  Drafts  on  Lafitte,"  "Anecdotes  of  the  Beef- 
steaks," and  so  forth,* — these  escape  valves  of  tiic  bitterness  of  the 
blackballed  and  the  ejected  !  Heavens  !  in  what  vile  days  we  live. 
Grub-street  has  travelled  westwards  with  a  vengeance.  Here,  fill 
a  bumper  all  round — Confusion  to  the  felon-traitors  of  the  festive 
board — tJieir  jxmderers — and  their  paymasters  ! 

Omnes.  Confusion  to  the  traitors  of  the  festive  board  ! 

[Three  rounds  of  a  groan.^ 

North.  By-the-by,  Sir  Morgan,  what  could  induce  Campbell  to 
stuff  that  last  Magazine  of  his  with  that  stupid  piece  of  politics  ? 
Who  wrote  those  drivels'? 

Odoherty.  Poor  Mackintosh,  I  was  told.  He  writes  occasionally 
for  Campbell — particularly  that  inimitable  series  of  jeiix  de-S2)leen, 
entitled,  "Opinions  for  182(),  1827,  1828,"  etc.  Poor  Jemmy  ap- 
pears to  be  on  liis  last  legs.  He  was  just  in  full  scent,  on  a  very 
good  permanent  snuggery,  when  the  machinery  of  the  Whig-jobbers 
suddenly  broke  the  main-spring  in  January  last. 

North.  Ah  !  he  was  one  of  a  legi(jn  of  such  sufferers.  What  a 
pretty  number  of  sly  threads  were  a-weaving  !  We  saw  something 
of  it  here,  but  we  had  not  time  for  a  belly-full.     It  was  coming. 

Shepherd.  Say  as  ye  like;  the  Whigs  are  better  friends  man  the 
Tories.  They're  no  fear'd  to  lend  a  lift  to  folk,  that  have  stood  by 
them  when  their  backs  were  at  the  wa'.  As  for  our  folk,  they're 
poor  pluckless  chields  ancnt  thae  things  in  common.  Let  me  see 
a  single  man  of  genius  that  they're  done  oiiything  for  in  our  time. 
There's  Cammel  has  his  pension,  and  there's  Dugald  Stewart  got  an 
eight-and-twenty  years'  renewal  of  his  patent  sinecure,  only  the  day 
afore  the  Omnigatherum  were  turned  out.f  Wlien  will  ye  hear  of 
our  friends  doing  onything  like  that  for  the  like  of  me  t/r  Allan 
Cynningliam,  or  ony  other  man  o'  genius  ? 

North.  Never.      And  do  you   thank   y<mr  God,  sir,  that  you   are 

•Anecdotal  sketches,  anecdotes,  and  reminiscences,  which  were  appearinj;,  at  this  time,  in 
the  New  Monthly  .Magazine.     If  not  very  true  or  new,  they  were  very  ainu.sing. — M. 

t  Campbell  was  on  the  pension-list  for  thuty-ei^hl  years,  for  X'Jlll)  a-year  Dugald  Stewart, 
the  well-known  author  of '•  Elements ->f  tiie  I'hilosophy  of  the  Human  Alind,''  had  a  sinecure 
place  created,  or  revived,  for  him.  b  the  Wliig  .Ministry  in  If^Oli  He  w.is  made  Gazette 
writer  for  ."Scotland,  and,  the  small  dut.es  of  the  olhce  being  executed  by  dejiuiy.  his  own  sole 
and  partirular  business  waji— to  sign  a  receipt  quarterly  for  about  XIUMI  a-year  I  In  iB'Jb,  just 
before  tht  Ooderich  .Ministry  was  broken  up,  they  renewed  the  patent  for  this  sinecure  !  How- 
ever, kitewarl  did  not  long  proiit  by  the  job,  as  he  died  in  the  year  following. — M. 
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above  needing  tlieir  assistance.  In  the  present  state  of  literature, 
James,  siicli  men  as  you  need  nothing  but  diligence  to  be  rich,  at 
least  indepeiii  ent ;  and  in  the  present  state  of  this  country — I  don't 
mean  to  dis^^uise  my  sentiments — James,  the  man  who  condescends 
to  pocket  either  pension  or  sinecure,  unless  he  has  earned  them  liy 
public  service,  and,  moreover,  can't  live  without  the  money,  that 
man,  be  he  high  or  low,  deserves  to  bear  any  name  but  that  of  a 
Tory;  for  that,  sir,  is  only  a  synonyme  for  Patkiot — and  Patriot, 
if  I  have  any  skill  in  such  affairs,  means  Honest  Man. 

Tickler,  You  are  quite  right,  Christopher.  The  Finance  Com- 
mittee ought  to  be  cut  to  the  quick — if  they  don't,  it  had  been  better 
fir  ihem  never  to  be  born.  They  may  lose  a  few  rotten  members 
by  such  bold  work;  but  the  Duke  can  afford  all  that.  Let  him 
show  them  all,  that  though  Whigs  can  chatter,  it  is  Tories  only  who 
ever  toill  ref  irm. 

North.  Yes,  yes,  Timothy  ;  it's  no  time  for  mincing  matters  now. 
AVe  have  a  debt  which  no  man  ought  to  cry  out  against,  because  it 
was  contracted  in  the  noblest  as  well  as  the  most  necessary  of  all 
causes.  The  fact  is,  that  we  are  horribly  crippled  by  our  debt  ; 
ainl,  whatfver  direct  imans  may  be  ultimately  taken  to  diminish  the 
liurden  itself,  (which  must  be  diminislied  ere  we  can  hold  our  heads 
heaven-high  again)  the  indirect  means  must  be  taken  forthwith.  I 
mean  that  all  unnecessary  expenditure  must  be  got  rid  of,  because 
that  alone  can  give  real  strength — the  strength  of  vigorous,  solid, 
general  fiitli,  to  the  government  of  the  country  ;  and  nothing  can 
we  hope  for  but  from  a  strong  government — a  gigantically  strong 
one — a  real  thorough  Tory  one.      What  says  Timotheus'? 

Tickler.  Timoiheus  says  that  he  knocks  down  Udoherly  for  a  song. 

Odoherty.   {^Singn.*) 

Air, — "  Tliey  may  rail  al  this  life." 

They  may  rail  at  tlie  city  wliire  I  was  fifst  born, 

But  it's  tliere  llify've  t  lie  wiiiMky,  mid  butter,  and  pork, 
All'  II  iiale  little  Hpot  for  to  walk  in  each  morn. 

Tiny  ealln  it  liaiint.'H  Square,  an<f  tlie  city  "8  Cork! 
The  Sijiiiire  lia^  twi)  HJdeH,  why,  kiic  eiist,  and  one  West; 

And  eiMivdnii'iiIrt  tin-  r<»t;iiin  of  frolic  and  spree, 
Wlii-re  Halinoii.  drishcfiis,  and  bei-f  ■-leakH  are  cook'd  best, 

Oeh  1   J''ix/iainl/li'H  the  Aidrn  for  you,  love,  and  ino. 

If  you  want  to  behold  the  Hublime  ami  the  bciiiiteous, 

Put  your  tocH  in  yoiir  Ijro^^uea,  and  see  sw<'et  Hhiniey  Lane, 
WlK-re  the  [Kireiils  and  rhililrr  is  dimely  and  duteous, 

Ami  "dry  lodfrij,"  both  rider  and  beast  enti'rtain: 
In  the  ecliars  In-low  diui-s  Ihe  HhiHliin'  yonnf^  fcllnWH, 

\\  li:it  eoiiicrt  with  tin-  liulter  from  (IhIiiiiI  Traiei' ; 
Winle  the  Ian  lady.  ehalkiiiL;  the  score  on  the  bellows, 

Sings,  Cork  is  an  Aiil'u  for  y<.u,  Ic.ve,  iind  inc. 

This  »ong  ui>on  Curk  wa»  wrillen  by  Dr.  .Mu^inn,  a  nalive  uf  lliat  ''  beautiful  city." — M. 
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Blaek]io()l  is  anotlior  sweet  place  of  tliat  city, 

Where  |)iu;s,  t\vi>^8,  and  W(/veiP,  tliey  all  f^mw  toRctlier, 
With  its  small  little  taiiyaiile — ocli,  more  is  the  pity — 

T(i  trip  the  poor  beasts  to  convert  them  to  leather  1 
Farther  np  to  tlie  east,  is  a  place  great  and  famous, 

It  is  called  Mall'W  Lane — antiquaries  agree 
That  it  lioliis  the  Sliihhien  which  once  held  King  Shamus: — 

Oh  !  Coik  is  au  AiJcu  for  you,  love,  and  nie. 

Tlieii  go  biick  to  Daunt's  Bridge,  though  you'll  think  it  is  qnnre 

'J'hat  you  cau't  see  the  bridge — faix!  you  ne'er  saw  the  like 
Of  that  bridge,  nor  of  one-sided  Buckingham  Sq-.'.are, 

Nor  the  narrow  Broad  lane,  that  leads  up  to  the  Dyke  1 
Where  turning  his  wheel  sits  that  Saint  "Holy  Joe," 

And  iiuiiihrrlliix  are  made  of  the  best  quality. 
And  young  van/iiits  sing  •'  Colleen  dan  croolfiiua  tno" — * 

And  Cork  is  an  A'tden  for  you,  love,  and  me. 

When  you  gets  to  the  Dyke,  there's  a  beautiful  prospect 

Of  a  loui^  gravel  walk  between  two  rows  of  trees; 
On  one  side,  with  a  biautiful  southern  aspect. 

Is  Blair's  Castle,  that  trembles  alx)ve  in  the  breeze  I 
Far  olf  to  tlie  west  lies  the  lakes  of  Killarney, 

Which  son)e  hills  intervening  prevents  you  to  see; 
But  you  smell  the  sweet  wind  from  the  wild  groves  of  Blarney— 

Och  1  Cork  is  the  Aideu  for  you,  love,  and  me  1 

Take  the  road  to  Glanmire,  the  roail  to  Blackrock,  or 

The  sweei  Boieeniaunah,  to  charm  your  eyes. 
If  you  doubt  wliat  is   Wise,  take  a  dram  of 'I'oin  Walker, 

And  if  you're  a  Walker,  toss  off  ToniTuy  Wisef  1 
I  give  you  my  word  that  they're  both  lads  nf  xjjirit  ; 

But  if  a  "■  rau'-c/iaw,"  with  your  gums  don't  agree. 
Beamish,  Crawford,  and  Lane,  bi  ew  some  porter  of  merit, 

Tho'  Potleen  is  the  nectar  for  you,  love,  and  me. 

Oh,  long  life  to  you,  Coik,  with  your  pepper-box  steeple, 

Your  girls,  your  whisky,  your  curds,  and  sweet  wheyl 
Your  hill  of  Glanmire,  and  shops  where  the  people 

Gets  decent  new  clothes  down  bei/ont  the  coal  quay. 
Long  life  to  sweet  Fair  Lane,  its  pipers  and  jigs. 

And  to  sweet  Sunday's  well,  and  the  banks  of  the  Lee, 
Likewise  to  your  co(*r^house,  where  judges  in  wigs 

Sing,  Cork  is  au  Aiden  for  you,  love,  and  me  1 

Shepherd.  The  devil  the  like  i'  this  warld  (j'  thae  Eerish  sangs  f<>r 
dnoiiriclit  uiiiiitelligible  nonsense.  Yet  tliey're  lu'  o'  natur,  and 
nalur  o'  a  iiiaist  deeverlin'  sort,  too — but,  oh,  man,  Odoherty  !  sing 
us  something  pathetic. 

Odoherty.  Out  vi  ith  your  fogle  then,  James.  Here  goes  one,  if 
not  of  the  Old  Bailey,  at  least  one  of  the  new  Bailey  songs. J 

*  Colleen  das  eroothin  a  mo, — An  Irish  phrase,  signifying  "The  pretty  girl  watching  her 
low  ■'     There  is  a  delightful  Irish  Melody  bearing  this  name. — M. 

t  Walker  and  Wi.-ie  were  rival  distillers  of  whisky,  in  Cork,  iieamish  Si  Crawford  and  I.ane 
are  eioirient  brewers. — M. 

t  This  parody  is  also  by  Maginn.  The  original,  "  I'd  be  a  butterfly,"  was  writtin  by 
Thomas  Waynes  Hayley.  ason^'-imker  of  soirie  note,  and  author  of  soiae  plays  and  uovuls. 
He  died  ir  ItSS'J,  3u<'.  was  popular  in  h^s  day.   -Al. 
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1. 

rd  be  a  botlle-fly,  buzzing  and  blue, 

Witb  a  Cliuiiy  proboscis,  and  nothing  to  do, 

But  N)  iliity  \vliite  dimity  curtains,  and  blow 

The  choicest  of  meats,  when  the  summer  days  glow  ! 

Let  the  hater  of  sentiment,  dew-drops,  and  flowers, 

Scorn  the  insect  tliat  flutters  in  sunbeams  and  bowers; 

There's  a  pleasure  that  noue  but  the  bluebottle  knows,— 

*Tis  to  buzz  iu  t  he  ear  of  a  man  in  a  doze  1 

2. 

How  charming  to  haunt  a  sick-chamber  and  revel 

O'er  the  iuvalids  pillow,  like  any  bluedcvil; 

When  j)ursued,  to  bounce  off  to  the  window  and  then 

From  the  pane  to  the  counterpane  fly  back  again; 

I'd  be  a  botlle-fly,  buzzing  and  blue, 

AVilh  a  Chunv  ]>roboseis  and  nothing  to  do, 

But  to  dirty  white  dimity  curtaius  and  Wow 

The  choicest  of  meats  wheu  the  summer  days  glow  1 

Mr.  North,  I  knock  you  down  fur  a  stave.     Come,  old  un.     Cant. 
North.  "  Oh  yes  !"  by  the  same  author. 

OH  yes! 

1. 
Oil  yes!  my  soul  the  leif  resendjles, 
Whieli,  fann'd  by  liglitest  zop'nyrs,  trembles 
As  though  each  fibre  thrill'"!  witii  life, 
And  shrunk  finm  elemental  stiife — 
What  thi>UL'h  the  moon  is  full  and  bright. 
And  Philomela  charms  the  night  J 
Can  melody  or  moonshine  cheer 
Tlie  sorrow  that  is  nx^ted  here? 

2. 
Oh  no!  the  li|)  may  seem  to  smile. 
And  shroud  a  breaking  heart  the  while  I 
The  burning,  throbbing,  aching  bn>w, 
May  Kcem  as  smootli  as  mine  is  now 
And  pain  intense  mayy/'/iA  the  clieek  1 
Then  ask  me  not  why  still  I  seek 
The  festive  haunts  of  hearllens  folly — 
"J'is  but  to  fei-d — my  melancholy  1 

3. 

The  red  rose  hath  no  cliarms  for  me; 
"Tis  tio  miieh  like  a  peony. 
Give  nie  tiie  lily,  pmc  as  briglit, 
Ihc  cliaKle,  tie-  delieate.  the  white! 
yit  type  of  me  I  and  oh!  ye  powers. 

If  souls  of  I ts  dwell  in  flowers, 

"When  fate  lias  neali'cl  niy  body's  doom, 
Ob  '  let  Mie  'u  the  lily  bloom  ! 
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S/ici)l'erd.  I  ca'  that  singing.  Nane  o'  your  falsettos — and  damn 
)t)ur  >liakes — hut  clear  as  a  liell. 

North.  Nt)  flattery — tiiy  beloved  James.     I  hate  all  puffing. 

Slicplnrd.  And  wh;>t  think  yuu,  then,  o'  Maister  Cobrun,  the 
great  London  publisher^ 

Tickler.  Evils  work  their  own  cure — 'tis  a  general  rule;  and  in 
the  issue  this  will  prove  no  exception.  The  thing  already  disgusts 
everyliody  that  has  sense  enough,  as  old  Tully  says,  to  keep  a  hog 
frutn  putrefaction.     No  alhl^ion  to  you,  Jemmy. 

Shepherd.  Allude  as  ye  like,  Timothy.  For  me,  I'm  free  to  own 
that  if  I  was  a  bookseller,  and  fand  that  way  was  best  wi'  a  view  to 
the  till,  it  wadna  be  nae  delicate  nonsenses  o'  scrupulosities  that 
wad  gar  me  refrean  frae  turning  the  penny  to  the  outermost  farthing. 
Hang  it,  what  si<.Miifies  palaver!  Colburn  begau't,  to  be  sure,  but 
there's  ither  folk  following  in  his  tail  now — and  they'll  a'  be  at  the 
same  tricks,  belyve — there's  naething  can  haud  against  the  para 
graphing. 

North.  I  differ  from  you,  James.  God  knows  how  any  gentle- 
mm  should  even  f^r  a  moment  endure  the  degradation  of  seeing 
his  name  paraded  in  this  fishion — but  they  will  ere  long — sooner  or 
later  tliey  mu  ,t  open  their  eyes,  and  see  what  we  onlookers  have 
seen  from  the  beginning — and  act  accordingly.  Such  men  as 
Ward,*  now — what  sort  of  poison  must  it  be  to  them  not  to  be  able 
to  take  up  a  newspaper,  without  seeing  themselves  stuck  up  in  this 
horrid  style,  to  the  wonder,  the  pity,  must  1  add  the  contempt,  of  the 
rational  pulilic?  Sir,  if  1  were  a  novelist,  1  am  by  no  means  sure 
that  I  should  have  any  objections  to  deal  with  Mr.  Colburn,  for  I 
hear  the  man's  a  civil  man,  and  an  economical,  and  an  exact,  and  a 
thriving;  but  one  thing  I  am  sure  of,  and  that  is,  that  I  would  make 
it  my  sine  qva  non  with  the  gentleman,  that  he  should  leave  my 
b<iok  to  sink  or  swim,  as  might  happen,  without  any  of  his  infernal 
bladder-work. 

Tickler.  What !  You  are  sensitive.  Kit  ?  You  could  not  bear  to 
see  it  said  of  you,  as  it  is  in  all  the  papers  of  Mr.  Lister,  (a  fine  fel- 
low he  is,  notwithstanding,)  that  you  had  just  returned  from  a  tour 
on  the  continent,  where  your  fame  as  the  author  of  Yes.  or  No,  or 
Herbert  Milton,  or  Herbert  Lacy,  or  Vivian  Grey,  or  George  God- 
frey, or  whatever  else  it  might  be,  had  procured  you  the  honor  of 
invitations  to  the  tables  of  several  crowned  heads!!!  This  would 
stomach  y('U, — would  it,  my  dear? 

North.  Oeh !  oeh  !  och  !  Give  me  the  brandy,  Macrabin.  No 
claret  cf»uld  wash  that  down  ! 

•  Robert  Plumer  Ward,  who  fiffured  in  political  life  until  1S23,  when  he  retired  on  the  lo- 
erative  mnecure  of  A^  Jitor  of  the  Civil  List.  Kesuming  hia  pen,  with  whijh.  in  early  life,  he 
bad  produced  a  standard  work  on  the  Law  of  Nations,  ho  wrote  Treniaiiic,  Le  Vere,  JJe  Clifford , 
and  other  seri.  u:>  uoveli.     lie  died  in  I340. — M. 
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Shepherd.  Or  aiblins  ye  wa<l  like  woel  to  light  on  fi  small  bit  of 
news,  as  it  were,  extracted  frae  some  country  chronicle  or  jrazette, 
certifyinor,  that  the  innkeeper  at  siccan  a  place,  in  the  immediate  vi- 
cinity of  siccan  a  hall,  or  castle,  or  hill,  or  dinighill,  had  sent  a  cask 
o'  porter,  and  a  side  o'  beef,  to  Christopher  North,  Esq.,  in  hnmble 
acknowledgment  of  the  great  addition  to  his  custom,  since  his  last 
splendid  romance  of  De  Gammon,  or  Fitzfiddle  —  had  rendered 
the  neighborhood  the  haunt  of  visitors, — noi)iemen,  gentlemen,  and 
ladies,  &c.  &c.  &c.,  frae  the  four  winds  o'  Heaven.  Ye  wad  notice 
the  puff  lately  about  Torrhill  meikle  to  that  effect;  and,  od  !  I 
daiirsay  ye  wad  hae  liket  wecl  to  be  in  honest  Ilorautio's  shoon  on 
the  occasion. 

North.  Ototoi  !  ToraToi  !  (psu  !  ro'o'syoi !   f2 ! 

Macrahin.  And  then  to  have  your  birth  and  parentage  displaved, 
"We  understand  that  Christopher  iNorth,  Esq.,  the  celebrated  au- 
thor of  Z>e  Bore,  is  a  gentleman  of  independent  fortune,  holding  ex- 
tensive landed  property  in  the  counties  of  Perth,  Kincardine,  Kirk- 
cudi)right,  Argyll,  and  Mid-Lothian.  The  family  is  ancient,  and  of 
the  fir-t  distinction.  Mr.  North  is  first  cousin  to  his  Grace  the  Duke 
(if  Banff,  and  brother  in-law  to  Sir  Craw  M'Craw  of  that  ilk.  The 
Guildtbrd  family  are  understood  to  be  descended  from  a  collateral 
branch  of  the  same  distin'^Miished  house.  John  North,  Esq.,  the  emi- 
nent J^ublii)  barrister,*  has  also,  we  hear,  some  pretensions  to  a  con- 
nexion with  the  great  novtlist's  family." 

Ttcklir.  Go  on.  "  it  is  a  truly  agieeal)le  symptom  of  the  spread 
of  tast'!,  when  persons  of  this  caste  condescend  to  enlighten  and  en- 
tertain their  contemporarii'^s  with  their  vivid  recollections  of  those 
s[)lendid  circles,  in  which.  Worn  station  and  accomplishment,  they 
imist  ever  have  been  welcome  guests,"     Would  that  do  ? 

Mucrabin,  {.linr/s.) 

Run,  Ijidiofl.  run — tJicro's  nutliint;  lik<;  bof^iiniing  it — 
li<,'ii<liri(^  iif  criiii.  cdii.  Ih  ImjIIci-  f.ir  than  Hiiiiiiiif^  it  ; 
Buy,  iiMilluM'H,  biiv,  till'  .MiHs  will  l)c  II  poller  'tin, 
Tliut  ineililiitos  niglilly  tin;  Ncivdist.s  of  (Jolljiiru. 

Run,  Inrlii'H,  run — 'ti«  written  \ty  n<>  t;arretoer — 
Wc  ('iieouni^^e  only  urisloerutic  nicrit  Ihti,- ; 
No  \V!tp|)iiii^  nierriinciit,  or  Sli'und  HcnlinK-ntidity, 
Oilt-edgeil  jtiipi-r,  iloitrn,  and  real  ink  of  quality. 

i^hppherJ.    Wlii-hl.     That's  stoopit. 

North.  Thank  you,  I'ctcr.  Upon  my  wcu'd,  I  see  no  reason  why 
\\  right  and  WarnMi  should  have  all  the  poetry  to  themselves. | 

*  Mr  Ni.rt'ri,  w  lio«e  proj;'''""  throncli  C<ille(;c  nml  al  Ihn  tri»h  bur  whk  vpry  hrillinnl.  l»iit  hi-- 
l'ailiiiin'>nl.-ir)r  car<"i!r.  from  wIupIi  inucli  wm  «xi>«ri<-il,  w.ik  a  cuni|>.-ir.'illvn  r.iiliim.  In  l-\.'l(), 
wh«n  Siir  Jwiah  l<Arri"(tiun  wii«  dlrrriiKKi-il  rrmii  tlin  nfliro  df  .liiili^i!  oT  Um'  ItihIi  A<liiiirall} 
t'uiirt.  North  tva*  npiiuinted  in  lii«  »l<m'l.  Imt  ilipil  tlin  yi-nr  ruUottinu,  iii'<"il  ffrty-lwo  — M. 

t  Warren,  ilio  bli>ckini;-iii:>ktr,  ai:J  Wii^lil,  Uie  winu-iiiorcliuut.  (wlmra  ''cuiiuua  i>orl"  and 
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Odnhcrtij.  A  giiod  hint,  d — me!  I'll  innUe  Culbiini  fork  out  five 
puiiriiis  fur  the  su<rgostioii.  There's  so  rnaiiy  hiiiids  engaged  already 
in  the  prose  department,  that  I  suppose  one  could  have  no  chance 
of  a  herth  there,  Miicrabin  ;  but  if  yu  he  disposed  to  try  yt)ur  for- 
tune in  town,  I  think  it  highly  probable  I  could  lend  you  a  lift  to 
something  snug  in  the  verse  line.     Ilang  it,  that  very  song  would  do. 

Macrabin.  Faith,  if  songs  would  do,  he  should  have  no  lack  of 
thfiii.  But  I'll  tell  you  what.  Sir  Morgan,  between  you  and  me,  I 
think  I  have  a  better  idea  than  that  to  suggest.  By  jingo,  I  have  it 
— it  will  do,  sir — it  will  do — it  will  do — 

North.   What  will  do,  my  chuck? 

Macidbin.   Chalk. 

North.   What  do  you  mean  ? 

Mucrabin.   Chalk. 

Tickler.  Confound  him,  what  does  he  mean  by  chalk  ? 

Shepherd.  Cawk. 

Macrabin,  Oduherty,  you  are  au  fait  at  such  things — what  would 
it  cost  to  cover  all  the  walls  about  Cockneyland  with  tri-uncials, 
after  this  fashion  ? — {Dips  his  Jinger  in  wine.) 

Odoherty.  Let  me  see — I'll  engage  to  find  a  trusty  fellow  at  six- 
teen shillings  a  week — 

North.  Not  extravagant.  Upon  my  word  the  plan  might  be 
worth  considering — 

Shepherd.  Worth  considering!  Why,  as  I  hae  a  saul  to  be  savit, 
it's  worth  govvd  in  goupins — here  fill  us  a  bumper  all  round — here's 
Colburn  and  the  crayons  for  ever! — three  limes  three — aye,  that's 
your  sorts.     Now  for  a  stave — a  ballad  o'  the  best. — {Sings.) 

Chulk  !  chalk  1  ■why  the  devil  dinna  ye  chalk  ? 

Staud  to  your  ladders,  and  blaze  iu  good  order ; 
Up  wi'  your  capitals*,  catch,  catch  the  Cockneys  all, 
Frae  the  Hainpstead  liilla  and  the  Battersea  border. 

Chalk  !  chalk  !  puffing-men, 

Fyke  nae  mair  wi'  the  pen, 
Here's  better  service,  and  cheaper  for  Colburn ; 

Try  ihe  new-farrant  hum, 

Gar  gable,  yett,  and  luni. 
Stare  like  a  strumpet,  frae  Howuslow  to  Holbom. 

Chalk  !  Chalk  !  baith  "  Granbv"  and  "  Normanby," 

Chalk  them  aliint  ye  and  chalk  them  at'oi-e  ye ; 
Chalk  ilka  crossing,  and  canny  hit  corner  by, 

"  HAEuitTTE  Wilson,"  and  "  Ci.ub-land,  a  story." 
Chalk  evei'y  milher's  sou, 
Till  we  read  as  we  run 

oiiriTalled  champagne  were  patriotically  made  from  native  sloes  gnd  gooseberries)  were  famong 
for  enlieting  the  services  of  the  Mu>ck— for  their  newspaper  adveiti.-ieiiienls  and  puffs.  The 
dead  'walls  in  and  about  London  were  chalked  with  gigantic  inscriptions  calling  publu 
ai'.entioii  to  their  mauufactureK — M. 
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Weight's  in  the  Colonnade  ! — Soho  uoli>s  Eady  I 

Buy,  if  vou  bkx't  a  beak. 

Buy  Bobby  Ward's  De  Verb  I 
Glower,  gaupu^,  aud  shool  out  the  ready  1 

Macrabin^  {The  tromhone — poker  and  tongs — sings.  Air,  "  Di 
piacer  me  balza  il  cwor.") 

Del  ciakar  confounda  lo  corps  ; 
E  peiche  ?     Per  Gingho  lo  so : 

I  putt'anti  del  orribil  bore 

Perche  non  pillorono  nel  row  I 

Scaiiip<j  mi  disgnstera? 

Boro  senipre  bi»theia  ? 

Grau  Editor  coiifidi)  in  te  ! 

Dell !  tu  lascia  Oobrou  e  Leigh  I 
Cento  ragamuffi  ciakrons  intorno  ! 
Piu  fi>uli  sconio 
Scornar  non  puo: 

No — no — uo^ 

North.  Non  bisogiio  cangiar  ni  voce  ni  faccia  per  esser  angelo  ? 

Shf'phrrJ.  Come,  lads,  ye're  siiiniii'  against  the  fundamentals. 
Fill  your  glasses,  haitli  o'  you.  Polly  botho  dammero  gablebo 
bkiiiki  forduitikiiiibragh  ?     Cuiue,  c<»tiie,  ye  healhtii  Greeks! 

Tidier.  'Ihtre,  now,  translate  your  stave,  Macrabin,  in  usur*', 
porci. 

Alacrabin,  (^bagpipe — singx.) 

Air— Water*  of  Elle* 

Tarrow  and  Ettrick,  now  your  streams  are  flowing, 

Purer  than  silver  to  sweet  Selkirk  town  ; 
On  Altrive  brae  once  moi'e  the  broom  is  Wowing, 

Lanibkin'4  are  gay  on  soft  Mount  Benger's  down. 

There  'twas,  at  eve,  in  yonder  byre  reclining, 

IIoL'g,  <'Vcr  ilrar,  first  fiil'd  a  enp  for  me  ; 
"Drink,  di'ink,"  he  crieil,  to  me  hia  quaigh  consigning, 

Far  iu  the  north  they  brew'd  this  barley-bree. 

Uotfg's  clieriHh'd  quaigh,  with  eager  lipa  I  drain'd  it, 

I  would  liave  drain'd  it  had  it  b<'en  a  bowl; 
Minister,  8«'h»ion.  nt'ver  had  restrain'd  it, 

Kor  yet  the  Twecddale  presbytery's  control. 

( (Jieat  yipplause.) 

North.  Adjutant,  that  was  an  extcmporancjous  touch  of  Macra- 
bin's.     It  was,  I  assure  you.      You  used    to  iMi[)rovis — (confound    it, 

*  In  the  nnvel,  call'd   "  Glenarvon."  wrillnn   liy  L.iJy    Carolina  Ijamb,   (ibortly  nftor    hrr 
iimour  with  Lord  Ujrrcn  had  becoinn  known)  in  winch  a  non);  coininenLin); 

"  Water*  of  Elle,  thy  limpid  utroam  it  flowing" 

»u  written  by  h*i  nobia  lover,  though  oot  included  In  hie  oollec'.ril  worka. — M. 
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I'm  jzoftiiii;  tniizzN )  adiiiinililv  voursclf — tlioimh  not  nulfe  a  Theo- 
cioif  Hook.  Coiiio,  iiuuj^li  and  lieady,  be  your  theme  that  buttle 
of  w  liisky. 

Odoherty,  (chants.) 

WHISKY. 

Sing,  jovial  Muse,  how,  from  tlie  furrow'd  field. 
By  liauds  liilxii'ioiis  fill'd,  arose  Uiut  grain, 
Jiy  gods  and  men  adored  ;  wliose  vital  juice, 
Fermented  and  Bublimed,  in  copper  still 
Ascending  clear,  (sweetci'  tlian  morning  dew 
On  sunnncr  licKis,  or  breath  of  oiU)rou8  beds 
Of  blushing  roses,  pinks,  or  violets,) 
Gives  life  to  droo])ing  natui-e,  wit  to  fools, 
To  cowards  courage,  and  on  many  a  nose, 
Erst  unadorn  d,  bids  ndniic  l)lossoin8  grow. 
Whisky,  ycleped,  soul-fascinating  draught  1 
Thee  1  invoke,  whilst  thy  unrivall'd  power 
I  sing  iu  lofty  verse;  goddess  of  stills  1 
Divine  Maltliea  I     O  thine  uid  bestow, 
As  thou  art  woiit,  when  oft  my  drowsy  pale 
I  sciatcii  for  verses,  and  my  pen  assault 
Witii  tooth  poetic.     So  may'st  thou  never  see. 
Within  thy  temple  more,  the  odious  face 
Of  Gauger,  or  more  odious  far  and  dread. 
Surveyor  or  insj)ector,  dreaded  more 
Thau  mi(hiiglit  goblin,  whose  insidious  ken, 
(ireedy  of  seizures,  darts  from  hole  to  hole. 
Inquisitive.     But,  lo  !  my  glass  is  out. 
And  with  the  inspiring  j)otiou  halts  my  song. 
*  *  * 

Shepherd.  Noo — that  tanker's  owre,  Mr.  Tickler,  you  too,  sir 
maun  contribute  to  the  conviviality  o'  the  company.  Either  sing 
or  spoot. 

2'ickler.  James,  I  will  spoot. 

ODE    ON    THE    DISTANT    TROSPECT    OF    A    GOOD    DINNER. 

Ye  distant  dishes,  sideboards  blest 
With  Halford's*  pejitic  pill — 
Where  grateful  gourmands  still  attest 
Illustrious  Robert's  skill ; 
And  ye  that,  girt  with  Irgunifx  round, 
Or  in  the  ])urest  piistry  bound, 
Ou  silvery  surface  He; 
Where  pfUe — sai/ni — sauce  tornate, 
Fi'ieiimhan  framed  with  nicest  art 
Attract  the  glist'uing  eye. 

Ah  !  richest  scent !  j)ei  fume  beloved  I 
Blest  odors  breathed  iu  vuin — 

•  Sir  Ucnry  Halford.  at  tln>,  period,  the  leading  physician  in  London. — M. 
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Wlioro  once  my  raptured  palate  roved, 

And  faiu  would  rove  agaiu- 

I  feel  I  he  gales  that  now  ascend, 

A  inoineiitfry  ci'aving  lend — 

As  ctnliiig  round  the  vapors  seem 

My  faded  faculties  t'  excite, 

Re^ttjre  my  loiig-pall'd  appetite, 

And  soothe  me  with  their  steam. 

Say,  Monsieur  Ude,*  for  thou  hast  seen 
Full  many  a  jovial  set 
Discoursing  on  la  bonne  cuisine. 
In  social  union  met — 
Who  foremost  now  prepare  to  pray 
De.%  cntelcttex  d  la  chicoree  ? 
Saute  de  gauinon — qui  Vattend? 
What  J'^ung  Amphitryons  now  vote 
Nothing  like  pigeons  en  compote, 
Or  taste  the  vol-au-veut  ? 

While  some  at  ligliter  viands  aim. 
And  towards  digestion  lean 
Poulardi'  anx  tru[fes,  or  a  la  crime, 
Or,  aijiifdn  anx  racives  ; 
Some  hardii-r  epicures  disdain 
The  distant  chance  of  doubtful  pain, 
And  queue  a'estur(jcon  try; 
Still  as  they  eat  they  long  to  cease, 
Tliey  feel  a  pang  as  every  piece 
Passes  their  palate  by. 

But,  lol  the  e»//r^w/«  are  placed 
To  greet  the  gourmand's  nose, 
Bedeck'd  with  all  the  i)ride  of  paste, 
Confeetive  pi'owcss  shows. 
One  e.irne.slly  devotes  his  praise 
To  /teiyiifix  a  la  li/otmiiise, 
Others  Btn-vey  with  mix'il  delight 
Oi'li-i-'x  d'orarirje — de  waraxqiiiri  ; 
While  some,  with  looks  ecstatic,  scan 
The  soujjlcn  hu'»yaut  height. 

Best  fare  is  theirs  by fed, 

Less  pli-artifig  to  digest; 

The  taste  soon  gone,  atitl  in  its  stead, 

Oppr(;ssion  on  the  chest. 

Tlicirs  joyous  li'Mirs,  anil  jocund  nights, 

VVil'o  playful  f allies,  fancy's  flights, 

•  (Idn  WM  a  Trench  "  artl«t,"  w)io  pubtiiihi>i]  a  book  nn  Cookery  lie  left  the  nerrico  o 
the  Karl  of  Sefton,  (a  ltpM  e|iirure.  fainilinrly  called  "  (.'.kI'k  hp.iil  ami  khoiildnrii.''— Irorn  hii 
|K'n.'iar  innkr,)  tirc.'iiiHS  hii  l»rili>lii|i  had  l.iki'n  lint  liln^rty  oraddmc  a  iittli'  raynne  to  xiiip 
which  Monaii'ur  Ude  had  winl  tolnble  I  He  finally  lii-'-nnie  mnilrr  il  liiilrJ  iind  rnininirr  to  til* 
Duke  of  York,  and  said,  on  hia  death,  "  Mon  Diou  I   what  can  ho  du  witliout  me?" — M. 
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And  gjoodly  clioor  ns  e'er  was  seen — 
The  aged  llock — the  Cliainpague  bright^ 
Bui'guuilia's  best,  and  chiret  light, 
The  vintage  of  nineteen. 

Alas  !  regardU'ss  of  their  doom 
Eueh  rieli  ragout  they  take, 
No  sense  have  tliey  of  pains  to  come, 
Of  head  or  stoniaeii-ache. 
Yet  see  how  all  around  them  press, 
Th'  attendants  of  eaeli  night's  excess; 
Fell  Indigestion's  followers  vile  : 
Ah  1  show  tiiem  wheie  the  hateful  crew 
Scoff  calomel  and  pills  of  blue, 
Ah  1  tell  them  they  have  bile. 

These  shall  the  Gout  tormenting  rack, 
Tlie  vampire  of  the  toes, 
Night-mare,  Lumbago  in  the  back, 
And  Colic's  painful  tliroes  ; 
Or  languid  Itver  waste  their  youth, 
Or  caries  of  a  double  tooth, 
Its  victim's  nerves  that  nightly  gnaws. 
Vertigo — Apoj)lexy — Spleen, 
The  feveri.sh  hand — tlie  visage  green. 
The  leugtheu'd  lanthoru  jaws. 

This,  a  consomme,  precious  prize  I 
Is  tempted  imw  to  try; 
To  restless  niglits  a  sacrifice, 
And  dire  acidity. 

Till  tlu'obs  of  heartburn — ague's  panga. 
And  Cholera's  Hercely-tixiug  fangs, 
Have  left  him,  liverless,  to  inoau 
The  bloated  f(jrm — the  pimpled  face, 
The  tottering  step — th'  expiring  trace 
Of  good  digosLiou  gone. 

To  each  his  twitches,  all  are  men, 
Condemueil  to  pick  theii-  bone; 
The  poor  man  in  another's  den, 
The  rieii  man  in  his  own. 
Yet,  why  bhould  I  of  torments  treat  f 
yiuee  we  Wfrc  made  to  drink  and  eat, 
Wiiy  should  1  projihesy  their  pain? 
Stomachs  wen-  form'd  fur  holding  food — • 
No  moie — while  our  digestion's  good, 
"lis  folly  to  abstain. 

NorOi.  Most  excellent,  my  dear  Timothy.  After  all,  you  are  the 
man  among  us  fur  a 

Tickler.  1  knew  yciu  would  like  it.  Btit  the  author  is  thirty 
years,  at  least,  my  juiiiur. 
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North.  But  the  parody  is  not  complete  without  the  lines  that 

jsually^ 

Tickler,  (spouts.) 

BT    A    LADT. 

LIKES   WRITTEN    ON   THE   BACK   OV   THE   ODE,   ON   THE    DISTANT   PROSrECT   OK   A 

GOOD    DINNER.* 

Pleasures  of  tatiiig !  oh  1  supremely  blest. 
And  liealthy  far  bey<md  e'en  Halford's  skill. 
If  thy  stiuiig  stomach  can  indeed  digest 
All  that  thy  palate  luves,  without  a  pill ; 

By  me  how  euvied — for  to  me 

The  herald  still  of  misery, 
Good  eatiug  makes  its  influence  known 
By  aclies,  and  paius,  aud  qualms  alone ; 
I  greet  it  as  the  liend  to  whom  belong 

Dyspepsias  vulture  train,  and  nightmare's  prancing  throng. 
It  tells  of  blight  champague,  and  sauterne  iced, 
Of  patties,  sauces,  sinifie  and  axpic. 
Of  meats  too  fondly  loved,  too  richly  spiced, 
Of  many  a  cause  to  fear  I  shall  be  sickl 
J'or  what,  but  dread  lest  I  should  soon 
Be  sorely  ill,  withliohis  my  spoou ; 
When  turtle — 8i)Up  of  soups — is  near; 
Wliat  but  the  sad-reslraimng  fear, 
Lest  heaitburn,  tyrant  dire,  usurp  his  reign, 
And  realize  the  pangs  that  fiieuds  aud  doctors  feign. 

Shepherd.  That's  gude  poetry,  oiiy  hoo.  What's  it  and  the  pre- 
cediii'  odd  panuddies  oil  ? 

North.  Nay,  James,  that  would  be  painting  his  name  below  the 
picture  of  the  Blue  Lion.  What!  you  are  not  all  going  to  leave 
me  at  this  early  hour? 

Omiirs.   Doch-an-dorrach  !f 

Shejjherd,  (sings) 

The  day  may  daw. 

The  cock  may  craw. 

But  we  will  taste  the  barley-bree  1 

North.     Whate'er  the  staiidurd  tipi)le,  whisky's  best 

To  greet  the  coming,  speed  the  g<)ing  guest — (^Riitga) 

Enter  .John,  with  the  black  bottle. 

Macrabin,  (siiujs  ) 

Air — "Sweet  Home." 

'Moiig  poet*  and  novelistj*  on  we  may  jogg ; 

Bf  they  ever  so  ch-vcr,  llieres  none  like  our  Hogg 

A  liglit  fiom  the  skits  seema  Ut  centre  on  him, 

•  Tlii.  ii  k  parody  on  I.inen  written  in  :i  copy  of  '-The  PI«a«urB«  of  Mtniorv."-M. 
t  Surni|.-cup.      I  hn  nnin^  and    ili- dcd  aro  the  «am«    in  Soutliind  and    l.olanJ.      W  hen  tbo 
guest  It  feel  were  in  Die  »lirru(.«,  a  iiartinK-flaiui  wa»  ^iven  to  luin— M. 
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And  loavd  evcrytliiiiw  round  it  inijierfect  and  diin. 

Hou:-,'— Hof,'<,'— ■ci-.'at,  ■,'rc':it  Hogg  1— 
There's  no  baid  like  Hogg  1 
There's  no  biird  like  Hogg  1 

Witliout  genius  like  Hogg's  learning  dazzles  in  vain ; 
Oh  give  us,  we  eiy,  oui-  bright  Sliepherd  again. 
The  wit  and  ihe  rhyme  junip  to  life  at  his  eall, 
And  tlie  true  native  seulinunt,  betler  than  alL 

Hogg — Hogg — sweet,  sweet  Hogg  I 

Thei'e's  uo  man  like  Hogg  1 

There's  no  man  like  Hogg  1  ( Oreat  applause.) 

North.  Dearly  beloved  Shepherd — your  paw.  How  the  dunces 
wince,  my  lad,  at  the  honor  in  which  the  author  of  the  Queen's 
Wake  is  held  all  over  Scotland,  and,  most  of  all,  in  Maga  the  Mag- 
nificent— the  f  icus  of  the  many  lights — the  concentrated  essence  of 
the  many  liquids  of  Scotland. 

S/iepherd.  Puir  deevils — hut  they  do  that — and  oh,  sir  !  they're 
bitter,  bitter,  bitterest  o'  a'  at  the  Noctes  Ambrosianas.  Some  o' 
them  hae  even  had  the  impudence  to  tak  the  leeberty  in  my  ain 
house  to 

North.  I  understand  you,  James.  But  by  the  spirit  of  Robert 
Burns,  I  swear ■ 

Shepherd.  Whist.  Nae  swearin'  in  this  hoose.  Was  na't  verra 
kind,  very  freenly  in  John  L<;ckhart  to  dedicate  "the  Life"  to  me 
and  Allan  Kiuniugham  1* 

North.  N  >t  a  whit.  What  else  could  he  have  done  ?  The  best 
pledge  a  writer  can  give,  Jame.s,  of  the  sincerity  of  his  admiration 
of  dead  genius,  is  his  love  of  the  living — and  

Shepherd.  O  pity  me  the  day — sir — how  the  dunces  do  hate  him 
and  you — and  the  Magazine — and  Edinbro'  and  a'  Scotland — and 
indeed,  some  o'  thetn,  for  your  three  sakes,  the  wide  warld,  and  a' 
mankind — this  life,  and  the  life  to  come  ! 

North.  Naturam  expel  las  furca,  tamen  usque  recurret. 

Shepherd.  1  ken  that  quotation — and  can  translate  it  too — 

Kick  the  confounded  scoun'rels  to  Auld  Nick, 

'Tis  kick  and  come  again — and  come  again  and  kick  1 

North.  Yes  !  they  will  come  sneaking,  James,  up  along  my  avenue, 
to  the  sore  annoyance,  no  doubt,  of  the  ilower.s,  that  nod  their  heads 
to  such  visitors  as  my  Shepherd,  and  smile  welcome  to  him  with  a 
thousand  eyes 

Shepherd.  Oh  !  the  dear  dummies  !  may  nae  untimely  blight  ever 
blast  or  blacken   their   brichtness — but  their  dewy  lives  a'  be  blest, 

*  Lockhaxt's  Life  of  Burns. — M. 
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whether  short  and  sweet,  as  that  o'  the  piiir  bit  annals  that  see  but 
ae  spring  and  ae  simmer,  and  never  ken  winter  ava',  ignurant,  as  is 
easy  to  be  discerned  frae  their  thochtless  faces,  as  they  keep  drying 
llifir  locks  in  tlie  sun,  that  there  is  in  natur  sic  things  as  sleet  and 
hail,  and  fiust,  and  ice,  and  snaw — naelhing  but  saft  dews  and  rains, 
that  niak  a'  things  gruw  and  glow,  and  the  earth  murmur  to  hersell, 
like  a  bonnie  sleeping  lassie  dreamin'  o'  her  sweetheait — or  langer 
and  mair  checkerd,  like  that  o'  the  perannals,  that  often  keep 
blumeiii'  on  to  Cliristmas,  and  are  gathered  by  some  tender  haun', 
to  turnish  a  winter  posy  for  the  breast  o'  beauty,  or  a  winter  gar- 
land wi'  wliilk  to  wreath  her  hair. 

j^orth.  Beautiful,  my  James — quite  beautiful — exquisite — quite 
exquisite. 

IShejjherd.  What !  the  impidcnt  creatures  come  to  you  too,  sir, 
wi'  their  albums  and  their  trash  ancath  their  oxters? 

Aorth.  Too  often.  Be  my  gates  open,  day  and  night,  to  every 
honest  man  ;  and,  to  share  my  hospitality  with  sous  of  genius  from 
afar,  shall  be  my  delight  till  1  die. 

Shepherd.  Dinna  taw  k  o'  dcein' — diniia  tawk  o'  deein'  even  in  a 
metaphor.  Were  North  dead,  the  sun  micht  as  weel  die  too;  for 
what  in  this  warld  Could  he  see  worth  shinin'  on  then! 

North.  But  'lis  hateful  to  have  one's  Dulce  Domum — one's 
Sanctum  Sanctorum,  profaned  by  hollow-hearted  intruders,  with  a 
bill  of  lading  in  their  pixkets,  wh<j  afterwards  libel  the  very  spider 
(jii  _\our  wall,  and  accuse  him  of  murdering  flies,  in  a  way  oflbnsive 
to  the  shade  of  his  great  ancestress — the  first  weaver  of  the  web  of 
his  house — Arachiie.  Is  it  not  so,  Bronte  ?  Won't  you  henceforth 
bark  at  the  beggars ] 

JJroiite.  Bow — wow — wow — whurrwhurrwhurr  ! 

iSkepherd.  What'n  tosks  !  Savage  and  sagawcious !  Tear  the 
trampcrs,  Bronte. 

lironte.    Wliuri  urrwhurnir — ixiw — wow — wow  ! 

aiiepherd.  The  gang  !  Some  o'  them  wi'  claes  unco  napless,  and 
a  l)it  sair-woven  tip-fienny  \\atch  chain,  that  chanycs  color  every 
time  you  look  at  it  ;  and,  safe  us,  siccan  a  hat  !  And  ithers  o'  them 
again  wi'  sirtoos,  nae  less,  and  a  fur  foraging  cap,  and  a  bunch  o' 
seals  as  liig's  my  nieve — i)nt  a's  no  goold  that  glitters — wi'  their 
coats  o'  arms,  fursoolfi,  engraven  on  the  chuckystanes,  and  beasts 
they  pretend  to  be  their  crests — hut  wi'  little  siiler  in  their  poncli, 
or  I'm  deceived  sairly — neither  cash,  credit,  nor  character — which, 
if  you  please,  sir,  let  us  drink  in  a  bunifxr-toast. 

Surih.  'llie  Three  C's, — Cash,  Credit,  and  Character !  Hurra — 
hurra — hurra  ! 

Shrphrid.  Weel,  sir, — as  I  was  sayin' — in  they  come — you  ken 
llie  dorr  out  by — lootin'  their  heads  aneath  the  lintel,  though  it's 
Vol.  III.— € 
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better  than  snx  foot  ony  day,  just  like  a  fijanclor  gaiin  in  at  a  ^ate 
that  he  cou'dna  tt)uch  the  arch  <>',  war  he  to  try  to  flap  hiinsell  np  into 
a  flee, — and  there  they  keep  funimliii'  in  the  trance  wi'  thoir  Spanish 
cloaks,  nae  loss  t'astoiied  round  ihoir  thrapplos,*  (Iloavon  ji;rant  it 
niay  never  be  waur  wi'  them.)  and  it's  a  jjude  quarter  o'  an  hour  o' 
precious  time  lost,  atore  they  can  get  their  dafl-neer-do-welllookiu' 
head-gear  to  tak'  hand  o'  \on  pegs.  Then  they  canna  eat  this,  and 
then  they  canna  eat  that,  wi'  their  tale  ;  hut  let  them  alane  a  wee, 
and,  heoh  sirs  !  but  you  see  they're  desperate  hungry — niaist  voraw- 
cious — four-meal-a-day  chiels,  when  they  get  them,  which  is  plainly 
no  aften — at  lireakfast  eatin'  the  verra  shells  o'  the  fowre  eggs — in 
the  forenoon  chowin'  cheese  and  crusts,  and  drinkin'  porter  gin  you 
were  to  let  them  hae't — at  denner  holpin'  themsells  afore  the  mis- 
tress, and  never  otferitr  to  put  so  muokle's  a  potawto  on  the  plate  o' 
my  bonny  wee  Jamie,  God  bless  him  ! 

North.  The  mistress — my  dearest  Shepherd — wee  Jamie,  and  a' 
the  lave  o'  them — here's  to  them  all — and  God  bless  them  indeed — 
well  do  they  deserve  his  blessing,  James — and  thou  too,  my  friend. 
Come,  James,  sit  nearer  the  old  man. 

Shepherd.  I  canna  get  ony  closer  for  the  crutch.  Oh  !  sir — ]\Ir. 
North — Imt  I  do  like  }ou  weel,  weel.     Faith,  I'm  maist  greetin'. 

North.  That  Glenlivet  is  very  strongs  James. 

Shtpherd,  Ilaud  your  tongue — it's  no  that.  But  to  return  to 
thae  stravaigers — after  eatin'  and  drinkin'  you  out  o'  house  and  ha', 
and  stupityin'  ye  wi'  their  Cockney  clishmaclavers  till  you're  like  to 
scunner,  aff  they  set  in  the  mornin'  early,  without  lettin'  the  ser- 
vant lass  ken  the  color  o'  their  coin,  wi'  a  shirt  on  their  h»acks  and 
a  pair  o'  stockings  on  their  legs,  and  a  silk  pocky  handkerchief  in 
their  ponch — no  belangin'  to  them — a»id  sailin'  awa'  to  Lunnan  in 
the  steerage  o'  some  dirt-gal)bert,  for  they  canna  afford  smack  or 
steanjer.  In  a  month  or  twa  you  see  them  lil)elling  you  in  perio- 
dicals, or  what's  mair  unendurable  yet,  laudin'  you  with  their  flat- 
tery, sickenin'  to  my  stammach,  as  whuppit  up  soor-milk,  that  staujia 
in  the  middle  o'  the  table,  and's  ca'd  flummery. 

Nortli.  The  Athenaeum  ] 

Shepherd.  Just  sae.  Yon  young  Eerisher  had  better  keep  a  calm 
sugh. 

North.  Yes inum's  the  word  for  him,  and  some  of  his  com- 
peers. What  think  you  of  that  story  of  the  dressing-case?  It  was 
a  I'ad  sign  of  the  Times.  The  new  Times  are,  I  fear,  not  so  good  as 
the  Old. 

Sliephtrd.    Ten  guineas  for  a  dressing-case  !f     WuU  ye  tell  me, 

*  Trapi>lrs~l\\roitt.—h\ 
Allofion  to  a  transaction  in  hondon,  where  a  tradesman  charged   Mr.  Emerson,  a  man  of 
letters,  with  swindling  him  out  of  a  dressing-case.      It  turned  out   that  the  accused  had  mado 
the  attempt,  tut  witboui  success. — M. 
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sir,  what  is  a  dressing-case.  Does  the  whalp  shave  \vi'  gowden 
razors?  But  hoo  did  the  bizziness  terminate  1  Did  the  auld  lang- 
liearded  Jew  carry  aff  his  article? 

JVortk.   Ask  at  i>ow-street. 

Shepherd.  Nae  doulit  he's  weel  acquainted  with  Gray's  Elegy — 
and  really  when  1  saw  the  cretur  out  at  Mount  Benger,  lying  sae 
conceity  on  a  bit  knowe,  I  cudna  help  saying  intil  mysell — 

"  Here  rests  liis  head  upon  tlie  lap  of  earth, 
A  youth  to  fortuue  aud  to  fame  uukuowu." 

North.  1  much  fear  he  has  no  talents — poor  fellow.  Yet  he 
might  speak  the  truth.  He  ought  not  to  say  what  he  knows  to  be 
false.     You  remember  a  saying  of  Dr.  Johnson's,  James? 

Shepherd.  No  me.  It  passes  the  power  o'  my  understandin'  tc 
comprehend  hoo  sic  a  clever  cliiel  as  that  Buckingham  can  thole 
cnlributors  of  that  class.*  And  wad  hae  th(jclit,  that  after  a'  his 
travellin'  through  this  wide  and  weary  warld,  he  wad  hae  fund  out 
l)V  this  time  which  side  his  bread  was  buttered  on — but  that  cawve, 
that  coof  Creeto — the  Cawker — -and  Pert  Paddy,  are  cretures  that 
wull  soon  kill  ony  critical,  for  naething  sae  deadly  to  a  young  new 
wark  as  a  feclin'  towards  it  in  the  public  mind  o'  cool  contempt. 
He'll  no  be  lang  i'  findin'  that  out — let  him  kick  all  such  out  o'  the 
concern — and  under  his  able  owspices,  the  Athenaeum,  I  hope,  will 
flourish. 

North.  I  hope  it  will.  Buckingham's  politics  and  mine  are  wide 
as  the  poles  asunder — but  I  lespect  the  independent  spiiit  of  the 
man,  the  energy  of  his  character,  and  his  talents. 

Shepherd.  Nane  o'  a'  the  new  weekly  periodicals  will  ever  cut  out 
the  Literary  Gazette. 

North.  Never,  Jumes.  And  simply  fir  one  reason — Mr.  Jerdan 
is  a  gentleman,  and  is  assisted  by  none  but  g<'ntlemen. 

Shepherd.  And  havein'  tsien  the  start  he'll  keep  it — let  the  lave 
wVup  and  s|>ur  as  tliey  like  after  his  heels.  But  1  like  to  see  a  gude 
race,  so  1  houp  nane  o'  them  'II  be  distanced. | 

North.  'Tis  a  pretty  race.  The  Athenajum  is  well  laid  in  upon  his 
fljink — and  there  goes  the  Spliyn.x  and  Atlas|  at  a  sjiankiiig  rate — 
looking  within    the    ropes  like  wimiers  ;    but   the    rider   of  the   ould 

•  Jomui  BilV  nurkincham  (wbone.  nine  vnlumci  on  America  wiU  be  rememl:ered — for  thnii 
wi^ic'i'.)  '*»*  f«iin<l>'r  ••(  ilic  lit'Tiiry  London  Journal  called  "The  Athenaiurn,"  which  is  'I ht 
Jj^iiiriim  of  Ilulwirn  J'aiil  Clillord— M. 

1  ■VVilli'im  Jf-nliin  wan  Kditorof  the  Literary  Gazette,  in  London,  for  five  and  thirty  yeani. 
In  hill  handa  It  w  nn  an  ortran  of  mucli  wBijiht.  but  lalK-rly  wan  dKficiBnt  in  ciMril.  JiTilan'i 
recently  piil>lHb<-d  Aiitobio^'faphy.  in  f«ur  voliiiiicB.  m  a  riMiinrkably  (iroviik:n(;  b<i»k  Ila 
mixed,  on  familiar  terinn.  with  all  ihe  men  of  mark  and  mind  in  (iroal  ilrilain,  for  half  a  cen- 
ttiry  and  wline  he  rclatcn  very  little  about  them,  in  jieriictiially  declariiiB  that,  hid  hm  pa]>ara 
Ik-cii  in  oriU'r  and   hi>  time  not  no  much  premed.  ho   ciiulit  have  told  a  prcat  dfal  '- — .M. 

X  The  •'•phynx  wan  one  of  liuckinKhiin'it  many  npnculalionn  bnrn  but  to  die  'I'hn  Atlai, 
oommeno'd  in  l--'Jli  llourirhed  awhile  under  the  edltor^hip  of  Knhrrl  ili'll.  auili«r  of  al^ifcof 
Caniiiog    *  ut  u  now  a  ihird-rato  journal,  with  mfiall  circulaliuu  and  nu  iiilluuiit;r.  -  .\L 
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horse  has  him  in  haml,  and  lolting  him  loose  within  it  rod  of  the 
judges'  stand,  he  will  win  the  gold  cup  by  two  lengths  at  least — and 
1  take  him  at  even  against  the  field  for  the  Derby. 

Tirlhr — Odo/u'rti/—3fucrabln — {una  voce.)  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha, 
lia,  lia,  ha. 

SInpherd.  What  the  deevil  are  you  ne'erdoweels  gulTawin'  at  ? 

Macrahin.  The  best  caricature  of  you  both  ever  drawn,  by  Odo- 
herty  !     See  here  ! 

Shepherd.  Hae  ye  daured,  Odoherty,  to  draw  a  carricatoor  o' 
us  twa  ?  A  wee  thing  wad  gar  me  gie  you  the  braid  o'  your  back 
on  the  Turkey  carpet. 

Odoherty.  I  cry  you  mercy. 

North.  One  other  toast  before  we  part.  Here's  to  the  health  and 
happiness  of  the  only  Whig  I  ever  knew  whom  it  was  possible  to 
love — the  amiable,  ingenious,  enlightened,  and  most  eloquent — 
whom  ? 

0 nines.  Jeffrey  —  Jeffrey  —  Jeffrey  —  Jeffrey —  Jeffrey  !  Hurra, 
hurra,  hurra ! 

Shepherd.  And  no  Sir  Walter? 

North.  He,  my  dear  Shepherd,  is  at  all  times  in  our  hearts. 

Tickler.  Come,  now,  hands  all  round  the  table — are  the  quaigha 
filled  1  Ay,  John,  you  may  well  stare  wild  like  a  goshawk.  Here 
goes  —  (sings.) 

Air, — Isabel. 

Come,  jolly  boys,  and  Dever  (lisuLiiled, 

One  cup  for  friendship's  sake 
Let's  now  with  elai'et  nobly  fieighted 

Our  doch  and  bunas  take ! 

We  up  Leitb  Walk,  ere  now,  have  often  stoited, 
With  a'  the  waild  awake — 

Jolly  boys,  jolly  boys,  jolly  boys, 
Farewell,  dear  host,  be  soon  and  blithe  our  meeting, 
Jolly  boys,  jolly  boys,  jolly  boys. 

Shepherd.  Nae  harm,  my  dear  lads,  in  partin*  wi'  a  bit  bonny 
sang  o'  my  ain — no  sae  merry,  but  yet  no  melancholy. 

GOOD  NIGHT  AND  JOY  BE  Wl'  YOU  a'. 

The  niglit  is  wearing  to  the  wane, 

And  daylight  glinniieriug  eiist  awa'; 
The  little  sternies  dance  amain. 

And  the  moon  bobs  aboou  the  sbaw. 

But  though  the  tempest  tout  and  blaw 
Upon  his  loudest  midnight  horn, 

Good  night  an'  joy  be  wi'  you  a', 
We'll  maybe  meet  again  the  mora 
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0,  ■we  hae  wander'd  far  and  wide, 

O'er  Scotia's  land  of  fii  tli  aud  fell ; 
Ad  J  niony  a  bonny  flower  we've  pu'd, 

Aud  twined  them  wi'  the  heather  belL 

We've  ranged  tlie  diujrle  and  the  dell, 
The  hanilet  and  the  baron's  ha', 

Now  let  us  take  a  kind  farewell, — 
Good  uight  and  joy  be  wi'  you  a'. 

Te  hae  been  kind  as  I  was  keen. 

And  foUow'd  where  I  led  the  way, 
Till  ilka  poet's  love  we've  seen 

Of  this  and  niony  a  former  day. 

If  e'er  I  led  your  steps  astray, 
Forgie  your  minstrel  aiuee  for  a' ; 

A  tear  fa's  wi'  his  parting  lay, — 
Good  night  an'  joy  be  wi'  you  a'. 

Oilmen — Gude  uicht  aud  joy  be  wi'  us  a'. 

(Exeu7it.) 

North,  {Demi-Transatlantic.^  John,  open  the  windows — upon  my 
word,  'lis  a  very  line  morning.  Get  the  hot-bath  ready,  John,  and 
my  dressing  things — I  must  get  through  the  rest  of  that  infernal 
Emigration  Report  yet  before  breakfast.* 

{Left  yawning.) 

*  It  is  here  st&ted  (ante,  p.  41)  that  North  was  73  yrar<  old,  on  the  20th  of  .March,  IS28, 
whirl,  would  give  175;)  im  the  year  nf  his  bir.h.  Hut,  xulpsequentiy  iri  this  v..luiii<-  (p.  300),  It 
U  ipclared  by  North  that  he  i»a*  exclly  '21.  on  June  Id.  1772,  wliich  would  make  him  born  in 
1T51.     The  latter  dale,  as  hu  own,  i^  to  be  prefirred.— M. 
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Picardy  Place — Scene  the  Oval. — Time  Seven  in  the  Evening. 
North  and  Tickler. 

North.  Is  not  Mrs.  Ambrose  an   incomparable  cofice-brewstressi 

Tickler.  She  is,  indeed.  I  never  got  reconciled  to  the  continentiil 
custom  of  creaniless  and  sugarless  coffee,  North.  The  Dairy  Com- 
pany excels  itself  to-night. 

North.  Honey  your  bap,  Tickler — I  know  you  prefer  it  in  the 
comb — and  this  has  been  a  glorious  season  both  for  clover  and 
heather. 

Tickler.  Virgin  honey,  indeed — but  be  so  good  as  to  give  me  the 
marmalade — after  the  essence  of  flowers,  the  fruit  smacks  of  para- 
dise, and  I  shall  conclude  with  jam. 

North.  To  resume  our  conversation — What!  says  a  great  gaby  in 
England,  or  a  great  rogue  on  the  continent — what,  are  you  then 
gning  to  permit  the  Russians  to  eat  up  all  Europe,  leaf  by  leaf,  as  a 
maiden  spinster  eats  a  lettuce? 

Tickler.  You  remember.  North,  Sir  Bob  Wilson*  wrote  a  book  on 
tins  suliject  many  }  ears  ago,  which  sadly  terrified  several  old  women 
who  are  holders  of  India  stock.  Sir  Robert — he  was  a  kni"ht  in 
those  days — Sir  Robert  drew  maps,  and  charts,  and  plans,  and  cam- 
paigned as  actively  on  paper  as  ever  he  retreated  at  Banoz.  lie 
marched  the  troops  of  Russia  from  post  to  pillar  over  the  bellies  of 
the  Austriaiis,  Prussians,  Poles,  Saxons,  Turks,  Jews,  and  Atheists, 
all  sprawling  on  the  flat  of  their  backs.  Slap  in  like  manner  he 
d.ished  them  down  from  Trebizond  to  the  northern  bank  of  the  Eu- 
phnites,  ninety  miles. 

North.  To  Arzroun,  one  hundred. 

Tickhr.  To  Sinope,  two  hundred  and  seventy. 

North.  Tu  Scutari,  opposite  Constantinople,  a  little  more  than  Jive 
hundred. 

Tickler.  Across  the  Isthmus  of  Asis  Minor  to  Alexandretta  (  a  sea- 

•  This  Sir  Robert  Wilson  was  a  General  in  the  British  service,  and  published  an  account  ol 
the  expedition,  under  Abercroiiiby.  in  Egypt,  in  which  he  first  broucht  the  charge  against 
Na|><'leon  of  having  poiisoned  the  jrifcner«  at  Jaffa,  In  IHI5  he  a.«.si»ted  in  the  escapeofLa- 
v:ii.iite  at  P-;rin.  In  \•^^l\  he  v>  as  di.-inii^fed  the  service  for  acting  I/-/7A  the  p<:ople  at  C^ueen 
Oar(4ine's  funeral,  but  \va.s  sub.-^eqiienlly  restored,  and  died  in  If  19.  after  having  been  seven 
)ears  G  .  vernor  of  Gibraltar,     lie  labored  under  a  liuxiiia-phobia,  and  vented  it  in  print. — M. 
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port  town  opposite  Cvpriis,  in  the  Mediterranean,  and  only  six(if 
miles  from  Aleppo,)  little  more  than /our  hundred. 

North.  And  to  the  Red  Sea  from  tiience,  not  more  than  Jive  htin- 
dred. 

Tickler.  Yes — these  were  his  very  words.  Now,  all  this  is  done 
so  easily,  so  gently,  so  quietly,  so  gingerly,  that  people  would  think 
they  were  reading  a  French  road-lionk,  with  all  its  mysterious  cal- 
culations of  postes  and  postes  et  demi.  Then,  continued,  Sir  Bob, 
thev  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  get  down  the  Red  Sea. 

North.   Perfectly  regardless  of  the  fate  of  King  Pharaoh  of  Egypt. 

Tickler.  Through  the  Straits  of  Bal)elmandel),  (which,  by  the  way. 
they  used  to  call  Balielniaiide/  in  my  schooll)oy  days,)  and  then, 
with  fair  weather  tu  their  tail,  they  would  have  nothing  to  do  but  to 
take  Sir  -John  Malcolm,*  or  whoever  else  should  reign  in  his  stead, 
by  the  back  of  the  neck,  and  drown  him  in  any  convenient  part  of 
the  harbor  of  Bombay. 

North.  Or  else  there  was  Persia  open  to  the  march — get  through 
Daughistaun,  and  Shirvaun,  Tcliiraun,  and  many  more  places  ending 
in  aun,  and  floating  gaily  adowu  the  Persian  Gulf,  sail  from  Ormus, 
and  so  make  themselves  masters  of  hidia. 

Tickler.  It  is  anmsing  to  remember  the  mouthing  of  our  Mtidern 
Munchausen.  All  the  time  several  peojtle,  otherwise  respectable, 
were  so  .»hallow-pated  as  to  believe  that  this  cock-and-bull  history 
had  as  much  sense  and  truth  in  it  as  the  Adventures  of  Aladdin 
and  th(^  Princess  Badroulboudour.  And  it  remains  a  .standing  prt)of 
of  the  imbecility  of  human  intellect,  that  it  was  seriously  answered 
in  the  Quarterly  Review. 

North.  For  our  parts,  when  we  read  it,  we  said  that  we  had  a 
higher  opinion  of  Bob's  reading  in  consequence,  as  it  was  perfectly 
evident  he  must  have  been  fre^h  from  the  [)erusal  of  that  most  ad- 
mirable of  all  romances — that  most  j)hilosojihieal  of  all  works  of 
science — that  most  delightful  of  compilations  of  Ethics,  viz.  the  Ro- 
mance of  Gargantua,  as  written  by  Master  Aleofiibas. 

Tickler.  You  are  more  at  home,  North,  in  Rabelais  than  I  am — 
his  rirodi;jalit  V  overwhelms  my  senses  and  my  reason. 

North.  Kor — Vcrtue-BuMif,  as  Jiabclais  would  say  liiiii-<elf — the 
whi'le  idea — many  of  tin;  very  phrases  and  locutions — alnm^t  tin; 
places — the  entire  plan,  spirit,  and  ri'ijulalion  ol  the  campaign — iire 
pillaged,    pliuidered,    conveyed,    and    abducted    from    a    celebrated 

•  Sir  John  Mnlrolm  wjm  a.  .'^rctrlirnnn.  who  wont  to  India  a)i  a  cndet.  and  ropo  hiph  in 
ni'.tlary  and  difdoin.itic  rank,  incUidini;  that  of  I'lenijiutunti  iry  lo  fprma  and  <jovi>rnor  ol 
IJnnibay  itptiirnini;  to  Kn|;lRnd.  hn  tenXKV.i  rnrliuinRnt.  but  died  noon  nltnr.  in  \<V,i.  ilii 
Hint' rr  of  IVrma.  and  iioiiie  bnoki  on  India.  ar«  tliindnrd  workn. — in>  br'Ibrr,  Sir  I'ultnno}' 
Mal'ofin,  »  a»  the  Adinirai  in  (,'oiiimand  durini;  the  war  with  Aiiierina  in  1^1 1-1.').  and  wa<i 
ftalif-ppd  from  '.he  i^nrly  jiart  of  l.-)l(i  to  July,  I- 17.  at  Si.  noleiia,  u  here  he  conciilali'd  the  re- 
gard  'if  .\a|Kileon. — .M. 
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flijiplor  tlierei)f, — that,  I  moan,  in  which  the  three  Captains  of  his 
luist  came  before  King  Picroohcle,  and  j)ioiuise  that  prince  that  they 
will  maiie  him,  if  he  folhnvs  tiicii-  advice,  the  most  honored  and 
rt-ni'wncd  Mmiiarcii  tliat  ever  made  liis  appearance  on  llie  face  uf  the 
world,  since  the  days  of  Alexander  the  Macedonian. 

Tickler.  Brush  up  my  memory  of  the  wittiest  work  of  the  wittiest 
of  all  Frenchmen. 

North.  Swashbuckler,  Dustaille,  and  Smelltrash,  came  before 
their  king,  and  told  him  how  they  were  to  overcome  the  world — to 
make  him,  among  other  things.  King  of  Trebizond — to  massacre  all 
the  Mahometans,  unless  they  were  baptized — to  rebuild  Solomon's 
temple — to  sweep  through  Syria,  Palestine,  Lydia,  and  many  other 
places  most  abominably  misspelt  in  the  usual  editions  of  Sir  Thomas 
Urquliart,  as  they  j>roljably  will  be  in  Maga — and  returning  thence, 
to  make  but  one  mouthful  of  Eur(>])e— England,  Ireland,  and  Scot- 
land being  gulped  iip  in  a  single  parenthesis.  Picrochele  having 
believed  all  this,  went  to  war,  which  ended  in  his  being  a  beggar- 
man,  awaiting  for  the  coming  of  the  Cocklicranes,  to  be  restored  to 
his  kingdom. 

Tickler.  I  see  the  application  ;  though  that  the  Emperor  Nicho- 
las has  any  chance  of  coming  to  this  humble  estate,  I  am  far  from 
V)elieving  ;  and  sorry  should  I  be  if  there  were  any  chance  of  seeing 
his  diademed  head  covered  with  a  beggar's  clout. 

North.  1  should  be  most  sorry,  too.  Tickler,  because  he  is  a  good 
Anli-Calliolic  nf  the  Greek  persuasion,  who  would  vote,  if  he  had  a 
vote,  for  the  restoration  of  the  penal  laws  in  Ireland  to-morrow. 
Secondly,  because  he  is  the  representative  of  that  house  which 
crushed  the  Jacobin  power,  and  broke  up  the  continental  system. 
Thirdly,  because  he  is  a  good  free-mason,  having  been  made  in  our 
presence  in  the  Canongate  Kilwinning. 

Tickler.  Reasons  sufiicient  for  being  sorry  were  he  ever  to  be  so 
far  reduced  as  to  look  for  the  advent  (jf  the  Cocklicranes  to  be  rein- 
stated on  the  throne  of  all  the  liussias  ;  yet  I  am  not  in  the  least 
degree  grieved  that  he  is  now,  in  his  proper  person,  exhibiting  the 
enormous  al)surdity  of  the  Bob  VVilsonian  school  of  Munchausenism. 

North.  Why  1,  who  flatter  myself  1  know  a  thing  or  two,  said 
from  the  very  first,  that  Itussia,  unsubsidized,  unassisted  liy  f(;reign 
armies,  unsupported  by  foreign  cabinets,  could  not  move  forty  thou- 
sand real  soldiers — I  put  Cossacks,  &c.,  admirable  as  they  are  at 
home,  or  in  pursuit  of  a  defeated  enemy,  out  of  the  question — I  say 
tliat  Russia,  of  herself,  could  not  move  forty  th(jusand  men  forty 
miles  beyond  her  own  frontier,  without  being  cursedly  hampered. 

Tickler.  And  the  nujre  uncivilized  the  enemy.  North,  the  greater 
the  difficulties.  In  rich  countries,  where  there  are  wealthy  cities, — • 
fat  burghers  to  be  robbed, — greasy  monasteiies  to  be  rifled, — golden 
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chests  and  golden  plains  to  be  broken  open  or  cut  down — there  the 
honest  system  of  perquisitions,  the  vivere  rajito  plan  might  succeed. 
Will  that  do  in  Turkey  ? 

North.  Alas!  no.  The  invading  army  must  there  bring  all  ita 
provisions,  all  the  demands  of  its  commissariat,  all  its  ordnance  and 
haltering  train  with  it ;  and  these  things  are  to  be  paid  for  in  one 
way  or  another — either  way  being  equally  inconvenient  to  his  impe- 
rial mnjesty. 

Tickler.  "  Here  goes  the  Emperor  Nicholas,"  shouted  all  the 
gentlemen  of  the  press  all  over  Europe, — "one  day  at  Moscow,  the 
next  in  Constantinople.  What  is  the  Duke  of  Wellingt-on  doing? 
Uli  !  uidiapjjy  ministry,  you  are  ruining  the  country,  by  permitting 
the  conquest." 

North.  How  intensely,  Tickler,  the  Duke  of  Wellington  must 
have  laughed!  Somewhat  as  Hannibal  did  when  he  heard  the  old 
snuflling  sophist, — one  of  a  class  of  men,  who,  by  the  way,  very 
much  resembled  in  information  and  honesty,  our  jt)urnalists  at  pre- 
sent,— lecturing  hiia — him  of  Cannai — on  the  art  of  war.  Ilow 
actively  he  must  have  rubbed  his  ear,  as  he  heard  blinkard  after 
blinkard  talk  of  walking  to  Constantinople,  as  the  Cockneys  on 
Easter  Sunday  walk  to  Greiiiwich  fair. 

Tickler.  Wait,  gentlemen,  he  might  have  said,  all's  not  over  yet. 
Wait  till  Russia  is  aggrandized  by  the  taking  of  the  city  of  the 
Cuisars. 

North.  Well  did  he  know  that  this  campaign  of  Russia,  on  her 
own  resources,  was  the  most  inip<)litic  act  she  could  commit  ;  and 
he  had  no  objection  that  she  should  divert  herself,  liy  flinging  away, 
in  an  idle  and  uncalled-for  contest,  the  stamina  of  ten  years'  politi- 
cal existence. 

Tickler.  The  poor  paltry  politicians — the  creatures  whose  names 
have  become  a  byword  of  scorn — the  sitliiif/  part  o(  the  Caiuiingites 
— lia<l,  l)y  that  most  bungling  of  all  pieces  of  diplomacy,  the  treaty 
of  the  (jth  of  .Inly,  made  us  auxiliaries — art  and  part — in  this  Rus- 
sian invasion  ;  and  the  cunning  men  about  the  Czar  must  have 
chuckled  at  their  triumph  (jver  tiiem,  the  idiots  xar'  s^,oy^xv. 

North.  Ijiit  "  A  change  came  o'er  iIk;  spirit  of  our  cjicam,"  my 
boy.  These  genthrmen  found  the  l;uigh  eonsider,il)ly  altered.  They 
were  h-ft  to  light  the  battle  by  themselves — with  what  sueeess,  nil 
the  world  knows. 

Tick/er.    l'v(,i>  ! 

North.  Now,  my  good  little  masters  and  misses,  did  the  i^uki^  do 
riixht  or  \s  rou"  1  Was  it  better  for  him  to  let  the  llus.siiins  cut 
their  own  throats,  or  to  mount  his  grand  Waterloo  hor.-.e,  and  play 
their  game  1 

2'icklcr.  The    boy    who   Uan  been   bi;oby    for   five   years    in    each 
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success!  vo  class  of  the  Tligh  School  could  answer  that  question 
aright. 

North.  But  the  Greeks,  Tickler,  the  Greeks! 

Tickler.   Fidd led i-dcc. 

North.  'I'hi'se  tellows  must  lie  .settled  as  the  interests  of  Europe 
dictate.  They  or  their  petty  atlairs'caunot  be  of  any  consequence, 
now  that  the  great  European  interests  are  at  stake.  And  I  think 
tliat,  -since  they  got  into  the  hands  of  Messrs.  Joe  Hume,  Orlando, 
Luriottis,  Capo  d'lstria,  Trelavvney,  Steam-Engine  Galloway,  Apol- 
lo, and  Mercurius,  and  the  rest,  the  world  in  general  care  as  little 
aljout  them,  as  they  do  about  the  last  cargo  of  Christian  and  Liberal 
patriots  shipped  for  the  colonies  of  Australasia. 

TickUr.  But  then,  says  some  interminable  querist,  holding  you  by 
the  button,  there's  the  French  expedition  to  the  Morea.  Chateau- 
briand writes  an  immensity  about  it  in  the  Jt>urnal  des  Debats.  Are 
not  you  horribly  afeard  of  that?     Come,  confess. 

North.  Afeard  !  not  we.  Why,  it  is  ours  when  we  want  it.  Why 
it  should  intend  us  harm,  we  cannot  see;  and  even  if  it  contem- 
plated any,  have  not  we,  the  rulers  of  the  seas,  the  absolute  disposal 
of  all  persons  and  things  in  the  Peloponnesus?  Had  we  not  in 
more  noisy  days  the  French  garrison  in  Malta,  and  the  French 
army  in  Egvpt,  as  completely  in  our  hands  as  if  they  were  in  the 
hulks? 

Tickler.  Come — come — what  do  you  say  about  the  Pacha  of 
Egypt? 

North.  An  excellent  fellow,  lately  converted  to  Christianity,  and 
enrolled  as  a  ruling  elder  of  the  lielief  Kirk  of  Kirkintulloch,  by 
the  persuasion  of  the  Iteverend  Mr.  Dobbie,  and  Miss  Elizabeth 
Shanks.  He  will  not  annoy  us.  Perhaps  in  course  of  time  he  may 
yield  to  good  advice,  and  surrender  his  country  to  our  safe  keeping, 
with  the  same  go(jd  humor  that  the  Great  Mogul  surrendered  his. 

Tickler.  India? 

North.  Dinna  fash  your  thoomb  about  India.  It  is  a  long  march 
from  the  Caspian  to  the  passes  of  Altock — and  there  is  many  a 
stumbling-block  in  the  way.  And,  moreover,  listen  to  one  word — 
if  there  was  as  line  ati  army  as  Napoleon  Bonaparte  marched  against 
Kussia  herself,  at  the  passes  of  Altock,  we  could  prove  it  to  you, 
that  without  firing  a  gun,  we  (the  English,  we  mean,  not  ourselves, 
C.  N.)  have  it  in  our  power  to  make  it  "  a'  wede  away''  almost  as 
rapidly  as  the  army  of  King  Sennacherib  of  Assyria;  and  that  by 
the  time  it  came  within  sight  of  the  f<n-edoomed  ground  of  Pamiiput, 
it  would  not  be  able  to  put  r)0,000  men,  and  they  jaded  and  worn 
out,  to  cope  against  quadruple  the  number  of  as  fine  a  set  of  fellowa 
as  ever  pulled  a  trigger. 

Tickler.  Burrin;,'  always  the  grenadiers  of  England. 
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North.  No,  laddie — for  it  must  be  to  a  very  yourifi  person  we  are 
addressing  this  argument — if  we  lose  India  it  will  not  be  by  an 
invasion  from  Russia.  When  the  time  conies  we  shall  give  the 
world  an  essay  on  that  subject,  which  will  illuminate  it  to  the  centre 
of  its  soul. 

2'ickier.  North,  you  aie  in  great  force  to-night !  And  now  havina; 
thus  most  triumphantly  proved,  that  we  have  no  need  to  go  to  war 
with  Russia — that  she  is  injuring  herself  much  more  than  we  could 
injure  her — that  no  English  interest,  direct  or  indirect,  is  at  stake — 
you  have  not  degraded  yourself  by  answering  the  nonsense  talked 
about  "Rule  Britannia"  being  in  any  danger  from  sailors  bred  in 
icy  seas,  or  the  lakes  whicli  go  by  the  names  of  the  Black  Sea  and 
the  Mediterranean — that  if  she  want  to  fight  we  are  ready  for  it — 
suppose  you  turn  your  nose  away  from  the  North,  and,  like  a  cock 
on  a  steeple,  point  your  neb  to  the  South. 

North.  Wliat  is  Don  Miguel  or  D(Hi  Pedro  to  us?  For  the 
kingdf)rn  of  Portugal  we  feel  great  respect,  because  we  have  been 
(i>r  nif)re  than  fifty  years  swallowing  the  wine,  the  name  of  which  is 
idi-ntlficd  with  its  own.  A  li(]nid  to  be  honored — to  i)e  loved.  Let 
'1  heodore  Hook's  admirat)le  Sa}  ings  and  Doings  say  and  do  what 
they  please — that  is  the  sound,  constitutional,  episcopal,  presbyterian, 
piotfstaiit,  godfearing  liquor,  in  which  1  toss  olf  senipilernal  bum- 
pers to  Church  and  King. 

2'ickler.  I  saw  a  prime  pipe  whaumled  into  my  cellar  this  blessed 
day.      Dine  \\ith  me  to-morrow,  Kit. 

North.  1  will.  Days,  or  rather  nights  of  our  youth  !  Shall  we 
di>lionor  your  memory  by  a  word  derogatory  to  that  solid-fluid — a 
coinpfiund  epithet,  which,  let  mathematicians  sneer  as  they  please, 
is,  in  this  case,  no  bull.  Revering  Portugal,  therefore,  on  this 
ground,  and  having  a  hankering  recollection  of  Vimeira,  and  other 
doings  there,  we  .shall  not  be  suspected  of  sayinii  a  word  in  its  dis- 
paragement. But  really  we  cannot  stx'  why  we  are  bound  to  cram 
a  constitution  down  the  throats  of  the  Portuguese  against  their  will. 

Tickler.  Unless  the  old  lady  were  in  a  strait  waistcoat,  and  could 
not  feed  herself  with  her  own  hands. 

North.  We  cannot  see  that  we  were  justified  in  sending  five  or 
six  thousand  .soldiers  there,  to  compel  people  to  be  free  at  the  point 
of  the  bayonet. 

Tickler.   By  the  soft  persuasion  of  military  law. 

North.  No  wonder  lliat  such  j)roceedings — that  the  diplomatic 
pedantry  of  praiing  about  a  cukhh  fo:dir>ix — and  the  schoolboy 
jicdantry  of  ijuotinL'  iiulling  verses  aliout,  ylvdus — shouhl  have  very 
much  irritated  the  Portuguese;  against  us.  As  for  the  Constitution, 
it  is  very  evident  th:il  lliey  did  not  iMiderstaml  any  thing  ai)oul  it. 
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Tickler.  And  as  for  the  Constitutionalists,  a  more  mean,  cowardly, 
ignorant  crew  never  usurped  the  fiinetions  of  governtnent. 

North.  '\\w  flijihi  from  the  Voiiga  has  indeed  shown  tiiese  fellows 
up  in  their  true  colors.  There  have  been  few  things  in  history, 
Tickler,  more  exquisitely  comical  than  the  expedition  of  the  Alar- 
quis  Palmella  and  his  associates.  Forth  wer*  these  valonjus  cham- 
pions from  London,  with  the  favorable  gales  of  the  applause  of  the 
Courier  breathed  hot  upon  their  backs,  to  make  their  appearance, 
and  to  comjiu-r. 

Tickler.  The  Veiii,  Vidi,  Vici,  of  Julius  Ccesar,  was  to  have  been 
revived  in  their  case.     Sed  quales  rediere? 

North.  Such  a  running  never  was  heard  of.  The  very  sound  of 
the  advance  of  Don  Miguel's  army  made  the  fellows  take  to  tiieir 
heels  as  rapidly  as  the  frogs  and  mice,  in  the  Batrachoniyomachia, 
scuddi-d  into  their  holes  and  marshes  on  the  arrival  of  the  crabs. 
Taipa  led  the  way — 

"  IIpwTOf  XIj^veAcwf  BotwriOf  tpxe  <j>o6oio " 

Tickler.  But  allow  me  to  add,  that  Peneleus  was  a  good  fighter, 
and  did  not  stir  till  he  was  wounded  in  the  shoulder,  zs^odu  Terfa|x. 
fxsvos  aist — until  Jupiter,  son  of  Saturn,  had  shaken  his  fringed  -^gis, 
and  darted  his  terror-striking  bolt  among  the  Greeks.  Taipa  ran 
before  he  saw  the  glistening  of  a  gun,  and  the  disorder  shortly  be- 
came infectious. 

North.  Palmella  ran. 

Tickler.  Saldanha  ran. 

North.  Villa  Flor  ran. 

Tickler.  They  all  ran. 

North.  There  was  not  a  man  among  them  on  that  day  whom 
you  would  n<jt  have  backed  with  the  long  odds  against  Coates 
himself 

Tickler.  And  these  are  the  good  people  with  whom  the  men  of 
England — the  old  Invicti — the  men  who  never  run — it  is  for  these 
cravens  that  our  sympathies  are  sought  to  he  enlisted  !  We  wish 
they  were  delivered  to  the  tender  mercies  of  Fria.r  Jean  des  En- 
toumeures,  that  he  might  inflict  summary  punishment  upon  them 
with  the  sacred  baton  of  the  cross. 

North.  People  in  this  country,  Mr.  Tickler,  who  are  horribl} 
gulled  by  the  nonsense  which  is  wiitten  in  newspapers,  are  some- 
times in  the  habit  of  calling  Don  Miguel  an  usurper,  and  that  too  is 
made  a  ground  why  we  should  go  to  war  with  him. 

Tickler.   How  he  is  a  usurper  1  cannot  see. 

North.  Don  Pedro,  we  shall  be  told  at  (jnce,  is  his  elder  brother, 
and,  therefore,  V»y  all  the  rights  of  primogeniture,  should  have  suc- 
ceeded  his   father.     Supposing  this  all  to  be  as  correct  as  possible. 
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wecatiiiot  fur  thr  lives  of  us  see  how  we  are  appointed  conservators 
gf'iieral  nf  the  due  succession  of  Uii!<j;d()iiis  all  over  the  world.  Just 
see  to  what  that  would  lead  us  at  the  present  moment. 

Tickler.  Why,  we  should  be  very  busy  at  war  with  Russia,  be- 
cause Coiistantine  has  been  set  aside  for  Nicholas. 

North.  We  should  be  active  in  ousting  Bernadotte,  and  restoiins 
Gjlonel  Gustafson. 

Ticklr.  King  Ferdinand's  claim  to  his  throne  was  not  the  most 
correct  in  the  world  at  the  beginning,  yet  no  one  that  we  ever  heard 
of  recommended  us  to  attack  the  great  man-milliner  to  the  Virgin 
Mary  on  this  ground. 

North.  What  nonsense — what  idif>cy  it  is,  then,  to  expect  that 
we  are  to  send  out  fleets  and  armies,  and  to  puzzle  our  consols, 
bimfily  that  we  may  change  tht^  name  of  Miguel  for  that  <»f  Pedro  ! 

Tickler.  Of  Don  Miguel  I  know  nothing — ijut,  as  he  is  grossly 
abused  in  the  Times,  it  is  highly  probable  that  he  is  a  gentleman, 

North.  As  to  thn  validity  of  his  election,  let  the  Portuguese  law- 
yers look  to  it.  His  partisans,  in  our  opinion,  make  out  a  good  case 
for  him.  The  fundamental  laws  of  Portugal  require  that  the  King 
must  l)e  a  Portugtiese,  and  Dor  Pedro  has  declared  himself  a  Bra- 
zilian. His  right,  therefore,  they  contend"  has  ceased,  and,  exactly 
as  happened  at  our  own  Ilevolulion,  the  next  in  succession  is  put  in 
his  place.  The  Cortes  of  Lamego,  which  pronounced  this  decision, 
com|)rthended  almost  all  the  great  names  in  the  kingdom,  and 
resembled,  in  many  particulars,  the  C()nveiition  Parliament,  which 
put  the  crown  upon  the  fiead  of  William. 

Tickler.  Tin-  ehnnh  is  fir  Don  Miguel. 

North.   Almost  all  the  landholders. 

Tickler.   Nine-tenths  of  the  mercantile  property. 

North.  Btsides,  who  is  there  that  can  i)ear  the  idea  of  an  old 
P^uropean  kingdom  being  turned  into  a  colony  to  a  mushroom 
American  empire  ? 

Tickler.   Disgusting. 

North.  Be  this  law  and  this  reasoning  right  or  wrorig,  our  inter- 
f-ring  to  arrange  it  would  not  be  a  whit  more  wise;  or  rational  than 
Don  Quixote's  campaign  against  the  windmills.  M  is  thi-  interest 
of  the  |>e«iple  of  Portugal  to  ki-ep  on  g<  oil  terms  with  u>  ;  and  that 
being  the  case,  it  is  of  no  conse(|uence  to  us  what  king  reigns  over 
thru,.* 

Tickler.    Not    the  value  nf  n   Queen    Anne's    farthing,  which    now 

sells,  I    I.elicve,  as    h.w  as    ihiriy  shillings  of  thr  eoin.iLie  ul    (ieorge 

the    l-'nlllth. 

*  Norlh'i  •xp»rt»linni  were  ilii<n|>point>'<l.  In  Juno,  H'.*-',  Unn  Mic"''!  ilcclarfd  himK(>ll 
Kineof  i'ortUKal.  Afor  a  (irolnng'-il  ounlert  with  hii  brollinr,  Uon  I'liilro  wax  ciiin|i<tlloJ  to 
ri-nriiin'-.'  hm  cinirnK  in  May.  \~'i\  F''oiir  inontlm  ATtcr,  Dunna  Maria  wik-  UrclargJ  of  n(;a,  and 
comminced  her  actual  rei^n.     •'r'tio  iliu  I  in  '••-J.— M. 
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North.   Wo   liave    tliiis  concluded  our   foreign   all'iirs,  and    Lord 

Abeidi'iMi    may,  it'  lie  pleases,  lay  dosMi  our  nia<faziiii',  so  far  as  his 

own  ofKoial  duties  are  concerned.     Delifjjluod  and  instructed  with  the 

■  infoniiatiiin   he  has  thus  trloaned,  he  may  return   to  the  business  of 

his  department,  a  wiser  and  a  better  man. 

Tickler.  Hut  his  Lordship's  well-known  literary  taste  must  of 
course  conipel  him  to  proceed. 

North.  True  ;  ill  indeed  would  he  deserve  the  title  of  Athenian 
Al>erdeen,  if  lie  did  not  every  month  peruse,  with  unsatialed  appe- 
tite, every  line  of  Maga,  beginning  with  the  title  over  the  benignant 
countenance  of  Gcordie  Buchanan,  and  never  checking  for  a  mo- 
ment, until  he  had  fairly  mastered  the  catalogues  of  the  Born,  the 
Married,  or  the  Dead. 

Tickler.  But  what  say  you  of  the  colonies? 

North.  Nothing.  Canada  is  pcevi^h,  but  we  shall  soon  settle  all 
that.  A  most  honored  contributor,  and  a  most  excellent  Tory — 
our  friend  Gait — reigns  there  in  plenitude  of  power  ;  and  the  de- 
partment of  woods  and  forests  is  under  the  control  of  a  Lord 
Warden,  (The  Teeger)  whose  leained  I-ucnbrations  have  figured 
in  the  magazine.  Under  such  con'.."ol,  Sir  George  Murray  may 
rest  contented.  The  remainder  of  the  empire  is  as  well  as  can  bf> 
expected.* 

Tickler.  At  home.  Corn — Currency — Catholics. 

North.  Good  Lord,  deliver  us  from  the  three  !  Plague — Pesti- 
lence, and  Famine — Battle — Murder,  and  sudden  Death,  are  nothing 
to  them  !  But,  as  we  must  speak  about  them,  we  our  weary  lips 
unclose. 

Tickler.  Let  us  take  them  alternately.  Kit. 

North.   Well,  Tim. 

Tickler.  Corn.  Every  prospect  of  a  fine  harvest,  in  spite  of  St. 
Switliin.  This  will  be  one  grand  element  of  popularity  for  the 
Duke's  Ministry.     John  Bull  camiot  grumble  when  his  belly  is  full. 

North.  CuiiRENcy.  Mr.  Peel's  bill,  we  suppose,  will  be  in 
operati(jn  in  April. f  Great  is  the  lamentatic^n  thereupon — and  we 
suppose  just — even  in  the  imperishal)le  pages  of  our  own  immortal 
Work.  But  if  the  world  will  keep  the  secret,  we  mention  to  them 
in  private,  that  we  never  cared  anything  about  the  currency,  furthei 
than  to  get  as  much  of  it  as  possilile  into  our  breeches  pockets. 

Tickler.  "Good  gracious,"  Mr.  North — a  country  banker  will  e.x- 
claim.  lifting  his  spectacles  to  an  angle  of  03  degrees  upon  the  top 

•  Lord  Aberdeen  iiras  Fr.reipn,  and  Sir  George  Murray  Colonial  Secretary,  in  the  Wellinpf- 
lon  Ministry.  Oalt.  the  novelist,  had  but  a  very  bhort  ''reign'  in  Canada.  "Tl'C  Tifijir" 
wa*  tlie  laie  Dr.  nunl'p,  ol  Canada — -M. 

\    I'eel'K  Currency  Mill,  by  w  hich  all    bank  notex  of  legs  value  than  £.'■  were  abolished,  and 
U>  a  certain  extent,  a  •heck  given  to   '■  wild  cat"'    banks.      Nearly    twenty  years  l.aer,  he  com- 
pletely preveiHcd  ilie  estabU^hiuent  of  bank^i  without  ca^/ital. — .\I. 
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of  his  ear — "siirelv  ve're  no  serious.  Do  ye  torfret  a'  the  clever 
artides  ye  had  about  the  ruin  the  daft  measures  o'  the  feeh)sofers 
wad  brin<r  upon  the  hail  kintra  1  Are  na  ye  fou,  when  ye  talk  sae 
gu^elikt^  ?" 

JS'urth.  Most  encomiastic  and  eminent  of  bankers,  we  reply,  we 
are  no  that  fou — though,  jterhaps,  we  may  hae  a  drappie  in  our  ee. 
Admirable  articles  they  were — them  to  which  you  allude — sound  in 
argument — true  in  feeling — clear  in  position — powerful  in  facts. 

Tickler.  And  so  the  whole  country  felt.  They  were  articles 
which  made  the  soul  of  Ebony  glad  within  his  bosom,  for  they  did 
nmch — 

"  I  verily  believe,  promote  his  sale." 

And  more  such  you  must  have. 

North.  It  would  have  saved  much  loss,  and  prevented  much  mis- 
chief, had  a  few  such  thinkers  as  their  writer  had  the  management 
of  our  Ihiai.cial  and  commercial  aOairs.  But,  after  all,  I  am  an  old 
man — a  man  long  cured  of  listening  to  the  predictions  of  politicians; 
and,  croyez  en  un  vieux  pracdcien,  as  old  Frederick  of  Prussia  used 
to  say  of  war,  1  am  not  now-a-days  frightened  by  prophecies  of  our 
dotructiou  from  causes,  the  prevention  of  which  we  have  in  our 
own  power.  If  the  feelost)fers  have  mismanaged  aflliirs,  are  they 
not  kicked  out?  Thank  God,  they  are — to  one  and  all  the  Duke 
has  said,  in  the  language  <jf  Juvenal — ant  uccipe  calccm  !  Has  not 
Iluskisson,  the  Complete  Letter  Writer,  been  ejected  in  the  manner 
so  graphically  di-picted  in  the'  print-shops,  hy  the  vigorous  a[)plieji- 
t.ion  of  the  toe  of  the  Duke's  j.uklioot  to  his  os  coccijijis  ^  Does  not 
Pree  Trade  stink  in  the  nostrils  of  the  people  ? 

Tickler.   Like  a  dead  foumart. 

JS'orlli.  So  it  will  be  with  the  Currency.  If  we  find  that  a  gold 
currency,  to  the  exclusion  of  paper,  works  mischief,  depend  upon 
it,  after  a  little  <>f  that  mischief — and  less  now  than  ever — because 
the  country  looks  upon  the  sayings  and  doings  with  suspieion — 
thanks  [)riiiei|;ally  to  my  magazine — instead  of  hailing  them  with 
an  a  priori  shout  of  ajiprobation-— defiend  upon  it,  I  say,  after  the 
first  svnjjitom  of  its  being  calculated  to  <lo  damage  appears,  «e 
shall  come  back  to  the  course,  in  which  vve  arrived  at  a  pilch  of  pros- 
perity unprecedent«d  in  the  history  of  nati<tns.  No,  no,  my  dear 
sir — we  will  never  be  ruined  by  th.it.  lentil  it  phases  (iod  to  strike 
lis  all  mad  at  one  stroke  of  the  Dogstar,  we  shall  never  be  so 
divested  of  common  instinct  as  to  destroy  ourselves,  (i)r  no  reason 
in  the  world  but  to  gratify  sf)nie  cloudy  theorists,  or  to  gain  a 
character  for  consistency  in  tolly.  I  venture  to  lay  a  w.ager  of 
guineas  to  shillings,  that  by  this  time  twelve  months,  we  shall  not 
recollect  whether  the  bill  [>a>se(|  or  not. 

Tickler    Catholics.      No  I'opery  !     This  is  our  cry  now — then- 
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nnd  forever.  Our  reasons  for  it  we  have  so  often  disciisserl,  my  dear 
JSortli,  that  we  are  not  called  upon  to  do  it  now.  I  think,  indeed  I 
am  sure,  that  the  events  of  the  last  six  months  have  kindled  that 
spirit  ainon<i  us  to  a  wanner  degree  than  it  has  ever  been  since  the 
Revolution  of  1088.     Don't  you  think  so,  sir? 

North.  Yes.     The  Papists  have  fairly  drawn  the  sword. 

2'iclder.  The  return  of  O'Connell,  and  the  rejection  of  Mr.  Vesey 
Fitzgerald,  a  man  who  was  fool  enough  to  vote  f  »r  thein  all  his  life, 
|)rove  that  no  services  to  their  infauious  cause  can  atone  for  Pro- 
testantism.* 

NortJi.  It  has  proved,  also,  that  those  M'ho  prated  about  the 
popish  iulluenee  returning  only  a  dozen  meml)er.s  to  Parliament, 
were  mere  idiots.  It  has  proved,  that  if  we  grant  emancipation,  we 
introduce  at  least  one  hundred  members  into  the  House  of  Commons, 
bound  by  all  that  they  deem  sacred  to  overthrow  the  constitution 
of  the  countrv. 

Tickler.  Alarm  prevails  now,  where  nothing  but  sneers  were  heard 
before  ;  and,  by  a  just  retribution,  the  Irish  pro-Popery  members, 
(we  thank  thee,  eloquent  and  able,  staunch  and  true  Standard,  for 
teaching  us  that  word,)  are  the  first  to  sufler.  Your  Vesey  Filz- 
gi'ral<ls,  Sir  John  Newports,  Villiers  Stuarts,  Spiing  Iiices.'|-  &c.  &c., 
will  be  the  (ir>t  to  go — the  first  to  all'ord  a  practical  illustration  of 
the  justice  and  nn^deration  of  the  triumphant  Papists. 

North.  I  rejoice.  Mr.  Tickler,  to  see  the  country  firmly  possessed 
of  this  truth.  I  hail  the  accession  to  our  side  of  the  Marquis  of 
Chandos,  and  the  young  nobilty,  gentry,  and  scholars,  of  almcjst  all 
the  rising  youth  of  the  country,  whether  distinguished  for  birth,  or 
talent,  or  influence;  and  we  cheer  forward  the  establishtnent  of  the 
Brunswick  Clubs,  with  the  loudest  compass  of  our  lungs.J  All  that 
the  Protestants  of  tlie  empire  have  to  do,  is  to  speak,  and  tueik 
Voice  is  decisive. 

Tickler.  Yes,  my  trusty  feer,  their  voice  is  decisive,  even  if  the 
minister  seem  dubious  or  hostile.  How  much  more  so  when  the 
minister  is  their  staunch  and  uncompromising  friend  ;  in  one  word, 
when  he  is  the  Duke  of  Wellington  i 

North.  Another  cup  of  cofiee.     As  to  any  doubts  about  him,  give 

•  Mr  Vesey  Fitz«erald,  a  Protestant,  wtio  tiad  been  member  for  Clare  for  many  years,  was 
roade  a  Cabinet  mitister,  under  Wellington,  in  June  lt:.?5.  l're>'enuiig  himself  for  re-elec- 
lion.  he  was  opiio>ed  by  ,Mr.  O'ConiiHll.  ilie  Calliolio  leader,  and  after  a  severe  contest  of  a 
week.  O'Co 'I  ell  wai>  elected  This  led  to  the  Catholic  Ei[i.'i.jicipatioii  in  I'i.i!)— Welliugton 
and  I'eel  thii.kinp  that  coKcei-Kion  was  preferable  to  civil  war.  Mr.  Shell'*  acconiit  of  the 
Clare  lilection  is  remarkably  graphic. — M. 

t  Sir  John  Newport  became  Comptroller  cf  the  Kxehequer,  and  retired  on  a  pension  of  .£1000 
a  year,  to  inake  way  for  .Mr.  .Sj>ring  Kice  (then  created  IJord  ?\lonteagle)  who  wanted  a  perma- 
nent olhne.     Mr   Villiers-.'^tuart  was  made  Lord  Stuart  de  Decies  in  l-J!) — ,Vl. 

1  'I'his  .Marquis  of  Chandos  (who  succeeded  to  the  JJukeUom  of  BuckinKham  in  l^HO)  was  an 
o  1  *.ra-Tory ,  and  has  concluded  his  career  by  spendinn;  hi*  •.mmen.se  inheritance,  which  went  to 
the  haiiiriier  to  pay  his  debts,  I'he  iirunswick  Clubs  aroiiu  in  \!>i,i^  ii  jjiposition  to<ii^  Cathie 
Lc  .Aj>aocialion,  but  i-p.-edily  fell  ihr-jusn. — -Mt 


ANTIC  Q'ATIONS.  81 

tliem  to  the  winds !  The  Davvsons — I  utter  the  name  with  pain,  for 
many  reasons — may  seem  to  slink  from  their  principles  amid  a 
general  hooting  of  contempt,  and  some  sighs  of  sorrow.  But  who 
compares  the  Duke  of  Wellington  with  them  1 

Tickler.  Nobody  who  is  permitted  by  his  friends  to  walk  without 
an  attendant  through  city  or  suburb.  Yet  the  Protestants  of  the 
empire  must  not  desert  him.  If  tliey  be  silent,  it  w  ill  be  hard  for 
him  to  re-ist  the  ceaseless  clamors  of  his  enemies. 

North.  That  is — not  a  sad — but  a  serious — solemn  truth.  Let 
them  be  steady — let  them  come  forward  to  show'  that  they  are  in 
earnest  in  resisting  the  encroachments  of  Popery,  and 

Our  trust  in  blm 
Is  firm  as  Ailsa's  rock. 

Tickler.  Is  there  anything  else  to  say  1 

North.  \\'o  hope  not — for  we  are  not  going  to  say  any  more. 
We  are  old,  now,  consider,  worthy  world,  and  our  hand  does  not 
dash  off  sheet  att^-r  sheet  with  that  impetuous  rapidity  that  made  in 
former  times  the  devils  to  stare.      We  must  now  take  our  ease — 

The  young  should  labor,  but  tbe  olJ  should  rest. 

Tickler.  Your  life,  sir,  has  l)een  busy  and  various. 

North.  Ay,  heaven  knows,  our  toils  indeed  have  been  immense; 
and,  until  we  came  to  the  management  of  this  Magazine,  our  plea- 
sures but  fi.'\v.  But  we  are  anliei[iating.  Soon — very  soon,  per- 
haps, may  the  aged  body  of  old  Kit  iie  consigni-d  to  the  tomb 

Tickhr.    \\\iA\ — hear  Mr.  Gurney  sobi)ing  in  his  closet  ! 

North.   When  his  Memoirs  will  see  the  liglit  at  last 

Tickler.   O  let  them  not,  I  piay,  be  a  postliuiiious  work  ! 

North.  His  maligiicrs  then  will  see  who  it  is  tliey  have  slandered 
— what  wild  work  they  have  wrought  with  a  heart  too  sensitive,  too 
tremblingly  alive  to  the  cruel  censures  of  a  censorious  world 

I'iclder.  Gurney  —  ijlow  your  nose — and  no  blubbering. 

North.  Springs  of  action  will  l)e  then  developed,  which  will 
[luzzh;  the  jjolitician — deeds  developed,  which  will,  in  all  proba- 
bility, n  iider  it  necessary  that  the  history  of  lil'iy  of  the  most 
important  years  of  the  world  sIkmiIcI  be  re-written.  When  it  is 
puidished,  alike  indifferent  to  him  will  be  llif  voice  of  j)r;iisc  or  of 
censure • 

Tickler,  (xurney  ! 

N'>rlh.  But  the  readers  of  Blackwood's  Magazine  will,  wi-  trust, 
drop  a  tr.ir  of  gfKul-humond  and  grateful  rccoUfclion  ovi'i-  ihc  |>.'igii 
Lliat  tells  the  ( lie<piLTed  fortunes  of  their  guide,  jihilosopher,  and 
iriend. 

Vol.  III.— 7 
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Tickler.  Why,  Gurney's  grirf  is  infectiims.  Ft)rgivc  the  pensive 
tear. 

North.  'Tis  an  idle  thought,  'J'ickler,  but  methinks  that  my  bones 
Wdiild  not  ri'st  in  a  city  chmcliyard.  Let  them  he  (Jepnsited  beneath 
the  greensward  of  the  burial-place  of  my  native  parish,  by  the  side 
of  her 

Tickler.  My  dear  North,  you  know  I  have  undertaken  the  inter- 
ment   

North,  liemember,  that  on  turning  off  from  the  turnpike  road 
into  the  lane,  with  its  old  hawthorn  hedges 

Tickler.  Fear  not,  sir,  fear  not — the  coffni  shall  there  be  taken 
out  of  the  hearse,  and  borne  aloft  on  the  shoulders  of  six  chosen 
villagers 


North.  You  yourself  walking,  as  chief  mourner,  at  my  head 

Tickler.  The  Sheplierd  at  the  right  shoulder 

North.  All  right. — all  right — suppose  we  sing  a  song. 
Tickler.   J)o — for  Godsake  ! 

North.  With  all  my  heart.  But  first  a  toast — in  brandy — for 
after  Turkish  coffee,  Bourdeaux  is  best.     Here  is 

The  144th  Number  of  Blackwood's  Magazine  ! 
12  times  12! 

Hip,  hip,  hurra!  Hip,  hip,  hurra! 

Ilip,  hip,  hurra!  llij),  hip,  hurra! 

Hip,  hip,  hurra!  Hip,  hip,  hurra! 

Ilip,  hip,  huira!  Hip,  hip,  hurra! 

Hip,  hip,  hurra!  Hi[),  hip,  hurra! 

Ilip,  hip,  hurra!  Hip, hip,  hurra, hurra,  hur- 

ra, hurra,  iSsc.  ad  libitum. 
And  now  one  cheer  more  for  the  honor  of  Lord  Eldon  ! 

Hip,  hip,  hurra — hurra,  hurra  ! 

Hark  ! — how  the  echoes  ring  ! 

Tickler.   Every  room  in  the  h<iuse  has  caught  it. 

North.  And  another,  for  as  true  a  Tory,  in  other  words,  as  good 
a  man,  as  Scotland  ever  saw — his  noble  father  nut  excepted — Lord 
Melville.      Hip,  hip,  hurra,  hurra  ! 

Tickler.  Some  basely  forgot,  or  rather  deserted  him,  during  hii) 
short  retirement.  But  \V' k  knew  better.  Out  or  in,  we  honor  the 
Max. 

North.  That's  the  way  to  do  things.  The  144th  No. !  This  is 
the  Magazine  which  idiots  and  knaves  endeavored  to  put  down — • 
and  which  blockheads  and  fools  predicted,  over  and  over  again, 
would  not  live  out  the  month. 

Tickler.  Many  a  precious  blockhead  has  kicked  the  bucket,  hopped 
the  twig,  Kit,  since  the  first  prating  of  such  predictions. 
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North.  And  it  is  pleasant  to  the  conscience  of  an  old  man  tu 
know  that  the  death  of  many  of  them  must  be  h\id  directly  at  the 
door  of  No.  17  Priiice's-street.*  The  bracing  of  asses  is  unques- 
tionably much  diminished — and  that  justifies  the  belief  that  the  asses 
themselves  are  far  fewer  in  number,  though  1  do  not  wish  the  breed 
to  be  wholly  extinct. 

Tickler.  They  are  fewer  in  number — for  while  he  breathes  the 
vital  air,  your  ass  will  bray. 

North,  {tiings.) 

Let  us  laiig;b  at  the  asses,  ■while  here  at  our  glasses. 

The  toast  that  we're  drinking  can  give  thein  the  lie. — 
Is  Viitue  and  Me"-it,  Wit,  Learning,  and  Spirit, 

Js  Honor,  and  Genius,  and  P'ancy  to  die  i 
Even  talent  like  Campbell's,  when  caught  in  Whig  trammels, 

'Mid  Misses  and  Masters,  conteut  is  to  shelve; 
"While  we  are  as  clever  aud  joyous  as  ever, 

Though  our  numbers,  up-mouutiug,  have  reach'd  Twelve  times  Twelva 

Alas  fi>r  the  London  ! — three  times  it  was  undone; 

We  hope  it  may  prosj)er  in  essay  the  fourth; 
The  Monthly,  so  sniar'tish — tlie  Westminster,  tartish — 

Are  th.sj  to  be  f.-ard  by  the  Pride  of  the  North? 
Tlie  Crentleman's  piosing — Frank  JeltVey  is  dozing; 

His  tomahawk's  gone,  Ijoth  the  hatchet  and  helve; 
While,  sharp  as  a  razor,  the  sword  we  di-[)lay,  sir, 

Was  never  more  keen  thau  iu  this  Twelve  times  Twelve. 

Like  the  hues  of  the  morning,  its  pages  adorning. 

May  its  (Jenitis  continue  long,  lasting,  and  bright, 
True  Toi-ifS  delighting,  false  Liberals  spiting. 

And  cutting  down  Whigs  to  the  left  and  the  right. 
Our  rivals  all  rotten,  sunk,  dead,  and  foi-gotten. 

In  obscurity's  slough,  must  go  burrow  and  delve, 
While  still  in  full  f^lory,  a  wit  and  a  Tory, 

Our  Maga  will  nundjcr  Twklvk  nu.snuED  times  Twelve! 

*  Iu  Edinbargh,  tihi-re  Blackwood'*  Magazinn  w&h  then  publisbed M. 
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ANTESCRIPT.* 

The  world  has  given  us  to  understand,  by  the  most  unequivocal 
expression  of  her  fielings,  that  she  has  been  lonjiing  for  what,  in  her 
passion,  she  ralhrr  nn<;raniir.aiicitlly  calls  a  Noctes.  We  heg  to 
assure  the  wdthy  world,  with  the  utmost  sincerity,  that  few  things 
could  give  us  noie  pain,  than  to  disappoint  her  in  any  of  her  natural, 
rcasouahlt',  ai)d  honoralile  hopes  of  happiness,  in  as  far  as  they  are 
and  ought  to  be  dependent  on  this  Magazine.  'J'he  world,  however 
— she  must  pardon  us  for  pul)licly  ti-liing  her  so, — is  constitutionally 
impatiint.  She  ought  to  ngidate  her  feelings — to  bring  them  under 
a  system  of  severer  discipline — like  Us,  to  tame  tlie  ardor  of  youth 
by  the  wisdom  of  age.  She  is,  in  faet,  our  senior;  and  yet  to  judge 
of  the  two,  by  their  sense,  their  sobriety,  and  especially,  by  their 
submissive  and  cheerful  resignation  to  the  decrees  of  Providence, 
you  might  well  suppose  Us  tlu^  older  by  some  thousand  years. 
"  Why  is  there  not  a  Noctes?  Why  is  there  not  a  Nodes?  Why 
is  there  not  a  Noctes?"  the  world  keep  exclaiming,  with  disappoint- 
ment akin  to  displeasure,  during  every  month  that  is  suffered  to  die 
away  in  gloom  unillumined  by  one  of  those  Divine  Dialogues. 
'M\  hy  is  there  not  a  Noctes?"  Heaven  and  Earih,  why^  is  there 
not  always  a  Moon?  How  can  the  world  he  so  impious  as  to  lind 
fault  with  the  laws  that  regulate  the  motions  of  the  Heavenly  Bodie-  ? 
Ihe  Mi'on,  though  to  our  eyes  seeming  to  be  occasionally  "hid  in 
her  vacant  interlunar  cave,"  notwithstanding  keeps  sailing  along  all 
the  while  in  her  orbit.  So  We,  too,  though  sometimes  invisible  to 
the  world,  still  keep  shining — and  why  will  not  the  world  wait  till, 
obedient  to  the  Astral  rules  and  regulations,  a  Noctes  Ambrosian«e 
returns,  and  she  is  made  again  to  (eel  the  exquisite  beauty  of  thc>se 
lines  of  Homer  and  Pope — 

"  As  ■wlien  the  moon,  refulgrnt  lamp  of  niglit, 
O'er  Heaveu's  clear  azuie  sheds  lier  saci'fd  light  1" 

We  must  not.  however,  be  too  seveie  on  the  world,  whose  chief 
fault,  after  all,  is  too  impassioned  admiration  of  Us.  Let  her  know, 
then,  that  for  some  months  past,  the  non-appearance  of  a  Nodes  has 
been  owing  to  a  cause  over  which  we  had   liltb'  or  no  control — the 

•  A  double  nnmber  of  BlorKwiMti  was  published  in  flctobcr,  ^>^'2f,  nnd  each  livraifon  had  n 
Noctes.     This  Aiitetcrii.t  a[i,eared  after  the  teries  had  bten  interrupted  for  four  nionllis  — .M 
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illness  of  Mr.  Guincy.  Early  in  May  that  gentleman  was  seized  with 
a  brain-fever.  Something  odd  we  certainly  did  see  in  his  manner 
on  May-day,  when  celebrating  our  annual  feast  of  curds  and  cream  at 
the  Hunter's  Tryst.  But  we  continued  to  attribute  the  manifest 
flurry  and  fluster  of  his  demeanor  to  an  uufc)rumnte  domestic  griev- 
ance, with  most  of  the  fundamental  features  of  which  the  world,  alas! 
is  liut  too  Well  acquainted;  and  he  still  occupied  his  closet  during 
our  social  evenin<js  in  Picardy,  still  took  and  extended  his  notes. 
On  fretting  up  his  MS.  for  June,  the  compo.-itors — the  choice  of  the 
establis-hnitnt — were  first  perplexed — then  confounded — and  finally 
di.-rnayed.  However,  they  got  u{)  the  article — and  in  the  regidar 
course' of  things,  it  fell  under  the  eye  of  the  best  of  foremen,  Mr. 
M'Coikindalc.  He  stood  aghast — and  then  carried  the  incompre- 
hejisible  comf'osition  to  head-quarters — to  J.  B.  himself,*  \\h(>at  once 
saw  how  it  was,  and  ifnmediately  sent  Mr.  Gurney  (who  had  sud- 
denly made  his  appearance  in  the  office,  very  much  in  the  dress  of 
Hamlet,  as  described  by  0[-hclia)  to  Dr.  Warburton,  then,  as  the 
world  knows,  providentially  on  a  visit  to  Scothmd.  There  was  no 
longer  any  possibility  of  not  seeing,  or  of  concealing  the  truth.  Air. 
Gurney  had  for  months  been  as  mad  as  a  March  hare;  and  were  we 
to  publish  the  Three  NoCtes  which  he  extonhd,  during  the  incum- 
Uiicv  <jf  his  disease,  the  world  would  tliink  the  Chaldee  itself  wishy- 
wji^bs — such  was  the  super-human  im|'iety,  and  extra-niundane  wick- 
edness of  the  ravings,  which,  thank  God.  never  issued  fioni  any  of 
oui-  lifis;  but,  aidid  no  doubt  by  a  few  hints  fiom  us  —  were  the  in- 
spiration of  his  Demon.  One  truly  singular  and  most  interesting 
psv(  hological  curiosity  we  must  mention  in  discriminating  Mr.  Gur- 
ney's  case  from  that  of  any  other  lunatic  of  our  acquaintance. 
During  his  lunacy,  he  absolutely  invented  a  new  system  of  Short 
Hand!  a  system  wliieh — now  that  he  is  not  only  perfectly  restored 
tf)  his  former  senses,  but  inspired  b\  new  ones — gives  him  incredible 
facililies — so  that  never  more  will  a  single  syllal)le  of  our  wit  and 
wisdom  be  sufli  red  to  elude  his  pen  and  make  its  escape.  The  Three 
N«icf(- — both  as  iliey  exist  in  the  new  stt  n<  grapliy — and  in  a  state 
rif  extension — have  lucn  s.-ifi  ly  deposittd  iu  tlie  British  Museum. 
Two  otiieis,  whi(li  may  be  thus  fairly  co!i>i<UT»-d  as  the  first  of  a  new 
series- — and  whieh  were  taken  and  extended  b\  Mr.  Gurney  when  he 
would  apptar  to  have  In  en  nearly  ri'covered  fiom  the  severest  vis- 
itation by  which  a  luunan  creature  can  lie  ii(lli<tc(l  —  we  now  present 
toihe  world  as  s[ncimens  of  a  style  of  eoniposition,  whicli  we  cnniiot 
for  a  m(tment  <li.ubt  will  be  even  more  popidar  than  those  hitherto 
inimilal)le  productions  that  have  been  the  chief  causes  of  elevating 
the  character  of  this  Magazine  to  the  highest  pituiacle  ol"  earthly 
fame,— C.   N. 

*  Jtme*  Ballkntyne. — M. 
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No.  XXXVIII.— OCTOBER,  1828. 

SCl'JNE — Lorffe  Diiting-Room — Time  vncertaiu — North  discovered 
sitting  upright  in  his  easy  chair,  with  arms  a  kimbo  on  his  crutch, 
asleep. 

Enter  the  Shepherd,  and  Mr.  Ambrose. 

Shepherd.  Lord  safe  us!  only  look  at  him  sitting  asleep.  Whatan 
a  face!  Dinna  leave  the  parlor,  Mr.  Awnuose,  for  it  would  be 
fearsome  to  he  alane  wi'  the  Vision. 

Ambrose.  The  heat  of  the  fire  has  overcome  the  dear  old  gentle- 
man— hut  he  will  soon  awake;  and  may  I  make  so  hold,  Mr.  Hogg, 
as  to  request  that  you  do  not  disturb  — 

Shepherd.  What?  W  ad  ye  he  f  m  my  takin'  aff  my  shoon,  and 
gliding  ower  the  Turkey  carpet  on  my  stocking  soles,  like  a  pard  or 
panther  on  the  Lybian  sands  ? 

Ambrose.  [Suuriter  in  modo.)  I  bog  pardon,  sir,  but  you  have  got 
on  your  toji-hools  this  evening. 

Shepherd.  Eh!  sae  1  hae.  And  tryin'  to  rug  them  aff,  tac  and 
heel,  anealh  the  foot  o'  a  chair,  wad  be  sure  to  waukin  him  wi'  ane 
o'  thae  froons  o'  his,  aneuch  to  dant  the  deevil. 

Ambrose.  I  never  saw  Mr.  North  frown,  Mr.  Hogg,  since  we  came 
to  Picardy.      I  hope,  sir,  you  think  him  in  his  usual  health? 

Shepherd.  That's  a  gude  ane,  Awmrose.  You  think  him  near  his 
latter  end,  'cause  he's  gi'en  up  that  hellish  froon  that  formerly  used 
sae  afien  to  ni;ike  his  face  frichtsome?  Ye  ne'er  saw  him  frooii  sin' 
ye  came  to  Picardy  ?  Look,  llu-re — only  look  at  the  creatur's 
lace — 

A  darkness  comes  acroas  it  ?ike  a  BquiiU 
Blackeuiug  the  sea. 

Ambrose.  I  fear  he  suffers  some  inward  Ljualm,  sir.  Ilis  stomach, 
I  fear,  sir,  is  ont  of  order. 

Shepherd.  His  stamach  is  ne'er  out  o'  order.  It's  an  ingine  that 
aye  works  sweetly.  But  what  think  you,  Mr,  Awmrose,  ti'  a 
(juawm  o'  conscience  ? 

Ambrose.  Mr.  North  never,  in  all  his  life,  I  am  sure,  so  much  as 
injured  a  fly.     Oh  !  dear  me!   he  must  be  in  very  great  pain. 

Shcjiherd.    So  froon'd  Ik;  aiiiof,  wlien  in  anj^ry  parle 

lie  suiote  tlie  blidiny  Pollock  ou  the  ice.  , 
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Ambrose.  You  allude,  sir.  to  that  day  at  the  curling  on  Dudding- 
ston  Loch.  But  you  imu^t  allow,  Mr.  Hogg,  that  the  brute  of  a 
carter  deserved  the  crutoh.  It  was  pretty  to  see  the  old  gentleman 
knock  him  down.  The  crack  on  the  ice  made  by  the  carter's  skull 
was  like  a  star,  sir. 

Shepherd.  The  dud's  blawn  aflT — and  noo  his  countenance  is  pale 
and  |iensi\e,  and  no  without  a  kind  o'  reverend  beauty,  no  very  con- 
sistent \vi'  his  waukin'  character.  But  the  faces  o'  the  most  ferocious 
are  a'  placid  in  sleep  and  in  death.  That  is  an  impressive  fizziologi- 
cal  and  sykoh^gical  fack. 

Ambrose.  I  low  can  you  utter  the  word  death  in  relation  to  him, 
Mr.  Hogg  ?      Were  he  dead,  the  whole  world  might  shut  up  shop. 

Shepherd.  Na,  na.  Ye  micht,  but  no  the  warld.  There  never 
leev'd  a  man  the  waild  miss'd,  ony  mair  than  a  great,  green,  spread- 
ing simmer  tree  misses  .a  leaf  that  fa's  doon  on  the  moss  aneath  its 
shadow. 

Ambrose.   Were  ve  looking  round  for  something  sir? 

Shepherd.  Ay  ;  gie  me  that  cork  aff"  yon  table— I'll  burn't  on  the 
fire,  and  then  blacken  his  face  wi'  coom. 

Ambrose.  [Placing  himself  in  an  irtiposivr/  oltitude  between  North 
and  the  Shepukku.)  Then  it  must  be  through  my  body,  sir.  Mr, 
Hogg,  I  am  always  proud  and  happy  to  see  you  in  my  house;  but 
the  mere  idea  of  such  an  outrage — such  sacrilege — horrifies  me  ; 
the  roof  would  fall  down — the  whole  land  

Shrjihcrd.  'luts,  man,  I'm  only  jokin'.  Oh  !  but  he  wad  mak  a 
fine  pictur!  I  wish  John  Watson  Gordon  were  but  here  to  pent  his 
face  in  iles.*  What  a  mass  o'  forehead  !  an  inch  atween  every 
wrinkle,  noo  scarcely  visible  in  the  cawni  o'  sleep!  Frae  eebree  to 
croon  o'  the  head  a  lofty  mountain  o'  snaw — a  verra  Benledi — wi' 
rich  mineral  <ire  aneath  the  surface,  within  the  bowels  o'  the  skull. 
coppiT,  silver,  and  gold  !  Then  what  a  nose!  Like  a  bridge,  along 
whicii  might  be  driven  cart-loads  o'  intellect; — neither  Roman  nor 
Greciaii,  hooki-d  nor  cockit,  a  wee  thoclit  inclined  to  the  ae  side,  the 
pint  being  a  [niirt  and  pendicle  o'  the  whole,  an  olject  in  itsell,  but 
at  the  sam(!  tiint-  (inely  smoothed  afi"  and  on  intil  the  featur;  while 
his  nostrils,  small  and  re<l,.  look  as  they  would  emit  fire,  and  had  the 
scent  o'  a  jowler  or  a  vultur, 

Ambrose.  'I'liere  were  never  such  eyes  in  a  human  head 

Shepherd.  I  like  to  see  them  sonjetimes  shut.  The  instant  Mi. 
North  haves  the  room,  after  dciuier  or  soopcr,  it's  the  same  thing 
as  if  he  had  cai  rii-d  idf  wi'  him  twa  o'  the  fowre  cawnles. 

Ambrose.    I    have  often    felt   that,   sir, — exactly  that, — but  m-ver 

•   Ni>w  sir  JtiuK-n  WatMin  Gordon,    rn-nJent  of  th«   Royal   Ararfflmy  of  Scotland — and  ttic 
bval  purtruil-iwiiii)  r  iii  l'idiiibur;;li— f»r  I'rank  (irant  livox  in  London  — .M. 
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could   express  it.     If  at  nny  time  he  falls  asleep,  it  is  just  as  if  the 
waiter  or  inyst-IC  h.ul  snuflcd  out 

Shepherd.  Let  my  image  alaiie.  Mr.  Awmrose,  and  dinna  ride  it 
to  death — dooWle.  But  what  I  admire  maist  o'  a'  in  the  face  «>'  him, 
is  the  auld  man's  mouth.  There's  a  warld's  difference,  Mr.  Awm- 
1  u?e,  atween  a  lang  month  and  a  wide  ane. 

Ambrose.  There  is,  Mr.  Hogg,  there  is — they  are  two  different 
months  entiii'ly.    1  have  often  felt  that,  l)ut  could  not  express  it 

Shejiherd.  Mr.  Awmrose,  you're  a  person  that  taks  notice  o'  a 
hantle  o'  things — and  there  canna  be  a  stronger  proof,  or  a  better  il 
lustration,  of  the  cffeci<  o'  the  conversation  o'  a  man  o'  genius  lilce 
me,  than  its  thus  seeming  to  express  former  feelings  and  fancies  of 
the  awditor — whereas,  the  truth  is,  that  it  di.sna  wauken  theuj  for 
the  second  time,  but  communicates  them  ft)r  the  first — for  l)elieve 
me,  that  the  idea  o'  the  cawnles,  and  eke  o'  the  difference  \vi'  a  dis- 
tinction atween  wide  mouth  and  lang  anes,  never  entered  your  mind 
afore,  but  are  baith,  bonnafeedi/,  the  property  o'  my  ain  intellect. 

Ambrose.  1  ask  you  many  pardons,  Mr.  Hogg.  They  are  both 
your  own,  I  now  perceive,  and  1  promise  never  to  make  use  of  them 
without  your  permission  in  writing — or 

Shepherd.  Poo — I'm  no  sae  pernickity  as  that  about  my  original 
ideas;  only  when  folk  do  mak  use  o'  my  obs,  I  think  it  but  fair  thoy 
should  add,  "as  Mr.  Ilogg  well  said,"  "as  the  Ettriek  Shepherd 
admirably  remarked,"  "as  the  celebrated  author  o'  the  Queen's 
Wake,  wi'  his  usual  felicity,  observed" — and  so  forth — and  ma  faiih, 
if  some  folk  that's  reckoned  yeloquent  at  roots  and  petty  soopers, 
were  aye  to  do  that,  when  they're  what's  ca'd  maist  brilliant,  my 
name  wad  be  seldom  out  o'  their  mouths.     Even  North  himsell  — 

Ambrose.  Do  not  he  angry  with  me,  sir — but  it's  most  delightt'iil 
to  hear  Mr.  North  and  you  bandying  matters  across  the  table  ;  ye 
tak  such  different  views  always  on  the  same  subject;  yet  I  (ind  it, 
when  standing  behind  the  chair,  impossible  not  to  agree  with  }ou 
both. 

Shepherd.  That's  just  it,  Mr.  Awmrose.  That's  the  way  to 
exhowst  a  subject.  The  ane  o'  us  ploughs  down  the  rig,  and  the 
other  across,  then  on  wi'  the  harrows,  and  the  field  is  like  a  garden. 

Ambrose.  St-e,  sir,  he  stirs  ! 

Shepherd.  The  crutch  is  like  a  very  tree  growin'  out  o'  the  earth 
— so  stracht  and  steady.  I  daursay  he  sleeps  wi't  in  his  bed.  Noo 
— ye  see  his  mouth  to  perfection — ^just  a  wee  open — showing  the 
teeth  —  a  smile  and  no  a  snarl  —  the  thin  lips  o'  him  slightly  curled 
and  quiverin',  and  corners  draw  doon  a  wee,  and  then  up  again  wi* 
a  swirl,  gien  wonderfii'  animation  to  his  yet  ruddy  cheeks — a  mouth 
unitin'  in  ane,  Mr.  JaJliay's  and  that  o'  Canninu's  and  Cicero's 
busts. 
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Artihrose.  No  young  lady — no  widow — could  look  at  l)im  now, 
as  he  sits  there,  Mr.  Ilogir,  God  bless  him,  without  tiiinkiiig  of  a 
first  or  second  husband.     Many  is  the  offer  he  must  have  refused  ! 

Shepherd.  Is  that  your  fashun  in  Yorkshire,  Mr.  Awmrose,  fur  the 
women  to  a>k  the  men  to  marry  ? 

Ambrose,  {susvrrans.)    Exceptio  prohat  regidam — sir. 

Shepherd.  Faith,  ye  speak  Latin  as  weel's  mysell.  Do  you  ken 
the  Doctrine  o'  Dreams? 

Ambrose.  No,  sir.  Dreaming  seems  to  me  a  very  unintelligible 
piece  of  business. 

Shepherd.  So  thinks  Mr.  Coleridge  and  Kubia  Khan.*  But  the 
sowl,  ye  see,  is  swayed  by  the  senses — and  it's  in  my  power  the  noo 
that  Mr.  North's  half-sleepiu'  and  half-waiikin',  to  make  him  dream 
o'  a'  sorts  o'  deaths — nay,  to  dream  that  he  is  himsell  deeing  a'  sorts 
o'dealhs  — ane  after  the  ither  in  ruefu'  succession,  as  if  he  were  some 
great  criminal  undergoing  capital  punishments  in  the  wild  warld  o* 
sleep. 

Ambrose.  That  would  be  worse  than  blacking  my  dear  master's 
fac€ — for  by  that  name  I  love  to  call  hira.  You  must  not  inflict  on 
him  the  horror  of  dreams. 

Shepherd.  'Ihere  can  be  nae  such  thing  as  cruelty  in  a  real  philo- 
sophical experiment.  In  philosophy,  though  not  in  politics,  the  end 
justifies  the  means.  Be  quiet,  Awmrose.  There  noo,  I  hae  dropped 
some  cauld  water  on  his  bald  pow — and  it's  tricklin'  doon  his  haflets 
to  his  lugs.  Whisht!  wait  a  wee  !  There  na,  ye  see  his  mouth 
opcnin'  and  his  chest  heavin',  as  if  the  waters  u'  the  deep  sea  were 
gullaring  in  his  throat.      lie's  now  droonin'! 

Ambrose.   I  cannot  support  this — Mr.  Hogg — 1  must  — 

Shepherd.  Hand  back,  sir.  Look  liow  he's  tryin'  to  streik  out  his 
richt  leg,  as  if  it  had  gotten  the  cranif).  He's  tryin'  to  cry  for  help. 
Noo  he  has  risen  to  the  surface  tor  the  third  and  last  time.  Now 
he  gies  ower  struggiin',  and  sinks  doon  to  the  broon-ribbed  sand 
amar  g  the  crawling  partens! 

Ambrose.   I  must — 1  shall  waken  him  — 

Shepherd.  The  dream'd  d«'alh-fit  is  ower,  for  the  water's  dried — 
and  he  thinks  himsell  walkin'  up  Leith  Walk,  and  then  stracht  intil 
Mr.  BlackwooTs  shop.      But  noo  we'll  hang  him  — 

Ambrose.  Ms  (iod  !  that  it  -hould  ever  have  eome  to  this  !  Yet 
ti)erc  is  an  inteV(;st  in  such  philosophical  experiments,  Mr.  Hogg, 
whidi  it  is  inifiossible  to  resist.  But  do  not,  I  liesccch  you,  keep 
him  long  in  [lain. 

Shepherd.  'Jherf — I  just  tichten  a  wee  on  liis  wizen  his  black 
ncck-li;inkerchief,  and  in  a  moment  you'll  set;  him  get  Idue  in  the 
fiice.      Quick  as  the  "  lightning  onucollied  niglit,"  llie  (lr«-am  comef 

•  A  po«m  which  Coleridge  iimiBted  he  had  componil  in  his  sloop.— M. 
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athwart  his  sosvl  !  He's  on  tlio  scairold,  and  tlio  f];roy-honflod,  rcd- 
i'Vt''l,  \v  liite-fat'tH]  liaiii;niaii's  lean  slirivelk'd  hands  are  fiinililiii'  about 
liis  throat,  lixiii'  the  kimt  (jii  tlic  jiifrlar  !  Si-e  how  piiir  North 
chitcht'S  ihe  oninbrio,  natiiraliy  avi'r>L'  to  fling  it  f'rac  liini,  as  a  siijnal 
for  the  diap  .'  ll's  no  aboon  a  miniiit  since  we  began  the  exfieri- 
nient,  ana  yet  during  that  ae  minute,  he  has  planned  and  perpetrated 
his  crime — nae  donbt  murder, — eoiioealed  hinisell  for  a  month  ia 
empty  hoveis,  and  toml)s,  in  towns, — in  glens,  and  muirs,  and  woods, 
in  the  kintia, — been  apprehended,  for  a  reward  o'  one  hundred  gui- 
neas, by  twa  rod-coated  sheriff's  oflioers — imprisoned  till  he  had 
nearly  run  his  letters — stood  his  trial  frae  ten  in  the  mornin'  till 
twelve  o'clock  at  nieht — examination  o'  witnesses,  the  speech  o'  the 
croon  coonsel,  and  that  o'  the  coonsel  ft»r  the  panel  too,  and  the 
soomin'  up  o'  the  Lt)rd  Justice  Clerk,  nane  o'  the  three  shorter  than 
twa  hours, — been  prayed  till  frae  daybreak  to  breakfast,  by  three 
ministers, — O  sickenin'  breakfast! — Sat'n  in  a  chair  on  account  of 
his  gout — a  lang  hmg  time  on  the  scadbld — and  then  afl'  he  goes 
with  a  swing,  a  swirl,  and  a  general  shriek — and  a'  within  the  space 
o'  some  forty  seconds  o'  the  time  that  passes  in  the  outer  air  world, 
■which  we  wauken'  creatures  inhaliit — but  which  is  the  true  time  and 
which  is  the  fanse,  it's  no  for  me  to  say,  for  I'm  nae  metaphysician  ; 
and  judge  o'  time,  either  by  the  shadows  on  the  hill,  or  on  the  stane 
sun-dial,  or  by  the  short  and  lang  haun'  o'  our  aught-day  clock. 

Ambrose.  Mr.  Hogg,  it  is  higli  time  this  were  put  an  end  to — my 
conscience  accuses  me  of  a  gnat  crime — and  the  moment  Mr.  North 
awakes,  I  will  make  a  clean  bosom  <if  it,  and  confess  the  whole. 

Sluplnrd.  What!  you'll  'jieach,  will  you?  in  that  case,  it  is  just 
as  weel  to  [iroceed  to  the  last  exlicmity.  Rax  me  ower  the  carviu' 
knife,  and  I'll  guillotine  him  — 

Ambrose.  Sht)cking,  shocking,  Mr.  Hogg! 

(77/c  SuKPnERU  and  Ambrosk  slrvgi/le  violently  for  the  possession 
of  tlie  carviiKj  knife, —  amid  cries  from  llie  luttfr  (f  " 'J  hiives, 
— liobV)ers — Fire — Murder  !"' — and  in  the  strvyyle  thry  fall 
at/ainst  the  chininry-pi(cc.  to  the  clat.h  of  shovel,  poker  and  tongs. 
Bkontk,  who  has  been  slerpiny  under  North's  chair,  bursts  out 
with  a  bull-bellow,  a  iiyer-yrowl,  and  a  lion-roar — and  Noutu 
atvakis — collariny  the  Shepherd.) 

Bronte.   Bow — wow — wow — wow — wow — wow  — 
Shepherd.    Ca'   aff  your   doug,   Mr.    North, —  ca'  afT  your   doiig  ! 
lie's  devoorin'  me  — 

North.  {Utidisturbed  from  his  former  postnre.)  Gentlemen,  what 
is  the  meaning  of  all  this — you  seem  discomposed?  James!  en- 
gaged in  the  duello  with  Mr.  Ambrose  ?      Mr.  Ambrose! 

[A'xit  Mr.  Ambrose,  retroyrcdiens,  muck  confused.) 
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Shepherd.  I'll  cu'  him  out — I'll  ca'  him  out  wi'  pistols.  He  was 
the  first  aggressor. 

North.  A-irange  your  dress,  James,  then  sit  down  and  narrate  to 
rne  truly  t\iii>e  pdisqitam  civilia  bella. 

Sheplierd.  W  hy,  ye  see,  sir,  a  gentleman  in  the  hotel,  a  Ri'ssian 
General,  I  believe,  was  anxious  to  see  you  sleepin',  and  to  fake  a 
sketch  o'  you  in  that  predicament  for  the  Emperor,  and  ^Ir.  Awm- 
rose  insisted  on  bringin'  him  in  whether  I  would  or  no, — and  as  I 
know  you  have  an  antipathy  against  having  your  head  taken  aff — 
as  naebody  can  hit  the  face,  and  a'  the  likenesses  yet  attempted  are 
mere  caricatures — I  rose  to  oppose  the  entrance  o'  the  General.  Mr. 
Awmrose  put  himself  into  what  I  could  not  but  construe  a  fechting 
attitude,  though  I  daur^ay  it  was  only  on  the  defensive  ;  we  yokit, 
and  on  me  tr\  in'  to  hough  him,  we  tumbled  again'  the  mantel-piece, 
and  you  awoke.  This  is  the  truth,  the  whole  truth,  and  nothing  but 
the  truth. 

(North  rings  the  bell  violently^  and  Mr,  Ambrose  avpears.) 

North.  Show  in  the  Russian  General,  sir. 

Ambrose.  The  Russian  General,  sir ! 

North.  How  dare  you  repeat  my  words?  I  say,  sir,  show  in  the 
Russian  General. 

Shepherd.  Haw —  haw —  haw — haw — haw — haw — haw — haw  ! — 
I'm  like  to  spleet  ! — haw — haw — haw — haw — haw — haw! 

North,  {with  dif/niiy.)  'Jliese  manners,  sir,  may  do  in  Ettrick — 
or  the  Forol — \s  here  the  brcn-d  of  wild  boars  is  not  wholly  extir- 
pated— l)Ut  in  Edinljur^^h  we  expect 

Sheplierd.  Na — gin  that  be  the  way  o't,  I  maun  be  on  my  mettle 
too.  As  for  your  wutticism,  sir,  about  the  boars,  it's  just  perfectly 
contenifitible,  and,  indeed,  at  the  best,  nae  better  than  a  mai^t 
meeserable  fiun.  And  as  to  mainners,  I'll  bet  you  a  ten-gallon 
cask  to  a  half-mutehkin,  that  I'll  show  an  elder  in  Yarrow-Kirk,  ony 
Sabbath  atweeii  this  and  Christmas,  that  shall  outmainncr  your 
ainsell,  wi'  a'  your  high  breedin',  in  everything  that  constitutes  true 
natural  dignity — and  as  ior  female  mainners,  seleck  the  maist  yele- 
gaiit  and  fa>hional)l(!  leddy  that  you  see  walkin'  alang  Prinee's 
Street,  wi'  a  ijonnet  bigger  than  ji  boyne,  atween  three  and  four  o' 
the  afternoon,  when  the  stree's  like  a  stream,  and  gin  I  dinna  bring 
frae  the  Fonst,  within  a  mile's  range,  wi'  Mount  iJeiiger  the  centre 
o'  the  eireb-,  a  bare-legged  lassie,  wi'  hauns.  ail)lins,  red  and  hard 
wi'  milkin'  the  cooh,  wi'  naelhing  on  her  head  but  a  bit  o'  pinch- 
Ixck  kame,  that  shall  outmainnc^r  your  city  niadam,  till  she  blush 
black  through  the  red  jicnt  on  her  cheeks — my  name's  no  James 
Hogg — that's  all.  And  whether  you  tak  the  wager  <ir  no,  let  me 
tell  you  to  the  face  o'  you,  that  you're  a  damned  arrogant,  upsettin*, 
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impudent  fallow,  and  that  I  do  not  eaio  tlie  crack  o'  my  thoom  for 
vou,  or  your  Magazin,  or  your  Buchanan  Lodge,  were  you  and  llicy 
worth  ten  thousand  million  times  mair  than  what  you  ever  will  be, 
as  land's  your  namt-'s  tin  istophrr  North. 

Korth.  Jan)es — you  are  a  pretty  fellow.  Nothing  will  satisfy 
you,  it  seen)s,  but  to  insult  most  grossly  the  old  man  whom  you 
have  first  drowned  in  his  sleep,  then  hanged,  aiid,  but  fur  my  guard- 
ian angel,  Ambrose,  would  have  guillotined  ! 

Sfup/ierd.  AVhat!  and  you  were  pretendin'  to  be  asleep  a'  the 
while  o'  the  pheelosophieal  experiments  !  What  a  horrid  heepo 
cril !  You're  really  no  fit  company  for  plain,  simple,  honest  folk 
like  the  like  o'  mi — but  as  we've  been  baith  to  blame,  especially 
you,  who  began  it  a'  by  shammin'  sleep,  let's  shake  hauns — and  say 
nae  mair  about  it.  Do  ye  ken  I'm  desperate  hungry — and  no  a  lit- 
tle thrusty. — [He-enter  Mk.  Ambrose,  in  trim  aj}jjarel  and  downcast 
eyes — with  a  hoard  of  oysters.^ 

North.  Bless  you,  James,  you  wheel  me  round  in  my  chair  to  the 
table  wi'  quite  a  filial  touch.  Ay,  my  dear  boy,  take  a  pull  at 
the  porter,  for  you  are  in  a  violent  perspiration. 

Shepherd.  Nathing  like  draft ! 

JS'orth.  Mr,  Ambrose,  confine  the  Russian  General  to  his  chamber 
— and  see  that  you  keep  him  in  fresh  train-oil. 

[£xit  Mr.  Ambrose,  smiling  through  his  tears.) 

North.  James,  I  shrewdly  suspect  Mr.  Ambrose  is  up  to  our  high 
jinks. 

Shepherd.  1  really  begin  to  jalouse  he  is.  lie  was  sair  frichtened 
at  first — but  I  thoeht  1  beard  him  gi'en  a  bit  grunt  o'  a  laueh,  a  sort 
o'  sujipress'd  nicher,  ahint  the  door,  to  the  flunkies  in  the  trance, 
wha  had  a'  fl<ieked  thegither  in  a  crowd  at  the  cry  o'  Fire  and  Mur- 
der. Ilech,  sirs!  but  the  nKjnlh  o'  September's  the  month  after 
my  ain  heart — and  worth  ony  ither  twa  in  the  year — cumin*  upon 
you,  as  it  does,  after  May,  June,  July,  and  August,  wi'  its  R  and 
its  Eisters* — na,  thatbn.dd  beats  a' — ilka  shell  as  wide's  my  loof — 
ilka  fish  like  a  shut-star — and  the  tottle  o'  the  whole  swimming  in 
its  ain  sawt-sea  liecor,  aneueh  to  create  an  appeteet  in  the  palate  o' 
yon  Atomy  swingin'  in  Dr.  Munro's  class  in  the  College  by  himsell 
duriiig  the  lang  vacation — puir  fallow  ! 

North.  Dear  to  me,  James,  September,  because  of  the  harvest 
moon 

Shepherd.  Haud  your  tongue,  ye  hcepocrit.  The  harvest  moon, 
indeed  !     Did  ye  ever  aince  see  her  horns,  or  her  lugs,  or  her   een, 

•  The  rule  is  to  eat  oystere  in  the  nionths  'vihich  have  the  letter  R  in  them.  In  England  it 
is  prohibited  by  law  to  trail  or  oybters  in  May;  June,  July,  aiid  August,  vhen  they  arc  breed- 
ijig.— M. 
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or  her  mou',  or  her  chin,  or  her  nose,  or  her  Toot-iisamble,  as  the 
French  say,  during  a'  that  September  you  passed  \vi'  us  at  Mount 
Benger  the  year  afore  hist,  when  wee  Jamie,  you  ken,  had  the 
mizzles  1 

North.  Why,  James,  there  was  perpetual  mist  — 

Shepherd.  Frae  the  toddy  jug.  Ye  wad  aye  drink  it  het — and 
'deed  1  agree  wi'  you  in  delestin'  a  blash  o'  cauld  speetits  and  water 
wi'  broon  sugar — aneuch  to  gar  you  gru,  scunner  and  bock — ye 
wad  aye  drink  it  het,  and  tVae  gloamin'  till  midnicht  assuredly  there 
was  a  mist, — but  hoo  conid  you  possibly  see  the  moon,  ye  auld 
sinner,  through  the  mist,  like  ane  o'  Ossian's  ghosts,  wlien  regularly 
at  sax  o'clock  you  axed  me  to  ripe  the  ribs,  and  shut  the  shutters 
— and  

North.  I  rung  the  bell  f)r  that  bonnie  lassie,  the  "lass  with  the 
gowden  hair,"  to  come  with  her  brush  which  she  brandished  so 
prettily,  and  sweep  in  the  ashes 

Shepherd.  I  ca'd  you  an  auld  siiuier — and  an  auld  sinner  ye  are, 
my  maist  excellent  sir,  though  I  gladly  alloo  there's  no  a  better 
man,  for  a'  that,  'mang  the  eight  hundred  millions  inhabitnig  tho 
earth. 

North.  Sits  still  so  trigly,  James,  the  silken  snood  of  my  Lily  of 

the  Lea  ? 

Bonny  Kilmeny  ffaed  up  the  glon, 
But  it  was  uu  to  meet  Duneira's  men 

Shepherd.  The  last  time  I  saw  your  Lily  o'  the  Lea,  sir,  she  was 
sittin'  on  a  stane  at  the  cheek  o'  the  dour,  wi'  a  mutch  ower  her 
tawty  hair,  a  geyan  dirty  face,  bauchles  on,  and  sooklin'  twuns. 

North.  Suckling  twins!  O  Jupiter  and  Leda !  Castor  and 
Pollux  ! 

Shepherd.  Ay,  ju.st  sooklin'  twuns.  But  what's  there  in  that  to 
gar  you  turn  up  the  whites  <»'  your  een.     Tihbie's  married. 

North.  And  I  devoutly  ti  ust  to  a  man  worthy  of  her  beauty,  her 
virtue,  her  innocence — her 

Shepherd,  The  tailor  carried  her  alT  frae  them  a' — the  fly  in' 
tail<>r  o'  Ettrick,*  sir — him  that  can  do  fifteen  yards,  at  hap,  step, 
and  loU[>,  back  :ind  forward  ow  levil  grun' — stood  second  ae  year  in 
the  ring  at  Carlisle — can  put  a  stane  within  a  foot  o'  Jedburgh  Bell 
him>ell,  and  fling  \\u'  harnmer  neist  best  ower  a'  the  border  to 
Geordy  Scougal  o'  Innrrlcitheii. 

North.  Another  phantom  of  niy  imagination  has  melted,  like  a 
dew  dfiip  from  the  earth.      To  a  tailor  ! 

Shepherd.   Another   phantom  o'  7nt/   imagination  has  melted,  like 

*  The  fl^inf  tailor  of  Ettrick  ii  the  b«ro  of  a  mock  lerious  poaro  in  Ilogs'i  Toclic  Mirror. 
M. 
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a  (low -drop  fiao  llic  oarlli — and  a  sappier  cister  never  play'd  plump 
iiitil  a  luiinaii  stainaoli. 

North.  Jaiiu's.  iluit  is  a  sacnlegimis  pnioily  on  thi-  cxprossion  <if 
oni-  of  the  linest  Iccliiigs  that  hrealhes  a  sadness  over  our  coniniou 
hiiinaiiity.     Eat  your  oysters  after  your  own  fashion — but 

Shepherd.  O,  sir!  I  wtnider  to  see  you,  at  your  time  o'  life, 
larnentin'  that  a  bit  ferny-tickled  kintra  lassie,  that  nsed  tc)  gang 
atweeii  barn  and  byre  wi'  worsted  hnggers  on,  and  a  jacket  o' 
striped  nianUey,  should  hae  sae  far  improved  her  coiiiiiticu  within 
the  year,  as  to  be  a  sonsie  gudewife,  double  the  size  she  used  to  be 
— her  wee  bit  prim  rosy  month,  aincc  sae  like  a  bud  that  refused  to 
open  out  even  in  the  sunshine,  noo  aye  wide  open  as  if  wishing  to 
catch  flees — and  her  voice,  foiinerly  sae  laigh  and  loun,  now  loud 
and  fierce  as  ony  ither  wife  and  mither's,  scaulding  the  servant-lass, 
the  doug,  or  a  tramper. 

North.  True — James — as  Wordsworth  saj's, 

"  Such  ebb  and  flow  must  ever  be, 
Theu  wherefore  should  we  mourn  1" 

Shepherd.  As  Wordsworth  says —  whroo  !  Nae  occasion  for 
quoting  ony  body  but  oursells.  We  twa  ken  as  muekle — and  mair 
too,  o'  human  nature,  in  its  various  jihawses,  than  a'  tlu^  I'oiid  i'octs 
pitten  thegither.  O  man  !  Mr.  North,  but  my  heart  has  often  and 
often  amaist  dee'd  within  me,  to  think  that  a'  we  love  and  long  for, 
pine  to  possess,  and  burn  to  enjoy  —  a'  that  passion  maddens  for 
on  till'  niidnieht  pillow,  in  the  desert  day-dream — a'  that  the  yearn- 
ing sow!  wi'mid  fiil  expand  itself  to  embrace  within  the  rainbow 
circle  o'  its  holiest  and  maist  heavenly  alleclioiis — a'  that  speeritual- 
eezes  our  human  nature,  till  our  very  dust-formed  bodies  seem  o' 
the  essence  o'  lieht,  or  flowers,  or  music,  sotnething  no  terrestrial, 
but  akin  to  the  elements  o'  our  native  regions  on  the  blue  cloudless 
lift 

North.  You  touch  a  chord,  James — you  do  indeed — you  touch  a 
chord  

Shepherd.  Should  a'  be  delusion — a  glamour  flung  ower  ns  by  a 
celestial  but  deceitful  spirit — felt  and  seen,  as  soon  as  it  is  broken, 
and  disscilved,  to  have  been  a  fiction,  a  falsehood,  a  lie — a  soft, 
sweet,  i.ri^lit,  balmy,  triumphant  and  glorious  lie,  in  place  of  which 
nature  offers  us  in  mockery,  during  a'  the  rest  o'  our  lives,  the  puii-, 
jialtry,  [dtifiil,  faded,  fusliionless,  cauld-rifed,  and  chitleriiig  suijsti- 
tute — Truth.  O,  sir!  waes  me,  that  by  stripping  a'  creation,  fauld 
after  fauld,  o' gay,  glitterin',  gorgeous  and  glorious  apparellin',  you 
are  sure  at  last  to  come  to  the  hard,  naked  Truth 

North.   Handet  has  it,  James, — "  a  foul  congregation  of  vapors  " — • 

She^jherd.  Or   say    rather,   like   a   body   carelessly   or    purposely 
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pressin'  a  fiill-blawn  or  budding  rose  atween  liis  finger  and  his 
thofimb,  scalin'  leaf  after  leaf,  till  what  hae  you  in  your  hand  at  last 
but  the  bare  heait  o'  the  flower,  and  \  ou  look  down  aiiiang  your  feet 
in  vain  for  the  scattered  and  ditsipated  bloom  that  a  moment  afore 
thrust  its  bold  beautv  into  the  eves  of  the  sun,  and  seemed  o'  its  ain 
single  self  to  be  scenting  the  haill  wilderness,  then  sweet  wi'  its 
grassy  braes,  as  if  the  heavens  had  iuing  over  mountains  o'  bloornin' 
heather  steeped  in  morning  dew  evaporating  in  mist  wreaths,  exhaled 
iVom  earth  to  heaven  in  morning  sacrifice  ! 
North.   And  Tibbie  has  twins! 

Shephird.  'Di'cd  has  she,  sir.  Tier  poetry  is  now  prose. 
North.  Gone  all  the  lii;ht  lyrical  measures  !  all  the  sweet  pauses 
transposed.  The  numerous  ver>e  of  her  virgin  being  shorn  of  all 
its  rhymes  so  musical — a  thousand  times,  each  in  its  specific  sweet- 
ness murmuring  of  a  separate  soul,  blended  indistinguishably  into 
one  monot(tny,  and  marriage,  marriage,  marriage  is  the  deadening 
word  ! 

Shepherd.  That's  treason,  sir, — treason  against  natur.  Is  the 
young  lintie,  I  would  ask,  flutterin'  amang  the  broom,  or  balancin' 
itsell  in  sportive  happiness  on  ane  o'  the  yellow  jewels,  half  sae 
bonny  as  the  same  lintie  sittin'  in  its  nest  within  a  briar-bush,  wi' 
its  head  lying  sae  meek  and  lovingly  on  the  rim  o'  the  moss,  and  a' 
its  biea>t  yejirning  wi'  the  still  deep  instinctive  bliss  o'  maternal 
aflection — or  fleeing  ten  times  a  minute  frae  biiar-bush  to  bracken- 
brae,  and  frae  brackcn-brae  to  briar-l)usii,  wi'  insects,  and  worms, 
and  caterpillars,  and  speeders  in  her  neb,  to  satisfy  the  lnmger  o'  a 
nest  a'  agafie  w  i'  yellow-throated  young  aiies,  and  then  scttlin'  her- 
sell  down  again,  as  saftly  as  it  >he  were  naelhing  iuit  fealhirs,  aboon 
her  l>roo(l  in  that  cozie  bield,  althou^ih  but  a  bit  sillie  biirdie,  hapj)y 
as  ony  angel  in  the  heaven  o'  heavens  '{ 

North.  A  sweet  image,  .lames, — an  imnge  that  beams  the  light  of 
poetry  on  the  Pro.se-gnnnid  of  liunum  lilr  I  l>iit,  alas!  that  thin 
golden  ring  lays  a  heavy  weii;litoii  the  hand  that  wears  it.  'J'ho 
fniger  it  seriously  and  somewlmt  sadly  decks,  nevei'  again,  with  so 
liglilsoiiic  touch,  ijraids  the  hair  almvc  the  lair  foreheaii, —  the  gay, 
L'iadsoine,  tripping,  dancing,  and  singing  maiden  soon  changes  into 
the  staid,  calm,  douce,  almost  melancholy  matron,  whose  ttars  are 
then  sincerer  tlian  her  smiles — with  whom  Joy  seems  but  a  tran- 
sient visitor, — (irief  a  constant  guest. 

Shtphtrd.  And  this  warld,  ye  ken,  sir,  and  nam-  kens  lietter,  was 
made  for  Grief  as  weel  as  l\)v  Joy.  Grief  and  Joy,  unlike  as  they 
apfiear  in  hue  and  figure,  ure  nevertheless  sisters, — an<l  li\  fate  and 
destiny,  their  verra  lives  flepend  on  ane  and  the  same  eternal  law. 
W Cre  (Jriet  banished  frae,  this  life,  .loy  would  soon  dwiiitr  awa  int<» 
the  resemblance  o'  her  departed  fcJoror — aye,  her  taec  would  soon  be 
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wliitor  niid  mair  woe-bogone,  and  the}  would  soon  be  buried,  side 
by  side,  in  ae  grave. 

Nortli.  Shake  hands,  my  dear  Jainos.  I  am  in  bad  spirits  to- 
iiiglit,  and  love  to  listen  to  your  benign  y)hiloso|ihy. 

Slippha-d.  1  hac  nae  philosophy,  my  dear  Mr.  North;  but  I  howp 
1  hae  some  religion,  if  I  had  not,  the  banes  o'  my  father  and  my 
mother  would  not  lie  at  rest  in  Yarrow  kirkyard.  Philosophy,  I 
hae  nae  doubt,  is  an  excellent,  a  capital  thing, — and  I'm  sure  Poetry 
is  sae, — but  the  ane  is  but  the  moon,  whieh,  bricht  and  bonny  tho\igh 
she  be,  is  often  sairly  benichted,  and  at  the  best  shines  by  a  reflected 
lic-lit, — the  ithcr  is  like  the  stars — no  iiseless  in  their  beauty — God 
forbid  1  ever  should  think  sicli  a  stupid  thoeht — but  still,  after  a',  no 
just  sae  usefu'  perhaps,  in  the  ordinair  sense  o'  utility,  as  they  are 
pleasant  and  deliehtfu'  to  the  shepherd  on  the  hills; — but  the  last, 
that  is,  ReligioJi,  she,  sir,  is  like  the  smi,  that  gladdens  heaven  and 
earth,  gars  a'  things  grow,  baith  \'nr  the  profit  and  the  pleasure 
o'  man,  and  convinces  us,  alike  in  gloom  and  glory,  that  the  mortal 
senses  hold  a  mysterious  communion  with  the  immortal  soul  ;  that 
"we  are  greater  than  we  seem;" — may  I  be  pardoned  for  even 
venturing  to  say,  even  here — and  why  not? — that  "the  things  which 
are  seen  are  temporal,  and  the  things  which  are  not  seen  are 
eternal." 

North.  You  may  say  it,  James,  without  reproach  here,  over  the 
social  board — there.,  by  yourself,  in  the  wilderness — anywhere.,  by 
day  or  by  night,  on  the  world  of  greiai  earth  or  foamy  waters,  on  the 
steadfast  brae  or  reeling  deck,  in  calm  or  in  storm,  in  joy  or  in  sor- 
row, in  life  and  in  death.  Shame  on  the  coward  heart  that  fears  to 
utter  whiit  itself  pronifits  !  Shame  on  the  coward  ear  tliat  fears  to 
hear  what  the  heart  dictates,  in  any  time  or  any  [ilace,  where  the 
mood  is  blameless, — for  mirth  is  still  in  sympathy  with  melancholy, 
and  what,  oh  !  what  thoughts  profound  circle  round  the  wine-cup, 
when  it  flows  to  the  memory  of  one  beloved  of  yore, — one  who  left 
us  in  the  sunshine  of  youth,  and  seems  to  re-appear  like  a  veiled 
shadow  across  the  light  of  the  festal  fire — and  then  in  a  mo/neut 
away  into  oblivion  % 

Shej'herd.  Then  you  see,  sir,  the  place  o'  the  bonnie  young 
distract ni'  and  deceitfu'  creatures — for,  wi'  a'  their  innocence — a 
liivorite  word  w  i'  you,  sir — they  are  deceitfu' — their  places,  I  say, 
are  suftplied  V)y  anither  flock  o'  flowers — just  like  annuals  after 
annuals — as  fair  and  as  fragrant  as  theirsells — and  thus,  amid  the 
perfietual  decay  and  the  perpetual  renovation,  there  is  naethiiig 
worth  weeping  for — excefit,  indeed,  when  twa  silly  poets  like  us, — 
and  ye  are  a  poet,  sir,  though  ye  dinna  write  verses, — foregather 
ower  a  brodd  and  a  bowl,  and  gie  vent,  the  ane  or  the  ither  o'  us, 
it's   the  turnin'  o'  a  straw  which,  to  mournfu'  lieart-sinkings   that 
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maun  hao  an  inkling  o'  j)leasure  in  them,  or  olse  they  would  he  at 
aince  repressed — and  seek  in  a  sort  o'  diseased  or  distempered  wil 
("uliiess,  just  as  you  hae  been  doing  the  noo — 1<>  look  on  the  world  in 
a  licht  that  it  was  never  intended  we  should  look  on  it,  and  to  people 
it  wi'  snrrowfu'  spectres,  instead  d'  vaiiwtis  kinds  o'  gude  flosh-aiid- 
blood  f-'lk,  a'  glide  in  their  degree,  in  their  piac<%  and  in  their  time, 
— and  if  that  be  true,  is  na  a'  moping  eontrar  to  richt  reason,  and 
them  that's  Penserosos  for  the  maist  p.iirt— Sumphs  ? 

Nurlh.  "Melancholy  and  gentU'manlike,"  yon  know,  James. 

Shepherd.  It's  a  wicked  ack,  sir,  in  a  waild  like  ours,  to  pretend 
to  sham  melancholy  ;  and  if  a  man  canna  contrive,  by  ony  other 
means,  to  look  like  a  gentleman,  he  had  far  better  keep  on  lookin' 
like  a  bagman.  Besides  being  wicked,  it's  dangerous;  for  by  pre- 
tending to  be  melancholy,  in  desperation  o'  being  thought  a  gnntle- 
man  by  ony  other  mair  natural  contrivances  and  endowments,  a 
man  comes  to  get  himsell  universally  despised — contempt  kills 
credit — then  follows  bankruptcy — and  the  upshot  o'  the  whole  is 
suicide — jail — or  Ajuerica. 

North.  But  to  be  rational,  and  as  far  as  possible  from  the  poetical 
and  the  j)alhetic,  I  often  shudder,  James,  in  solitude,  to  think  of  the 
change,  generally  slow,  t)Ut  often  sudden,  from  the  happiness  of 
maidenhood,  to  the  misery  of  the  wife,  especially  in  many  of  the 
cla^ses  of  the  lower  orders  of  society.  I  use  advisedly  the  words — 
happiness  and  misery.  James,  the  whole  world  groans.  I  hear  it 
groaninir — thongh  no  Fine-Ear  to  the  doleful. 

Shrphird.  I'here's  owre  muckle  truth  in  what  you  say,  Mr.  North  ; 
and  Were  we  to  think  too  intently  on  the  dark  side  o'  the  picture, 
or  rather  on  the  mony  great  big  black  blotches  di^ligurin'  the 
brichtest  fiairts  o'  the  fairest  side  o'  the  married  life  o'  the  pnir,  and 
ignorant,  and  depraved,  weel  might  we  shut  them  in  de'^pair,  and 
wei'j)  for  th(!  maist  o'  woman-liorn  !  ^Nlecsery  never  comes  to  a 
head  but  in  marriage.  Yet,  oh!  how  ditli-rent  might  it  be,  without 
supposing  human  natnr'  to  br  altogether  changed,  but  only  what  it 
was  intiniled  to  be,  in  spile  o'  original  sin  and  eorruptioii  ! 

North.  How  many  hundreds  of  ihoin-anils  if  har>h  husliands — 
nav,  cruel  —  savage  —  fierce  —  drunken  —  furious  —  insane —  mur- 
derous ?  Wh.it  horrid  r)atlis  heard  at  the  humble  ingh^ — ami, 
worse  than  oaths,  IiUjws  and  shrieks — and  the  pregnant  mother  of 
terrified  children,  all  crouching  in  a  corner,  on  her  knees  beseech- 
injr  llie  demoniacal  homicide  not  to  kick  to  death  the  balie  vet 
unborn — (or  its  sake  to  remember  the  days  of  their  courlshij) — 
uiid 

Hhephtrd.   Whisht — whisht — whisht ! 

North.   Dninkenness   is   the  cause,  of  nine-tenths  of  the  grief  and 
guilt   lliat   aijgiavale  the  inevitable  distresses  of  the  ]ioor.      J)ry  up 
Vui,.  I|[.— 8 
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that  horrid  thirst,  and  the  hearts  of  the  wretched  would  sing  aloud 
for  joy.  In  their  sober  senses,  it  seldom  h:i|)j)ens  that  (nen,  in  a 
C'iiri.--tian  countiy,  are  siidi  savages.  IJiit  all  eiM>ed  ]>a^sions  latent 
in  the  In  ait.  and,  seemingly  at  least,  dead,  or  noii-txislent,  while 
that  heart  heats  healthily  in  st)l)i'r  industry,  h'ap  up  fierce  and  full- 
grown  in  the  power  of  drunUenness,  making  the  man  at  once  u 
maniac,  or  ratlier  at  once  converting  idm  into  a  fiend, 

Slicplicrd.  'J'lure's  nae  cure  for  tlial  but  edication — edicatin'  o' 
the  people — clear  the  head,  and  you  strengthen  the  heart — gie 
thoughts,  and  feelings  follow — I  agree  wi'  Socrates  in  thinking  a' 
vice  ignorance,  and  a'  virtue  knowledge,  takin'  a'  the  four  words  in 
the  highest  sense  o'  which  they  are  cawpable.  Then  they  are  baith 
i'irea.  irTS^covTa  xai  (pwvovra  tfuveroirfi. 

Aorlh.  Yet  I  sometimes  fuel  myself  almost  compelled  to  agree 
with  the  present  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,*  that  there  is  something 
necessarily  and  essentially  immoral  and  irreligious  in  the  cultiva- 
tion of  the  intellect 

Shcjilierd.  Na — na — na — that  can  never  be- 


North.  His  lordship  means — apart  from — divorced  from  the  cul- 
tivation of  those  feelings  and  principles — those  great  natural  instincts 
— by  which  man  is  a  moral  and  religious  being.  The  tendency  of 
intellect,  not  only  left  to  itself,  but  instructed  solely  in  its  own 
knowledge,  is  averse,  his  Lordship  holds,  from  the  contemplation  and 
the  love  of  more  holy  and  higher  things  ;  and 

Shepherd.  Ay,  there  he's  richt.  I  yierfectly  agree  wi'  his  lord- 
ship tliere — and  I  wish  he  ken't  it — for  aiblins  I'm  better  acquainted, 
practically  acquainted,  I  mean,  than  ony  archbishop's  likely  to  be 
—  nae  disparagement  to  the  Episcopawlian  church — wi'  the  virtues 
and  vices,  the  sins,  sorrows,  and  sufferings,  the  i:oble  thochts,  and 
feelin's,  and  acks,  the  every-day  wark-Iife,  the  Sabbath-day  rest-life, 
o'  the  Puir  !  The  first  often  painfu',  laborious,  nay,  slavish,  and  wi' 
but  ordinar'  satisfactions  beloiigiu'  to  our  lower  natur ;  the  last,  in 
Scotland  at  least,  pleasant,  calm,  and  elevated  in  blissfu'  release,  up 
to  a  mood  that,  alike  in  the  auld  gray-headed  grandfather,  and  his 
bit  bonnie  wee  oe  walking  haun  in'  haun'  wi'  him  to  the  kirk,  does 
indeed  deserve  the  name  o'  religion,  if  sic  a  thing  as  religion  be  ony 
where  to  be  found  atween  heaven  and  eartli. 

North.  You  speak  like  yourself,  my  dear  James.  In  their  pre- 
sent Zeal  f<jr  intellectual  education,  many  good  men  fm-get 

Shepherd.  Then  they  should  be  reminded,  that  a'  the  knowledge 
which  the  puir — 1  needna  explain  the  sense  in  which  I  use  the  word 
puir — can  ever  acquire  in  sciiools,  or  mechanical  institutions,  can  be 
nae  mair  than  subsidiary  to  a  far  higher  knowledge;  and  if  that  be 

•  Dr.  William  H..wlcv,  who  died  in  1S18. 
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1  eglecked,  or  undervalued,  a'  that  they  can  ever  learn  will  either 
be  useless  or  pernicious — for  is  nae  the  chief  end  o'  man  "  to  fear 
God  and  keep  his  conimandments  V 

North.  I  Vjelieve,  my  admirable  friend,  that  you  have  said  in  a 
few  plain  and  simple,  but,  allow  me  to  add,  beautiful  and  noble 
words — all  that  can  possibly  be  said  on  this  all-important  subject. 
Put  round  the  jug,  James. 

Shepherd.  'Jinn,  sir,  what  may  be  the  case  in  England,  I  dinna 
weel  ken — for  I  never  was  onywhere  in  England  except  at  the  Lakes 
on  a  veesit  to  your  frien'  the  Professor,  then  only  the  author  o'  the 
Isle  of  Pawms,  and  the  City  o'  the  Plague  ;  and  the  folk  there 
stemed  no  unlike  the  folk  in  our  ain  kintra,  only  thev  thociit  ower 
little  o'  leadiu'  in  corn  on  dry  Sundays  in  rainy  weather, — but  in 
Scotland,  the  people  are  not  ignorant — it  is  lang  since  they  were 
ign(»rant, — and  to  return  to  what  we  were  sayin'  about  unhappy 
marriages,  believe  me,  sir,  when  1  say,  that  maist  marriages — liv  far 
the  maist — are  happy — for  a  warld  o'  new  thochts,  and  new  feeling.'*, 
i>  unfaldcd  within  wife's  and  husband's  heart — and  though  there 
will  be  sour  or  dour  looks  at  a  time — some  flytin'-^and  even  wilfu' 
meesery, — these  are  but  the  sughin'  wunds  and  the  drivin'  duds — 
and  the  Lift  o'  Life,  gin  I  may  use  the  expicssion.  is.  <r(nerallv  sjieak- 
ing,  like  our  ain  dear,  sweet,  blue  Scottish  sky,  a'  the  year  through, 
spring,  simmer,  awtumii.  and  wunter,  pleasant  baith  to  the  ee,  and 
to  ihe  sowl, — f<ir  (jod  reigns  day  and  nicht,  aboon  and  l)elow,  alike 
in  dead  creation,  and  in  us  his  creatures,  wlia,  if  tliey  serve  him, 
shall  never  dee,  but  have  immortal  life. 

North.  Perhaps,  then,  James,  you  think  that  in  Scotland,  what 
we  have  chieflv  to  do  is  to  keep  education  right — to 

Shepherd.  Nearly  sae.  At  a'  yeveiits,  nane  Imt  ignorant  sumphs 
wad  apply  to  tin-  peoph;  o'  Scotiaii'  that  vile  nonsense  about  the 
'•  Marcii  o'  Intellect,"  and  so  forth, — for  our  ancestors  hae  for  geiie- 
raiions  been  as  wise  in  the  best  o' a'  wisdom  as  oursells — ilioiigh 
there  has  been  great  improvement  in  a'  the  airts,  and  ail)lins  the 
scee-eiices, — but  o'  the  latter  1  shanna  foi-  I  canna  speak — and  alioon 
a'  things  else,  there  has  been  wimighi  by  thai  means  a  great  and 
I  eiiehcial  change  in  the  agriciillur  o'  llie  kintra. 

A'orth.   Yet  somelhing,  I  fiar,  .lames,  may  have  lieen  lost. 

Shepherd.  Av,  mony  a  thinir,  that  had  I  my  ain  way,  shud  leeve 
forever.  But  religion,  wi' a'  the  cauld  rife  changes  in  life,  and  man- 
ners, and  cusioms,  still  strongly  survives— and,  thanks  to  K'ol.ort 
Jiuriis — and  aihlins  mw  or  tv\a  mair,  there  is  still  poetry  aniaMi;  our 
braes, — and  o'  nae  shepherd  on  our  Scottish  hills  could  it  be  truly 
said,  in  the  language  o'  Wordsworth; — - 
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A  pi-imrose  on  the  river's  l)riin, 
A  yellow  primrose  wiis  to  liiin, 
Auil  it  was  uothiiig  iiioro 

For  as  iriide  a  poet  as  Wordsworth,  and,  in   my  opinion,  a  better 
too,  has  taiild  us  what  he  Mt  frac  the  sicht  o'  a  Mountain  Daisy. 

North.  There  is  comfort  in  that  creed,  my  dear  James,  1  feel  as 
if  an  oppressive  weight  were  taken  from  my  heart. 

ShejihcnI.  Then  that's  mair  than  I  do--mair  than  you  or  ony 
ither  man  should  say,  after  devoorin'  half  a  huiider  eisters — and 
siccan  eisters — to  say  naething  o'  a  tippenny  loaf,  a  quarter  o'  a 
pund  o'  hutter — and  the  better  part  o'  twa  pats  o'  porter. 

North.  James!  I  have  not  eat  a  morsel,  or  dranU  a  drop,  since 
breakfast. 

Shejiherd.  Then,  I've  been  confusioning  you  wi'  mvsel.  A'  the 
time  that  I  was  sookin'  up  the  eisters  frae  out  o'  their  shells,  ilka 
ane  sappier  than  anither  in  its  shallow  pool  o'  caller  saut  sea-water, 
and  some  o'  them  takin'  a  stronger  sook  than  ilhers  to  rug  them  out 
o'  their  cradles, — 1  thocht  I  saw  you,  sir,  in  my  mind's  ee,  and  no 
by  my  bodily  organs,  it  would  appear,  doin'  the  same  to  a  nicety, 
only  dashing  on  mair  o' the  pepper,  and  mixing  up  mustard  wi'  your 
vinegar,  as  if  gratifviiig  a  tiiwse  appeteet. 

North,  lliat  cursed  cholera 

Shepherd.  !  never,  at  ony  tiiTie  o'  the  year,  hae  recourse  to  the 
cruet  till  after  the  lang  hunder — and  in  September — after  four 
months  fist  frae  the  creturs — I  can  easily  devoor  them  by  theirsells 
just  in  tiieir  ain  liccur,  on  till  anither  fifty — and  then,  to  be  sure, 
just  when  I'm  beginning  to  be  a  wee  stau'd,  I  apply  first  the  pepper 
to  a  squad,  and  then,  after  a  score  or  two  in  that  way,  some  dizzen 
and  a  half  wi'  vinegar,  and  finish  aff,  like  you,  wi'  a  wheen  to  the 
mustard,  till  the  brodd's  naething  but  shells. 

North.  The  cholera  has  left  me  so  weak,  that 

Shepherd.  I  dinna  ken  a  mair  perplexing  state  o'  mind  to  be  in 
than  to  he  swithering  about  a  farther  brodd  o'  eisters,  when  you've 
devoored  what  at  ae  moment  is  felt  to  be  suflicient,  and  anither 
moment  what  is  felt  to  be  very  insufficient — feeliii'  stau'd  this  mo- 
ment, and  that  moment  yawp  as  ever — noo  sa\  in'  into  yonrsell  that 
you'll  order  in  the  toasted  cheese,  and  then  silently  swearin'  that 
you  maun  hae  anither  yokin'  at  the  heardies 

North.  This  last  attaek,  James,  has  reduced  me  much  ;  and  a  few 
more  like  it  will  deprive  the  w'orld  of  a  man  whose  \nn>r  abilities 
were  ever  devoted  to  her  ser 

Shepherd.  1  agree  wi'  ye,  sir,  in  a'  ye  say  about  the  difTeeculty  o 
the  dilemma.  But  during  the  dubiety  and  the  swither,  in  comes 
honest  Mr.  Awmrose,  o'  his  ain  accord,  wi'  the  final  brodd,  and  a 
body  feels   himseli   to  have  been  a  great  sumph   for  .suspecking  ao 
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sinjjle  moment  that  he  wasna  al)le  fur  his  share  o'  tlie  concludinr; 
ceiitenaiy  o'  iu)ble  inventions.  There  s  really  no  end  in  natur  to 
the  eatin'  o'  eisters. 

North.  Really,  James,  your  insensibility,  your  callonsness  to  niy 
complaints,  painfully  afl'ects  me,  and  forces  me  to  believe  that  friend- 
ship, like  love,  is  but  an  empty  name. 

aheplu'id.  An  empty  came  !  It's  your  ain  faut  gin  it's  empty — • 
but  you  wadna  surely  be  for  eatin'  the  verra  shells'?  Oh!  Mr. 
T»forth.  but  o' a' the  men  I  ever  knew,  you  are  the  most  distin<ruished 
by  natural  and  native  coortesy  and  [)oliteness — by  what  Cicero  calls 
urbanity.  Tak  it — tak  it.  For  1  declare,  were  I  to  tak  it,  I  never 
could  forgi'e  mysell  a'  my  days.     Tak  it,  sir.     My  dear  sir,  tak  it. 

North.  What  do  you  mean,  James?  What  the  devil  can  you 
mean  1 

Shepherd.  The  last  eister — the  mainners  eister — it's  but  a  wee 
ane,  or  it  hadna  been  ht-re.  There,  sir,  I've  douk'd  it  in  an  amal- 
gamation o'  pepper,  vint'L'ar,  and  tiuistard,  and  a  wee  drap  whisky. 
Open  your  moulii,  and  tak  it  atf  the  pint  o'  my  fork — that's  a  gude 
baiin. 

North.   I  have  been  very  ill,  my  dear  Jamos. 

iShepherd.  llau<l  vdur  tongue — nae  sic  thing.  Your  cheeks  are 
no  half  that  shrivelled  they  were  last  year;  and  there's  a  circle  o' 
yeloquent  Idood  in  tliem  baith,  as  ruddy  as  Ilcjbin's  breast.  Your 
ii[>s  are  no  like  cherries — but  they  were  aye  rather  thin  and  color- 
less since  first  I  keiit  you,  and  when  chirted  thegither — oh!  man, 
but  they  have  a  scornfu',  and  savage,  and  cruel  expression,  that 
ought  seldom  to  be  on  a  fice  o'  clay.  As  for  your  eon,  there's 
twenty  gufh'  year  o'  life  in  their  lieht  yet.  But,  Lord  safe  us! — 
dinna,  I  beseech  you,  fiut  on  your  specs;  for  when  you  cock  up 
your  chin,  and  lie  back  on  yoiii-  eh.iir,  and  kee(i  fisteiiin'  your  lowiu' 
een  upon  a  body  through  the  glasses,  it's  mair  than  mortal  man  can 
endure — you  look  sae  like  the  deevil  incarnate. 

North.  I  am  a  much-injured  man  in  the  i.-timation  of  the  world, 
James,  for  |  am  gentle  as  a  sleeping  child. 

Slwpherd.  Come,  now — you're,  wishin'  me  to  flatter  you — ye'ro 
desperate  fond,  man,  4/  flattery. 

North.  1  admit — eonfos — glory  that  1  am  so.  It  is  imjiossilile  to 
lay  it  on  too  thick.  All  that  an  author  has  to  do  to  secure  a  liivor- 
al)le  n<iliee,  short  or  h  nj:,  in  IJIackwood's  Magazine,  is,  to  call  it  ii. 
the  Ixidy  of  his  woik,  or  even  in  a  fool  note,  '"ihat  matchless  nii>- 
cellaiiy."  "that  e.xliausi  less  fund  of  all  that  is  enlerlaining  and 
instructive,"  '*  thai  miracle  of  nmgazitus,"  (hat  peerless  periodi- 
cal," "that  glory  of  Seui  land,'  "ihal  wonder  of  the  world."  and 
80  forth — while  of  onrself  personally,  let  him  merely  ^ay,  '"("hiis- 
lopher,  who,  with   the  wisdom  of  a  JSocrat»!S,  unites   the  wit  of  an 
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AristdpTianos,"  ''North,  at  once  the  Bacon,  tl)e  Swift,  and  flic  Scott 
of  the  ai:c,"  "Christopher,  whose  univeisui  genius  and  achieve- 
ments, while  tliey  prove  the  possibility  of  the  existence  of  such  a 
character  as  the  Admirable  Crichton,  at  the  same  time  throw  that 
wonderful  person  for  ever  into  the  shade,"  and  let  him  be  the  most 
distiiiiriiished  dunce  extant — even  MacJJermot  himself  on  Taste  and 
Tragedy — and  his  brains  shall  be  extolled  to  the  skies,  above  moon 
and  stars. 

Sliepherd.   What'n  avooal  ! 

North.  Why,  James,  are  you  so  weak  as  ever  to  have  imagined 
for  a  moment  that  I  care  a  j)in's  point  for  truth,  in  the  praise  or 
blame  bestowed  or  inflicted  on  any  mortal  creature  in  my  Magazine  1 

Shepherd.   What's  that  you  say  1  can  I  lielieve  my  lugs? 

North.  I  have  been  merely  amusing  myself  for  a  few  years  back 
with  the  great  gawky  world.  I  hate  and  despise  all  numkind — and 
hitherto  1  have  been  contented  with  laughing  at  them  all  in  my 
sleeve — pleasing  this  blockhead  only  to  pain  that — holding  up  John 
as  a  great  genius,  that  Tom  might  the  more  intensely  feel  himself 
to  be  a  dunce.  The  truth  is,  James,  that  I  am  a  misanthiope,  and 
have  a  liking  only  for  Cockneys. 

Shrj/herd.  The  chandaleer's  gaun  to  fa'  down  on  our  heads.  Eat 
your  words,  sir,  eat  your  words,  or 

North.  You  would  not  have  me  lie,  during  the  only  time  that,  for 
many  years,  I  have  felt  a  desire  to  speak  the  truth?  The  only  dis- 
tinctions I  acknowledge  are  intellectual  ones.  Moral  distinctions 
there  are  none;  and  as  for  religion,  it  is  all  a 

Shepherd,  {.standing  vp.)  And  it's  on  principles  like  these — 
boldly  and  unblushingly  avoo'd  here — in  Mr.  Awmrose's  paper- 
parlor,  at  the  conclusion  o'  the  sixth  brodd,  on  the  evening  o' 
Monday  the  22d  of  September,  Anno  Domini*-  aughteen  hunder 
and  iweiity-aiight,  within  twa  hours  o'  midniclit — that  you,  sir, 
have  been  yediliu'  a  maggasin  that  has  gone  out  to  the  uttermost 
corners  o'  the  yerlh,  wherever  civilization  or  uncivilization  is  known, 
di-iu'lin'  and  distracktin'  men  and  women  folk'  till  it's  impossible 
for  them  to  ken  their  right  hand  frae  their  left — or  whether  they're 
standin'  on  their  heels  or  their  heads — or  what  byuk  ought  to  bo 
p-rusfd,  and  what  byuk  puttin'  intil  the  itottom  o'  pie-dishes,  and 
trunks — or  what  awthor  hisse(J,  or  what  awthor  hurraa'd — or  what's 
flummery  and  vs hat's  philoso[)hy — or  what's  rant  and  what's  reli- 
gion— or  w  hat's  monopoly  and  what's  free  tredd — or  wha's  Poets  or 
wha's  i(ut  Pats — or  whether  it's  best  to  be  drunk,  or  whether  it's 
l)est  to  be  sober  a'  hours  o'  the  day  and  nicht — or  if  there  should  he 
rich  church  establishments  as  in  England,  or  j)oor  kirk  ones  as  in 
Scotland — or  whether  tha  Bishop  (/  Canterbury,  wi'  twenty  thou- 
saii'  a-year,  is  mair   like  a  primitive  Christian   than   the  minister  o' 


KECONCILIATION.  103 

Kirkintulloch  wV  twa  IiuiiiUt  ancl  fifty — or  if  folk  slioiild  aye  be 
rrauiii'  sermons  or  fisliin'  for  sawnioii — or  if  it's  best  to  marry  or 
l)est  to  burn — t>r  if  the  national  debt  hangs  like  a  millstone  nmnd 
the  neck  o'  the  kintra  or  like  a  chain  o'  blae-bervies — or  if  the 
Millennium  be  really  close  at  haun' — or  the  present  solar  system  be 
calculated  to  last  to  a'  eternity — or  whether  the  people  should  be 
edicated  up  to  the  highest  pitch  o'  perfection,  or  preferably  to  be  all 
like  trotters  through  ihe  Bog  o'  Allen — or  whether  the  government 
should  subsedeeze  foreign  powers,  or  spend  a'  its  siller  on  oursells 
—  or  whether  the  blacks  and  the  Catholics  should  be  emancipawted 
(>r  no  afore  the  demolition  o'  priests  and  obis — or  whether — God 
foigie  us  baith  for  the  hypothesis, — man  has  a  mortal  or  an  immortal 
sowl — 1)6  a  phoenix — or  an  eister  ! 

North.  Precisely  so,  James.  You  have  drawn  my  real  character 
to  a  hair — and  the  character,  too,  of  the  baleful  work  over  which  1 
have  the  honor  and  happiness  to  preside. 

Shephfrd.  I  canna  sit  here  ony  langer — and  hear  a'  things,  visible 
and  invisible,  turned  tapsy-tiirvy  and  taj)selleery — I'm  all" — I'm  alf 
— ower  to  the  Auld  Toon,  to  tak'  toddy  wi'  Christians — and  no  wi' 
an  Atheist,  that  would  involve  the  warld  in  even  down  Pyrrhonism 
— and  disorder,  if  he  ctuild,  ihe  verra  coorses  o'  the  seven  planets, 
and  set  the  central  sun  adrift  through  the  sky.  Gude  nicht  to  ye — 
sir — gude  nicht.  Ye  are  the  maist  dangerous  o'  a'  rt'prol)ates,  for 
•sour  piivate  conduct  and  character  is  that  o' an  angel,  but  your 
public  that  o'  a  fiend  •,  and  the  honey  o'  your  domestic  practice  can 
be  nae  antidote  to  the  pushion  o'  your  foreign  principles.  I'm  aff 
—I'm  afT. 

Enter  Mr.  Ambrose  with  a  JIowIovkI'ic,  and  King  Pepin  with   Pota- 
toes and  lloni. 

Shepherd,  {in  rontinnofion.)  What  brought  ye  iiilil  ihe  room  the 
noo,  Mr.  Awmrose,  n  i'  a  tern  plat  inu  sie  as  that — nae  llesli  and  bluid 
can  resist?  Avvu'  iiack  to  the  kitchen  wi'  the  savory  saciilice — or 
clash  down  the  towdie  afore  the  iJa^man  in  this  wet^  closet-room 
avotit  the  wainstcoat.  What'n  a  b<innie,  l)rowM,  lia-ted,  buttery, 
jlev,  ami  dreepin'  breast  o'  a  roasted  carock  !  ()'  a'  the  smells  I 
ever  fan',  tliat  is  the  maist  insuppoi tably  seducin'  to  the  palate.  It 
has  gien  me  the  walerbrash.  Weel,  wcel,  Mr.  North,  since  you 
in^i'-l  on't,  we'll  resume  the  argument  after  supj)cr. 

A'"r//t.  Good  night,  .lames.  Ambrose,  dejtosit  the  towdie,  and 
how  Mr.  liogg  down  staiis.      L«.nl  bless  you,   .lames — good  night. 

Shepherd,  (rexuming  hix  seat.)  Dinna  say  anil  her  word,  sir.  Nae 
farther  ap"l"gv.  I  l<ui;ii'  you.  Ye  wasua  serious.  Conu',  be 
cheerful — I'm  soon  pacified.  <)  man,  but  ye  cut  u|)  a  fo«>l  wi'  incre- 
dible dexterity  !      I'here— a    U'gandauicg    to  yoiirscll      and  a    leg 
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and  ft  \vin<f  to  ino — then  to  you  the  broast — for  I  ken  ye  like  the 
breast — and  to  nie  tlie  back — and  I  diiiiia  dislike  the  back, — ami 
then  howtowdie  !  "  Farewell  !  a  long  farewell  to  all  thy  fatness.'' 
O,  sir!  but  the  taties  are  gran'  the  year!  How  ony  Christian 
cieature  can  prefer  waxies  to  mealies  I  never  could  conjecture. 
Another  spoonfu'  or  twa  o'  the  gravy.  Ilaud — haud — what  a 
deluge  ! 

North..  This,  I  trust,  my  dear  Shepherd,  will  be  a  good  season  for 
the  poor. 

Shejiheid.  Nae  fear  o'  that,  sir.  Has  she  ony  eggs?  But  I  for- 
got— the  hens  are  no  layin'  the  noo.  They're  niootin'.  Faith,  con- 
sidering ye  didna  eat  mony  o'  the  eisters,  your  appeteet's  no  amiss, 
sir.  Pray,  sir,  will  ye  tell  me  gin  there  be  ony  dilTerence  atween 
this  newfjingled  oriental  disease  they  ca'  the  Cholera,  and  the 
gude  auld-fashioiied  Scottish  coniplent,  the  Colic? 

North.   Mr.  Ambrose,  give  Mr.  Hogg  some  bread. 

Shq)herd.  Ye  needna  tii'^h — Mr.  Awturose.  I  tak  bread  at  break- 
fast, and  the  afternoons,  but  never  either  at  dinner  or  sooper — iiut 
Till  thinkin'  a  bottle  apiece  o'  Berwick's  or  Giles's  strong  yill  '11 
taNte  gaen  well  after  the  porter.  Tak  tent  in  diawin'  the  cork,  that 
the  yill  doesna  spoot  up  to  the  ceilin'.  Bottled  yili's  aye  up  in  the 
stirrups.  The  moment  you  pu'  out  the  cork — in  wi'  your  thoomb 
— and  then  decant  baith  bottles  into  the  dolphin. 

North.  Above  an  average  crop,  I  sup})()se,  James. 

Shei>herd.   Do  you  contribute  to  it,  sir  ? 

North.  To  what  1 

!Shcpherd.  Mr.  Blackwood's  New  Agricultural  Journal,*  to  be 
sure.  There's  a  gran'  open  in'  the  noo  for  sic  a  wark — and  he's 
gotten  a  capital  editor.  The  subject  is  endless  as  the  earth  itsel 
and  its  productions. 

North.  I  am  a  Monogamist. 

Hhepherd.  And  what's  that — may  I  ask  ? 

North.  A  man  with  one  wife.     Her  name  is  Maga 

Shepherd.  Ay — ye  do  richt  in  stickin'  to  her.  Were  the  ane  o' 
ye  to  die,  the  tither  would  soon  follow.  You  are  lovely  in  your 
lives,  and  in  your  deaths  you  will  not  be  divided. 

North.  She  sometimes  has  h(!r  sulks  and  her  tantrums — but  in 
spite  of  them  all,  our  wedded  life  has  been  all  one  honeymoon. 

Shi'pherd.  And  then  what  a  breedy  body  !  A  new  birth  every 
nionlh — and  sometimes  twins.      Is  she  never  to  hae  dune? 

North.  Drojijiing  all  figuie  or  metaphor, — what  do  you  think  of 
Maga,  the  Matron  1 

Shipherd.  She  shud  hae  mair  leeteratnr — mair  creetieshism — ■ 
inair  accounts  o'  books  o'  voyages  and  travels — mair  oveihawlin'  o 
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ihe  press — mair  philosopliic  estimates  o'  the  genius  o'  the  age,  in 
Poetry,  Eloquence,  Paintin',  AJusie,  the  Playhouse,  and  the  rest  of 
the  Fine  Arts — niair  topography  and  antiquities — aililins,  mair 
divinity,  and  1  hear  folk  that  canna  read  Latin  and  Greek  cryin'  out 
for  the  Classics,  as  they  ca'  thein, — Popular  Essays  on  the  Classics, 
from  Homer  down  to  modern  Romaics  inclusive — and  I  can  v.eel 
Delieve  that  the  Greeks  and  Romans  were  gran'  writers,  fur  thev 
were  gran'  fechters,  and  the  twa  aye  gang  tliegither — the  Lyre  and 
the  Lance,  the  Pen  and  the  Swurd.  Noo,  tell  me,  sir.  and  tell  me 
truly,  was  Theocratus  really  as  gude  a  pastoral  poet  as  me,  or 
Eol.ert  Burns,  or  Allan  Ramsay,  or  Allan  Cunningham? 

North.  He  Mas,  James,  your  equal  in  truth,  simplicity,  nature  ; 
more  than  your  equal  in  an  occasional  rustic  grace  without  a  name 
— superior  far  in  the  power  and  magic  of  a  language  light  as  air, 
dense  as  clouds,  cheerful  as  the  daidal  earth,  magnificent  as  the 
niuch-aiid-many-sounditig  sea; — but  he  was,  in  variety  of  feelings 
and  fancies,  in  depth  and  force  of  passion,  in  creation  of  character, 
in  profusion  of  imagi-i-y,  in  invention  of  incident,  lar  infeiior  to  You 
Glorious  Four.     Jle  was  indeed. 

tihrplnrd.  I'm  glad  to  hear  that,  sir, — for  the  honor  o'  auld  Scot- 
land.     ISlie  too,  then,  is  an  Arcawdia. 

North.  Let  Glencorse-liurii,  murmuring  from  ILibbie's  Howe 
through  C<)inpensati(»M  Pond,  down  into  the  J}>k,  and  then  to  the 
fcca, — let  the  Ayr  and  Dounc,  cliceriug  Coila  with  immortal  music, 
— kt  the  dewy,  no  more  the  d((wie  holms  of  Yarrow, — let  the  Nith, 
from  (,'losel)Uin  U)  Crillel,  attest  the  truth, — let  the 

Shepherd.  U  man  !  hut  the  inside  o'  the  hack  is  sappy — sappy, 
\Vliat  v\i'  your  sauce  and  it's  ain  gravy,  this  is  the  maist  delicious 
t«»wdie  that  ever  foraged  afore  the  fanners.  Noo  for  the  yill.  1 
fancy  there's  nae  sin  in  dichtin  ain's  gah  wi'  the  table-cloth, — for 
/'ve  foigotlen  my  pocktt-handkerchiif  in  my  l)ig  coat. 

North.  Is  it  not  singular,  James,  that,  though  we  two  have  each 
our  own  peculiar  and  cliaracterislic  st\  le  of  eating,  we  have  finished 
equal  quantities  in  e(]ual  times? 

Shijiherd.  I  was  dune  lang  afore  you,  sir, —  and  no  to  hurry  you, 
have  heen  sookin'  awa,  for  ten  minutes,  in  amaiig  the  trellice-wark 
o'  the  spine,  lung  after  the  lianes  o'  the  hack  weri;  as  dry  as  horn. 

North.  And  I,  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  iuive  been  dallying  with 
the  merry. thought. 

Shijjhird.  I  aye  kent,  though  we  sometimes  Reem  fo  differ  in 
opinion,  that  we  are  c«»ngenial  speerits.  For  giidesakc,  dinna  drain 
the  d(d|ihin  ! 

North.  A  mi,\ture  of  Giles's  and  Berwick* — nt^ctar  worthy  an  am- 
brosial feast ! 

•  Ale  and  porter  mixed  in  equal  quantities,  which  tlnnty  mortals  Uo  call  haJf-and-haJf.—lA 
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ISItepherd.  It  gars  iii}-  ocii  waliT,  iiml  my  lugs  crack.  Nbo  for 
the  tuti'^tcd  cheese. 

[Enter  T(iJ)]/  with  (wo   Wtlrli  rubhits,  and  exit.) 

Shepherd,  {lookliKj  after  him.)  \Vliat  driich  u'  a  new  cietui's 
that  ? 

North.  A  Well  liman.  Desirous  of  seeiiif!;  the  world,  he  worked 
his  passage  from  Pfiuhyn  to  LiverpodI,  on  board  a  slater — tlieiiee 
played  the  part  of  sh()L--blaek  in  a  steamer  to  Greenock  and  Glas- 
gow— from  Port  Dimdas  in  the  West  country  to  Port  Ilopetoun  in 
llie  Ka^t,  h<^  liallad  sanj:  himself  in  an  unknown  tongue  hy  one  of 
the  canal  coal-boats — and  Mr.  Ambrose,  who  has  a  line  natural  com^ 
d'ail,  picked  him  up  one  morning  in  the  Veget'ible  Market,  munch- 
ing a  carrot,  without  hat,  shoes  or  stockings — ])ut  a  lively,  active, 
and  intelligent-looking  lad  as  you  can  see — and  in  less  than  a  mouth 
he  was  the  best  waiter  in  Edinburgh. 

Shipherd.    What's  the  name  o'  the  creture? 

North.  On  account  of  a  slight  limp  in  his  kft  leg,  which  pro- 
motes rather  than  impedes  his  activity,  we  caJl  him — Sir  David 
Gam. 

Shepherd.   I  hae  some  thochts  o'  keepin'  a  flind'ey ■ 

North.   Don't,  James,      A  lassie's  far  better  in  every  respect. 

Shepherd.  But  then,  sir,  a  flunkey  in  the  Forest  livery  wad  look 
sac  genteel  and  fashionable 

North.    What  is  the  Forest  livery  ? 

Shepherd.  Bricht  bottle  grtcn,  sir,  lined  an  1  tiirned  up  at  the 
tails,  lappelles,  cufls,  and  collar,  wi'  oker,  bo'red  on  the  breast, 
when  the  single-breasted  coat's  buttoned,  wi'  zijj-zag  stripes  o' 
twisted  gold  lace — and  the  buttons  o'  yellow  bnvss,  few  in  number, 
but  about  as  big's  a  tea-cup  cheena  saucer.  That's  the  Forest 
liverv,  sir. 

North.  The  nether  integuments? 

Shepherd.  What  ?  the  breeks  ?  There's  nae  n  altter  about  the 
breeks — but,  generally  spcakin',  nankeens,  wi'  bh'e  thread  stock- 
ings and  pumps,  in  summer — and  in  winter,  corduroys,  wi'  gray 
rig  and  fur  worsteds,  and  quarter  boots. 

Njrth.  1  do  not  believe  Sir  David  would  leave  Picardy  for  any 
(ilace  in  the  world;  besides,  .James,  it  would  not  be  handsome  to 
tempt  him  away  from  Mr.  Ambrose,  by  the  offer  of  high  wages  — 

Shiphtrd.  High  wages,  indeed  !  The  deevil  a  wage  he  should 
have  i'rae  me.  A  shute  o'  livery — and  anilher  of  wark  claes — a 
ride  in  the  gig  thrice  a  week — that's  to  say,  in  the  box  ahitit — and 
on  ihi!  hill  tilt;  ilher  three  days  w  i'  the  grews — as  muckle's  he  c('uld 
eat  and  drink  o'  meat,  vegelal)les,  and  milkness,  cheese  included — 
plenty  o'  fun  in  the  kitchen — and  what  mair  could  the  heart  o'  the 
bit  young  Auncient  Briton  desire  ? 
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North.  I  have  no  doubt  that  Sir  David  is  laying  up  golden  store, 
with  a  view  to  purchase  an  estate  in  liis  native  ((luntry.  Like  us 
Scotchmen,  the  Welch  are  a  proud  and  provident  race.  lie  is  a 
boy  ot"  birth. 

Shepherd.  There  noo,  Mr.  North,  there's  the  whole  Princi[)aw]ity 
o'  W  ales  lying  untouched  for  articles  in  the  Magazine.  What  for 
is't  ca'd  the  Principawlity  ?  What  like  is't  by  our  ain  Highlands  ? 
Is  the  language  the  same's  the  Erse?  What  mean  ye  by  the  Welch 
Triads'?  Did  Cadwaller,  Urien,  Lewellen,  Modred,  and  Hoel, 
flourish  afore  or  after  Ossian  ?  And  aboon  a',  what  is  or  can  be  in 
a'  this  world,  what,  for  mercy's  sake,  tell  me,  can  be  the  meanin'  o' 
the  (Jymrodioii  at  Estoffud  ? 

North.  All  in  good  time,  James — but  I  have  hitherto  been  very 
unluckv  aliout  Wales.  The  only  literary  \Vel>hinan  of  great  abili- 
ties and  erudition,  I  know,  has  been  too  busily  occupied  with  the 
important  functions  of  his  own  useful  and  honorable  profession,  to 
become  a  contributor  to  Maga* — and  these  idle  dogs  of  0«onians  and 
Can tabs 

Sh'pherd.     What!   Mr.  Sheward  and  Mr.  Duller? 

North.  No — no — no.  Batches  of  boys  from  Oxford  and  Cam- 
bri<lge,  about  t(j  become  Bachelors  of  Arts,  settle  down  in  Bangor 
and  Llaiiwryst,  and  other  pretty  Welsh  villages,  getting  themselves 
crammed  by  tutors  with  Greek  and  cube  roots  for  wranglers,  and 
senior  optimes,  and  first  classmen,  and  over  and  over  again,  during 
the  last  seven  years,  have  the  vagabonds  promised  to  send  me  lots 
of  leading  articles 

Shepherd.  Never  trust  till  a  contributor  forty  miles  afffrae  Emliro', 
F'esides,  young  hiwds  like  them,  though  clever  chiels,  nae  doul)t, 
carryin'  afF  at  college  gold  medals  for  Greek  and  Latin  epigrams, 
and  English  poems  on  the  Druids,  and  so  on,  canna  write  articles 
pud  f<jr  muckle — they  canna  indeed — and  for  years  to  come  should 
just  confine  lhems<-l's  to  Allliums. 

North.  All)\itns!  James — these  com[iendiunis  of  wit  and  wisdom 
have  iiecome  the,  greatest  nuiNaiices  of  ;ill  civilized  society 

Shepherd.  Tuts,  man — what  ails  ye  at  Allbums  ? 

North.  They  have  broken  that  confidence  between  man  and 
woman,  which,  in  our  young  day,  used  to  form  the  delight  of  an 
acijuaiiifance  with  an  amial>lc  and  accomplished  fenuile.  In  those 
ha()py  times,  how  often  have  we  sat  in  a  bright  circle  of  the  fair 
and  young,  and  talked,  and  laughed,  in  the  gaiety  of  our  careless 
htnrts,  without  fear  or  apprehension  !  But  now  we  are  afraid,  in 
the  f>resence  of  ladies,  to  give  nttt'rance  to  any  thing  beyond  a  re- 
mark up<>n  the  weather.      It    is   long  since  we  have  drillol  ourselves 
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t<»  aftrihtite  smiles  and  whispers,  and  even  squeezes  of  tlio  Iiand,  to 
their  tiuc  sdinre.  We  sre  an  album  liirkini;  in  every  dimple  of  a 
\()iMig  MiaideiTs  eheek,  and  a  large  lulio  e<>mm()ii-j)laee  hook,  repos- 
ing its  alexandrine  length  in  every  enive  of  a  dowager's  duuble 
chin. 

Shepherd.  Tuts,  man  !     What  ails  yc  at  Allbnms? 

Norlh.  No  age  is  free  from  the  infection.  We  go  to  a  house  m 
the  country,  where  there  are  three  unmarried  daughters,  two  aunts, 
and  a  grandmother.  Complain  not  of  a  lack  of  employment  on  a 
rainy  morning,  in  such  a  donneile  and  establishment  as  this.  You 
may  depend  upon  it,  ihat  the  first  patter  of  rain  upon  the  window 
is  the  signal  for  ail  the  vellum  and  morocco  bound  scrap-books  to 
make  a  simultaneous  rush  upon  the  table.  Forth  comes  the  grand- 
mother, and  pushes  an  old  dingy-colored  volume  into  your  hands, 
and  jxtintiitg  out  a  spare  leaf,  between  a  receipt  for  curing  corns, 
and  a  mixture  for  the  hooping-cough,  she  begs  you  to  fill  it  up — with 
any  thing  you  please. 

•Shepherd.  Weel,  weel,  man — why  canna  you  obleege  the  auld 
body? 

North.  What  right  has  an  old  woman,  with  silver  spectacles  on 
her  long  thin  nose,  to  enlist  any  man  among  the  awkward  squad 
which  compose  her  muster-roll  1  Who  can  derive  inspiration  frot)i 
the  bony  hand,  which  is  coaxingly  laid  on  your  shoulder,  and  trem- 
bles, not  from  agitation  or  love,  but  merely  from  the  last  attack  of 
the  ihenmatism  ? 

Shepherd.  But  young  leddies  hae  their  Allbums,  too,  as  weel's 
auld  anes. 

North.  And  even  the  young  ladies,  James,  presume  too  much 
upon  their  pt^wer.  Is  there  no  way  of  getting  into  their  books,  but 
by  writing  in  their  albums?  Are  we  to  pay  for  smiles  at  the  rate 
of  so  many  lines  a  dimple?  If  the  fair  creatures  are  anxious  to 
show  they  can  read,  let  them  discover  it  by  the  tenor  of  their  con- 
versation, and  not  by  large  folios  of  qiiotations  from  books  which 
every  body  knows;  or  if  they  are  anxious  to  show  that  they  can 
write,  we  can  tell  them  they  are  vitry  wrong  in  having  any  such 
wish.  I  will  put  it  to  any  man — are  not  the  pleasantest  women  of 
his  acquaintance  those  to  whose  handwriting  he  is  the  greatest 
stranger?  Did  they  not  think  their  adored  enslaver,  who  at  one 
time  was  considered,  when  they  were  musing  on  her  charms,  be- 
neath some  giant  tree,  within  the  forest  shade,  "  tt>o  fair  to  worship, 
t(K>  divine  to  love," — did  they  not  think  her  a  little  less  divine, 
without  being  a  bit  more  lovalile,  when  they  pored  over,  in  her 
autograph,  a  long  and  foolish  extract  from  some  dunderhead's 
poems,  with  the  points  all  wrong  placed,  and  many  of  the  words 
misspelt  1 
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Shepherd.  Neither  points  nor  spelliu"s  o'  the  smallest  conse- 
quence in  a  copy  o'  verses. 

North.  Think  of  the  famous  lovers  of  antiquity,  James.  Do  you 
thinii  Thislie  kept  a  scrap-book,  or  that  Pyranius  slipped  "  Lines  on 
Thishe's  Cat"  through  the  celebrated  hole-in-the-wall?  No  such 
thing.  If  he  had,  there  would  have  been  as  little  poetry  in  his  love 
as  in  his  verses.  No  man  could  have  had  the  insolence,  not  even  a 
Cockney  poetaster,  to  kill  himself  for  love,  after  having  scribbled 
nan»hy-patnbys  in  a  pale-blue  gilt-edged  album. 

Shepherd.   Faith — that's  rather  a  lauehable  idea. 

North.  In  every  point  of  view,  scrap-books  are  the  death  of  love. 
Many  a  very  sensible  man  can  "  whisper  soft  nonsense  in  a  lady's 
ear,"  when  all  the  circumstances  of  the  scene  are  congenial.  We 
ourselves  have  frequently  descended  to  make  ourselves  merely  the 
most  agreealde  man  in  the  world,  till  we  unfortunately  discovered 
that  the  blockheads  who  could  not  comprehend  us  when  we  were 
serious,  were  still  farther  from  understanding  the  ineflable  beauty 
of  our  nonsense;  so  that  in  both  cases  we  were  the  sufferers.  They 
took  our  elegant  badinage  f«-r  our  sober  and  settled  opinions,  and 
laughed  in  the  most  accommodating  manner  when  we  delivered  our 
real  and  most  matured  sentiments. 

S/ifpherd.  Ye've  run  alf  the  coorse,  sir. 

North.  Let  no  man  despise  the  opinion  of  lilockheads.  In  every 
s«>ciety  th«-y  form  the  majority,  and  are  generally  the  most  power- 
ful and  influential.  Laugh  not  at  their  laborious  dis(piisititins  on  the 
weather,  and  their  wonderful  discoveries  of  things  which  every  one 
knows.  If  yon  offend  a  fool,  you  turn  the  whole  muddy  port  of  his 
com[)osition  into  rancid  vinegar,  and  not  all  the  efforts  you  can 
make  will  abate  its  sourness. 

Shepherd.  What  the  deevil  are  you  drivin' after  noo  ?  You're 
just  like  a  horse,  sir,  that  aye  gangs  fastest  when  ye  turn  him  aff 
the  nniin  road. 

North.  N(ilM)dy  can  write  with  any  thing  like  ease  in  a  scrap- 
book.  It  is  much  more  widely  pulilished,  so  far  as  yon  are  con- 
renied,  than  if  it  issued  from  Alln-niarle  Street,*  or  lilaikwood. 
l^^very  [)i-rson  who  sees  your  contrilmtions,  knows  something  or 
other  about  yourself.  Whereas  you  might  publish  twenty  volumes, 
:inil  not  one  <if  vour  inmii-diate  neighbors,  except,  perhaps,  a  literary 
liunk-maker,  know  any  tiling  of  the  nnitter. 

Shepherd.  That's  a  fack. 

North.  If  you  write  a  flaming  [lanegyric  on  any  of  those  fair 
tormentors,  you  are  set  down  as  violently  in  love;  an<l  if  \ou  hap- 
pen   to  be   very  warm   in   your  praises,  you  will    most  probal>ly  be 
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proseciiled   for  a  "  broach  of  promise  of  marriage,"  or  shot  dead, 
or  lamed  for  liK-,  by  a  brotlitr  as  tall  and  iierco  as  Odoherty. 

i>hip/nrd.  1  wad  see  him  damifd  fust,  al'ure  1  wad  feeht  him  in 
sic  a  quarrel. 

Norlh.  In  snmmcr,  when  the  woods  are  green,  how  delightful  to 
wander  torth,  James,  with  some  young  blue-eyed  maiden,  far  into 
the  forest;  to  see  the  sun  glinting  on  tlie  moistened  leaves,  while 
the  cushat  ia  murmuring  its  song  of  ha^ipiiiess,  which  seems  like  the 
indistinct  hum  of  a  heart  too  tilled  with  bliss  to  express  it  in  intel- 
ligible words  ! 

Shepherd.  Ay — noo  that  you're  aff  on  that  topic,  I  may  ca'  for 
my  nightcap.     Auld  men  never  tire  o'  tauUin'  o'  love. 

North.  Who  in  such  a  situation  as  this  has  not  felt,  while  his 
j'.llections  spread  wide  over  the  whole  human  kind,  that  there  arose 
a  tenderer  and  warmer  fiiendship  for  the  pure  and  lovely  being  who 
was  gazing  so  placidly  on  the  clear  blue  heavens;  or  clung  closer  to  his 
side  as  the  roaring  of  the  distant  linn,  the  sough  of  the  wavering 
branches,  the  cawing  of  rooks,  the  singing  of  the  birds,  and  the 
mighty  hum  which  jiervades  a  vast  and  almost  breathing  Ibrest,  im- 
]>ressed  a  feeling  of  awe  ujiou  her  innocent  heart! 

Shepherd.  NtiV)'  innicent — nae  d(jubt.  They're  a'  innicent  wi' 
their  tales,  and  yours. 

North.  In  a  scene  like  this,  if  one  speaks  at  all,  it  is  not  in  the 
same  style  or  manner  as  in  a  "gay  and  lighted  hall."  There  is  a 
humbling  and  yet  an  awakening  thrill  rushes  upon  the  heart,  which 
might  well  be  mistaken  lor  religion,  save  that  its  inliuence  is  so 
traiiJ>it<jry  — 

Shepherd.  Say  rather  idolatry — eemage-wor.thip. 

North.  And  who,  in  such  a  -situation,  as  he  gazed  with  softened 
and  chastened  kindness  ou  the  pale  cheek  of  his  beautiful  compa- 
nion, as  he  watched  her  eye  wander  with  a  wild  yet  admiring  ex- 
pression ii\n\\  the  mighty  oak  that  casts  its  un wieldly  arms  over 
the  yawning  gulf,  where  iar  down,  you  knew  by  the  noise,  a  river 
was  btruiiiilintf  in  its  narrow  bed,  as  the  limi  roars  and  dashes  his 
mighty  strength  against  his  cage, — who  would  not  take  her  by  the 
waist,  small  and  delicate  as  the  waist  may  be,  and  chuck  her  half 
way  over  the  brae,  if  she  turned  to  you,  and  said,  '•  llow  pretty  ! 
— You  nmst  write  something  on  this,  in  my  scrap-book." 

Shejiherd.    Haw — haw — haw — haw  1 — tliat's    really    very    enter 
tcenea\ 

North,  it  is  upwards  of  fifteen  years  since  we  last  contributed  to 
an  album  ;  and  as  in  iifieen  years  we  have  seen  the  advantages  of 
refusing  to  do  so,  we  do  not  expect  we  ever  shall  do  su  again.  We 
are  nut  excited  to  this  by  a  selfish  wish  for  ease.  We  would  do 
an}  thing  in  the  world  to  please   the   whole  sex — from  the  plainest 
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and  least  angelic  damsel  that  ever  mended  stockings,  and  made  ex- 
tracts t'voui  Nourse's  Coukei'y,  to  the  bright  and  tiij^ciiiating  maid 
that  knitted  silk-purses,  and  wept  over  Medura  and  Gertrude,  be- 
tween the  intervals  of  painting  lans  and  thumping  a  grand  piano. 
But  the  surest  way  to  please  them  all,  is  to  contribute  to  none.  If 
you  write  no  method  of  pickling  onions  for  Joan,  you  write  no  son- 
Jiet  to  Anna  Matilda. 

S/iejj/ierd.  Change  the  subject,  sir — I  hae  often  observed  that  the 
better  a  man  speaks  on  ony  topic,  the  sooner  you  weary  o't.  Do 
you  ken  then  1  rather  etfeck  the  company  o'   blockheads  i 

North.  O  the  delights  of  dulness  !  real,  open,  downright,  ac- 
knowledged stupidity  ;  where  the  idiot  sits  down  on  the  quietest 
edge  of  the  sofa,  and  has  his  great  gray  lightless  eyes  as  entirely 
fi.xed  on  vacancy,  as  if  the  vision  tended  backwards  into  his  own 
skull  ;  where  no  remark  is  expected  from  him  on  any  subject,  how- 
ever simple,  and  where,  if  he  happens  by  accident  to  say  something 
that  has  a  glinmiering of  sense,  it  is  treasured  up  as  a  wonder,  while 
all  vour  own  witticisms  are  considered  common-place. 

Sheplurd.  That's  no  the  thing  iu"t  1  like — but  — 

North.  In  a  party  composed  eniirely  of  gentlemen — how  placid 
his  countenance,  wiiile  all  the  others  are  disputing  !  How  calndy 
his  eye  rests  on  his  smoking  trencher,  while  olhi;rs  are  engaged  in 
literary,  legal,  or  philosopliical  discussions!  What  does  he  care 
wlielher  the  (Jathnlics  obtain  their  claims,  and  hang  the  Archbishop 
of  Canterbury,  with  the  string  of  his  own  apron  !  What  does  he 
care  about  'I'ests  and  Corporations,*  I'ree  Trades,  Navarinos,  and 
Uon  Miguels ! 

iilLKjilivrd.    Wunna  ye  let  a  body  speak  ? 

North.  Then  h(jw  dilUrent  from  this  calm  placidity  of  emptiness 
is  the  noisy,  restless  sort  of  inanity,  which  distinguislies  another 
class  of  fools  !  In  llu;m  the  eye  is  perpetually  wandering;  they 
.smirk,  giggle,  and  look  as  wise  when  a  seiisilde  nuin  is  speaking, 
as  if  they  tried  to  persuade  people  they  understood  him.  But  all 
in  vain.  Look  at  that  little  man  with  the  brown  coat;  see  how  he 
smile-,  with  the  same  idiotical  simper,  whatever  is  the  subject  of 
conversation  ;  hear  how  he  interrupts,  questions,  doubts,  and  linally, 
squeaks  so  loud  in  his  reply,  that  he  wakens  all  the  children  in  the 
nursery  uji  stairs,  whose  scpialling  rouses  the  lap-dog,  whose  yelp- 
ing, wlien  you  kick  il,  jnuduces  Irowns  trom  you<-  amiable  hostess; 
and  all  thiou^h  that  umply-pated  blockhead;  you  walk  home  with 
your  liriul  liirobi.ing  as  if  it  would  burst,  and,  moreover,  with  the 
reputation  umong  all  \oiir  friends  of  a  hardhearted  monster,  whu 
kicked  poor  Biu-ii,  ami  almost  broke  its  libs  — 
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Shepherd.  Wull  ye  no  alloo  a  body  to  edge  in  a  single  sentence, 
sir? 

North.  But  they  are  more  intolerable  even  than  that.  They  Mill 
interrupt  vou  in  the  most  inti'iostinj^  tete-a-tetes — will  bounce  into  a 
rudiu  just  wlu'ii  you  are  [H'Pl'iug  tiic  qiu'stii)n,  and  astonish  the  fal- 
ti'iiiig  damsel,  who  is  blushing  at  your  side,  by  compliments  on  the 
beauty  of  her  coinplexion,  all  the  time  you  are  anxious  to  put  the 
insiguiticant  coxcombs  up  the  chimney, 

tS/iepherd.  Mr.  North,  1  say,  wull  ye  no  alloo  a  body  to  pit  in  a 
single  senlence '( 

JVorth.  Puppies  of  this  kind  can  sometimes  sing,  and  woe  betide 
their  hearers!     They  can   dance,  play  tricks  with  cards,  and  some 
limes  even  sew.     They  are  sent  messages,  ihey  are  despised  by  the 
men,  they  are   laughed  at   by  the  women,  and   every  bt)dy  at  last 
agrees,  that  a  noisy  fool  is  not  half  so  iigreeable  as  a  quiet  one. 

Shepherd.  1  wush  you  was  a  wee  mair  quiet  yourseli — you're 
ceasin'  to  be  yeloquent,  and  becomin'  loquawcious. 

North.  We  Lave  no  hesi-tation  in  saying,  that  a  fool  who  knows 
himself  to  l)e  one,  and  holds  his  tongue,  is  oiie  of  the  most  delight- 
ful and  enviable  men  in  the  world. 

Shejiherd.  Whisht!  whisht! — What's  the  great  Reviews  about, 
Mr.  North? 

North.  Our  excellent  friend,  Dr.  Brewster,*  has  written  a  very 
good  and  scientific  paper,  James,  upon  the  recent  history  of  astro- 
Jioiny,  tor  the  last  Quarterly. 

Sheijherd.  1  dimia  doui)t  it— the  Doctor's  a  real  clever  man. 

North.  In  this  article  the  Doctor  informs  us  of  many  things  of 
which  we,  in  our  astronomical  ignorance,  had  no  conception.  Such 
as,  that  ourselves,  the  !Sun,  and  Venus,  and  Mercurius,  and  the 
rest,  are  but  a  nebula  — 

Shepherd.  A  nebula! — What's  a  nebula? 

North.  Never  mind.  That  we  are  posting  off,  all  <;f  us  in  com 
pany,  at  some  certain  rate  an  hour,  to  bait  at  the  sign  of  Hercules  ; 
that  stars,  which  we  simply  had  imagined  to  be  like  the  stars  in  the 
hack  scene  of  a  play,  stutionuri/,  (excuse  the  pun — it  is  in  Joe  Mil- 
ler,) were  moving  about  as  merrily  as  mites  in  cheese — and  that  a 
great  many,  which  we  considered  to  be  in  a  state  of  single  blessed- 
ness, were  in  reality  as  double  as  Lucifer — the  star  of  the  morning 
—  has  occa^iionally  appeared  to  our  matin  optics,  as  they  saluted  the 
dawning  day,  dimmed  somewhat,  from  intense  application  in  this 
our  Picardian  Aeademus  of  Ambrose. 

Shepherd.  1  never  could  mak  out  how  astronomers  lay  doon  their 

•  Dr.  Brewster,  Principal  of  the  UniverBity  of  St.  Andrews,  is  one  of  the  eipht  Foreign 
Associate  riieinbers  of  the  Institute  of  France,  and  founded  tlie  British  Association  for  the 
AUvancemeot  of  Science,     lie  was  knighted  by  Wiiliaiu  IV — M. 
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localities  in  the  gate  they  do,  wi'  sic  a  Patersfm-road  precision,  in 
the  heavenly  regions.  1  suspeck  they  tell  great  lees.  But  go  on, 
sir;  there's  a  pleasure  in  listeniii'  to  what  ane  does  na  vniderstauiT. 

North:  It  appears,  James,  that  Messrs.  Smith  and  llerschfl  have, 
bv  a  system  somewhat  similar  to  ours,  at  which  we  have  this  mo 
ment  glanced,  viz.  by  a  diligent  and  unceasing  use  of  their  glasses, 
discovered  some  380  double  stars,  and  fixed,  finally,  irrevocably, 
and  beyond  all  contestation,  sixteen  binary  systems  ;  or,  if  any  one 
has  a  mind  to  be  critically  and  impertinently  exact,  fourteen. 

Shepherd.   But  what  is  a  binary  system] 

North.  Never  mind,  James.  Fourteen  binary  systems,  whereof 
follows  a  list  in  Doctor  Brewster's  article,  with  which  God  forbid 
you  should  trouble  yourself  farther,  James,  as  you  have  something 
better  to  do  than  to  trouble  your  brains  with  f  Urs.-e  Majoris — s  f  (J- 
Bootis — and  the  rest  of  the  rabble  of  heavenly  rubbish  ;  rabble,  we 
say  ;  for  we  do  not  perceive  one  among  them  which  seems  to  be  a 
star  of  the  slightest  respectability. 

Shepherd.  VVae's  me  !  I've  entirely  lost  the  thread  o'  your  dis- 
course.    D<)  you  ken,  you've  gien  me  a  desperate  headache  1 

North.  Like  a  Socrates,  James,  we  were  busied  in  bringing  down 
wisdom  from  heaven  to  earth,  and  drawing,  by  an  easy  and  soothing 
process,  tile  minds  of  our  readers  trom  the  double  stars  of  the 
Hrmameiit,  to  the  double  stars  which  will  decorate  the  front  of  our 
Novumbt-r  Number  1828 — the  twin  luminaries  of  Maga,  shining 
harmoniously  forth  on  the  eyes  of  dark,  benighted,  wandering  tra- 
vellers, like  reason  to  the  soul. 

Shepherd.  Twa  numiiers  again!  Some  month  o'  some  year  or 
ilher,  you'll  be  puttin'  out  thrt.c,  and  if  the  wurld  stauns  that,  she'll 
stauri  rjiiy  thing. 

North.  We  recommend  all  manner  of  persons  to  dismiss  fro*a 
their  minds  all  con>idtjrations  of 


pliore, 


With  centric  and  i-cccutric  scribbled  o'er, 
Cycle  mid  opicycli- ;  orb  in  orb; 

And  be  warned  by  Adam's  advice  and  our  own 

to  know, 


That  which  before  llicni  on  the  tiible  Ilea, 

1 
Is  tlie  jiiinie  wisdom — what  is  more  is  fume, 

2  8 

Or  emptiness,  or  fond  impertinence. 
1  2  3 

I.  e.  to  say,  the  London,  Mcjnlhly,  and  New  Monthly  Magazines. 

Shepherd.   Come,    come,   nae    sneerin'    at    the    ithcr    periodicals. 
'J  li'>    ri-  !i'  vi-rra  i.'uile. 
Vol.  III.— 9 


114  NOCTES    AMUROSIANjE. 

North.  Thov  are— and  the  T^ond^ii  is  ainazlii}j;ly  improved  under 
its  jirestMit  alile  maiiiigfiiieiit.*  Ili-ie  then  we  are,  revolving  not 
r.'Uiiii  oik;  aiiotlur  in  periods  var\  ini,^  from  Til  to  IvJOO  years,  but 
rnund  tlie  pni)liL  in  one  sl^'ady  jicriod  of  tliirtv  davs  ;  not  throu<,d» 
idle  spaee,  elioerless  and  unciieered,  as  far  as  liiiinaidty  is  eoneerned, 
liut  among  millions  of  our  countrymen,  filling  them  with  joy,  and 
mirth,  and  gladness,  and  Toryism  ;  never  stationary,  never  retro- 
grade, Ijut  always  direct;  never  tnimts,  always  plus — 

Shepherd.  O  man  !  but  you  appear  to  me  to  be  keepin'  up  the 
metaphor  wi'  great  power  and  skill,  like  a  man  playin'  by  himself 
at  l);ittledore  and  shuttlecock,  wha  may  gie  ower  whene'er  he  likes 
without  losjn'  the  game. 

North.  Our  shine  never  dimmed  by  occultation  or  obscuration, 
but  ever  brilliant,  fixed,  and  untwinkling  ;  never  of  aspect  malign, 
(excejit  to  tile  \\  higs,  in  whose  horoscope  our  influence  was  worse 
than  that  of  Saturn,)  but  always  benignant  and  friendly — always  the 
lodestar. 

Shepherd.  Your  vice,  Mr.  North,  is  soundin'  in  my  lugs  like  a 
far-aff  waterfa'. 

North.  The  cynosure  of  church  and  king,  on  whom,  with  joyful 
eye,  the  tried  friends  of  Ijoth  delight  to  look,  with  a  glance  as  keen 
and  discriminating,  as  ever  Dr.  Brinkley,]-  the  Bishop  of  Cloyne, 
first  of  astronomers  and  worthiest  of  men,  ever  turned  upon  Gamma 
Draeoni-;,  when  in  quest  of  its  parallax. 

Sheplierd.  I'm  thiiikin'  1  wasdrappin'  asleep  the  noo,  and  tumblin' 
ower  a  precipice.      I  howp  1  did  na  yawn  nane? 

North.  Yawn,  James! — yes,  that  you  did,  like  a  chasm  in  a  trea- 
tise on  the  picturesque.  Tiiis  may  seem  the  language  of  eulogium 
— it  is  that  of  truth.  We  appeal  to  that  great  mathematician  whom 
we  have  named,  and  who  is  this  moment  occupied  in  studying  our 
pages  in  the  calm  retirement  of  the  Episcopal  dwelling  of  St. 
Col  man  ;  we  appeal  to  Dr.  Pond,  J  Dr.  Brewster,  Mr.  Herschel,  Mr. 
Whewell,  Mr.  Smith,  Mr.  Rigaud,  Mr.  Powell,  and  the  late  Messrs. 
Vinee  and  Woodhouse,  (is  the  latter  dead  1)  the  invisible.  Dr.  Blair 
of  the  University  of  Edinburgh,  and  the  inaudible  Dr.  Cowper  of 
the  west  Country,  and  any  other  person  who  has  made  the  move- 
ments of  heavenly  bodies  the  study  of  his  life. 

Shepherd.  What  is  that  you  appeal  to  them  about — may  I  respect- 
fully ask  you,  sir  1 

North.  Why,  James,  upon  my  honor  I  forget — let  it  be  any  thing 
whatever. 

•  rjy  Charl  !g  Knight,  Editor  of  the  Pictorial  Shakspeare.— M. 

t  Dr  Brink. ey,  Professor  of  Astronomy  in  Trinity  CoUege,  Dublin,  was  made  Bishcp  of 
Cloyne.   in  i5'2<<.  and  died  in  l-H). — .\1. 

t  Mr.  I'ond  was  Astronomer  Royal  of  England.  The  others  were  highly  distinguished  foi 
their  fctieotific  attuiuments. —  M. 
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Shepherd.  Oh  aye  !  I  see  how  it  is.  The  totkly's  boginnin'  to 
tell.     The  memory  first  gangs,  and  then  the  jndgiiient. 

North.  We  are  frequently  asked  what  is  the  reason  why  we  pnb- 
lish  double  Numbers,  as  we  sometimes  do.  '1  he  answer  is  in  one 
word — Necessity.  With  that  plea  we  excuse  the  devilish  deeds  of 
our  groaning  presses.  What  can  we  do?  In  the  space  of  eight 
sheets  it  is  physically  impossible  to  squeeze  the  matter  of  sixteen. 
Inexorable,  and  occasionally  even  fierce,  in  the  rejection  of  articles, 
as  we  are,  it  is  still  out  of  our  power  to  keep  down  the  ever-growing 
pile  of  excellent  matter,  which  swells  behind  our  editorial  chair.  We 
use  all  the  methods  recommended  by  old  Anchises  in  Virgil, — 

"  Alia  pantlautur  inanes, 
Suspensa  ad  veutos  ;  aliis  sub  gurgite  vasto 
Infectuin  eluitur  scelus,  aut  exuritur  igne." 

Which  may  be  thus  literally  translated — 

Some  from  our  attic  window,  pereh'd  on  high, 
Borne  on  Auld  Reekie's  winds,  are  sent  to  fly — 
Some,  hurl'd  indignant  by  the  baud  of  North, 
Dive  to  the  bottom  of  the  Frith  of  Foi1h — 
Wliile  o'er  tiie  rest  impends  a  liery  fate, — 
The  cook's  devouring  flames,  the  tenors  of  the  grate 

Shepherd.  That's  smooth  versification,  sir. 

N-jrth.  Yet  with  all  these  methods,  and  others,  which  we  deem  it 
imin'cessary  to  mention,  we  cannot  succeed. 

Shepherd.  Piiir  chiel  ! — I  was  sorry  to  hear  o'  the  death  o'  tlx 
liead  IncrtMnawtor.      What  for  did  he  no  insure  his  life? 

North.  There  are  articles  which  it  were  sin — mortal  sin — to 
destroy  ;  and  for  these,  how  are  we  to  manage,  but  l>y  establishing 
a  Supplemental  Number?  It  is  our  sole  remaining  resource,  and 
haf)py  are  we  to  say,  it  has  always  been  [);ilatai)le  to  both  public 
and  publisher.  We  injver  heard  a  comj.hiint  against  it,  but  one 
from  an  Irish  gentleman  living  in  Nassau-street,  Dulilin,  that  it 
puzzled  him  extrenirly  \s  licu  we  pui)lislie(l  a  double  Nunil)er,  lor  lie 
never  could  di.Nliiigiii>li  winch  was  tlie  Magazine,  and  which  the  ISup- 
plement,  li<ith  of  them,  w,iu\  he,  are  so  first-rate,  tl>at  tliere  is  no 
knowing  whidi  is  to  play  second  fiddle  to  the  other. 

Shepherd.  'J  he  first  time  a  d(joble  NumbtT  aj)pcared,  ma  copies 
were  brought  in  by  the  lass  as  usual  in  a  brown  jtaper  parshel,  weel 
waxed  and  twined — and  directed,  James  Hogg,  Esq.,  Mount  Jiengtjr. 
I  tcue't  ojieii — and  thinks  1,  am  I  fou  ]  When  a  body's  in  that  state, 
you  ken  sir,  you  can  di>j)el  the  delusion  o'  dool)|e  virion  o'  ony  par- 
ticular object,  like  u  tome  or  u  tummler,  by  takin'  hani  hand  o't  in 
your  hnun',  like  griiri  death,  ami  thus  garrin'  ganin'  yonrsel  confess 
that  it's    in    the   .-.ingiilar  number.      You'vir  odeji  dum-   that,  sir.  I'm 
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sure.  But  on  that  occasion  I  held  a  number  in  ilka  haun' — and  I 
cried  to  the  lass,  who  had  gaen  l)en  the  trance,  "Tibbie,  is't  ere  a 
I'Veuk,  \\V  a  man's  I'aoe  oii't,  in  your  masti-r's  richt  haun'  and  like- 
uIm'  ill  his  left?"  Tiliby  iinswered  in  the  aflirmalive  and  1  grew 
convinced  that  there  was  bonafieily  a  dooble  Number, 

North.   Couldn't  you  have  looked  at  the  leading  articles,  James? 

Slupherd.  I  ihocht  o'  doin  that  — but  suppose  the  ane  had  begun 
Avi'  a  llorai  Gennanicaj  XXIV.,  and  the  other  wi'  a  llorte  Italicre 
XIV.,  hoo  the  devil  could  ever  I  have  come  to  ony  satisfactory  and 
pel  nianent  conclusion  as  to  there  being  only  ae  magazine  or  twa  ? 

North.  James,  why  were  you  not  at  the  magnificent  dinner  given 
to  that  best  of  Highland  gentlemen  and  soldiers,  General  David 
Stewart  of  Garth,  on  his  appointment  to  the  government  of  St. 
Lucie  1* 

Shepherd.  What  for  was  ye  no  there  yoursel' ?  But  ca'  him 
Garth. 

North.  I  was  confined  to  bed,  and  in  vain  attempted  to  put  op  the 
tartans. 

Shepherd.  I  set  out  in  the  gig,  but  got  laired — for  the  Lammas 
floods  were  down — and  the  gig  was  na  got  out  till  the  road  had  sub- 
sided. Sad  and  sorry  was  1  no  to  be  present  to  show  my  regard 
and  respect  for  my  distinguished  friend,  about  to  take  farewell  for  a 
time  o'  his  native  land.  I  had  written  twa  songs  for  the  occasion. 
The  ane  on  Garth  himsel'  I'll  sing  anither  time.  But  here's  the  ane 
ca'd   the  "  Stuarts  o'  Appin." 

I  SING  of  :i  laiul  that  was  famous  of  yore, 

Tlie  land  of  Gri-eu  Appiii,  the  ward  of  the  flood, 
Wliere  every  gray  cairi)  tliat  broods  over  the  sliore, 

Marks  grave  of  th'^  royal,  llie  valiant,  or  goc)d. 
The  land  where  the  stiains  of  gray  Ossiaii  were  framed, — 

The  laud  of  fair  Selina,  and  reign  of  Fingal, 
And  late  of  a  race  that  with  leais  must  be  named, 
The  noble  Ci.an  Stuart,  the  bravt-st  of  all. 
Oh-hon,  an  Rei !  and  the  Stuarts  of  Appin  I 
The  gallant,  devoted,  old  Stuaets  of  Appin  ! 
Their  glory  is  o'er, 
For  the  elan  is  do  more. 
And  the  Sassenach  sings  on  the  hills  of  green  Appin. 

In  spite  of  the  Campbells,  their  might  and  renown, 

And  all  the  proud  files  of  (Jlcnoichy  and  Lorn, 
While  <iue  of  the  Stuarts  held  claim  on  the  crown, 

His  banner  full  boldly  by  A[)piu  was  borne. 
And  ne'er  fell  thf  Campbells  in  cluck  or  trepan, 

In  all  their  Whig  ert'orts  their  power  to  renew, 
But  etill  on  tlie  Stuarts  of  Ajipin  they  ran, 

To  wreak  their  proud  wrath  on  the  brave  and  the  fe'W, 
Oh-hon,  an  llti !  and  the  -Stuarts  of  Appin,  tte. 

•  General  Stewart  of  Garth  was  aulhor  of  a  ya'u.ible  History  of  the  Hi;;hiand  Clans. — Bl. 


"the    STUAltrS   OF   ArPIN."'  117 

In  the  year  of  the  Graham,  while  iu  oceans  of  blood 

The  "rields  o(  the  Oaiiipbells  wore  gallantly  flowiug, — 
It  was  then  that  the  Stlarts  the  foremost  still  stood, 

And  paid  back  a  share  of  the  debt  they  were  owing. 
O  proud  Inverloehy  1     O  day  of  reuowu  ! 

Since  first  the  sun  rose  o  er  the  peaks  of  Cruaehiu, 
Was  ne'er  sueli  an  host  by  such  vak>r  o'erthrown. 

Was  ne'er  such  a  liay  for  the  Stuarts  of  Appiu  1 
Oh-hon,  an  Rei,  and  the  Stuarts  of  Apjiin,  <tc. 

And  ne'er  for  the  crown  of  the  Stuauts  was  fought 

One  battle  on  vale,  or  on  nnjuutain  deer-troddeu, 
But  dearly  to  Apj^in  the  gloi-y  was  bought, 

And  dearest  of  all  on  the  tield  of  Culloden  1 
Lament,  O  Clen-ereian,  Glen-duior,  Ardshiel, 

High  offspring  of  heroes,  who  conquer'd  were  never, 
For  the  deeds  of  your  fathers  no  bard  shall  xeveal, 

And  the  bold  clan  of  Stuaut  must  perish  for  ever. 
Oh-hou,  an  Rei  1  and  the  Stuaets  of  Appm,  <fcc. 

Clan-Chattan  is  broken,  the  Seaforth  bends  low,* 

The  sun  of  Clan- Ranald  is  sinking  iu  labor  1 
Glenco,  and  ClanDonnachie,  wiiere  are  they  now  ? 

And  where  is  Ix.ld  Keppocli,  the  loved  of  Loehaber? 
All  gone  with  the  house  they  suppoitetl  ! — laiil  low, 

While  dogs  of  the  south  their  bold  life  blood  were  lappiiif^, 
Trod  down  by  a  pioud  and  a  merciless  foe. 

The  biave  are  all  gone  with  the  Stl'arts  of  Appiu! 
Oh-hou,  an  Rei !  and  the  Stuaets  of  Appiu,  &.c. 

Tbey  are  gone  1     They  are  gone  1     The  redoubted,  the  brave  1 

The  sea-breezes  lone  o'er  their  relics  are  sighing, 
Daik  weeils  of  oblivion  slirond  many  a  grave, 

Wluic  the  uneoiKjuercd  foes  of  the  Campbell  are  lying. 
But,  long  ;i8  tlic  gray  hairs  wave  over  this  brow, 
And  i-aithly  emotions  my  spirit  are  wrap|)ing. 
My  old  heait  wilii  tides  of  regret  shall  <i'ei  ilow. 
And  bleed  for  the  fall  of  ihe  Stiarts  of  Ajipin, 
(Jh-hoii.  an  Rei !  an<l  the  Stuarts  of  Apjjin  1 
'I'he  gallant,  devotiMl,  old  Stuarts  of  Ajipin  1 
Their'  glory  is  o'er. 
I'or-  tlii'ir  Btar  is  no  more, 
Aud  the  gicen  grass  waves  o'er  the  heroes  of  Appin  1 

( y/ie  w/iole  leiumenl  riuys  with  acclamation.) 

Shephnd.    \\\Mx\.'sVhi\l1      Wlial's  that  ? 

Ainhnme.   {/'Jnferitifj,  much  (lyittikd.)  The  Festal  Hall,  Mr.  North, 
is  lillcd  with  the  Caiioiigule  Kilw iiiiiiiio — we  have  five  supper  parliea 

•  I/ord  ?«aforth,  wh"  wnii  head  of  the  Mackenzie  clan,  diRd  in  January.  I'-l.'),  and  the  tillo 
became  durinani.  if  m.t  extinct.  Scolt  wrote  a  poem  i.n  hii"  death.  'I'hn  Kiirldom  (furO'ited  in 
I7l.'i.)  wan  one  of  the  olde»t  in  .Scotland.  The  Celtic  domcnation  of  the  cliii;f  of  the  olon  ii 
Caberfae,  mr.inn'jt  .<tscii>!ad,  thf  armorial  hi-nrinc  ..!  lli«  family.  'I'here  wn«  an  old  tradition, 
believed  to  be  fullilkd  by  l^ord  .>'oal"rlh'»  death,  that  when  llicre  tticuld  hf  a  dtaf  Caberfae, 
the  house  would  fall  — M. 
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ft)  the  1  nrlois — niid   llic  wlidlc  iinist  on  eitlior  sending  doputationsi 

or  coiiiine  bodilv 

Shepherd.    Flini:   open    the    faiildiiifr-dftors,   Awinrosc — and    that 
itluT  door  coiiiatidiir  u  visla  o'  tlie  laiig  tians 

[TJiC  ivide  folding -doors  fij  open,  and  the  Festal  Hall  is  seni  illu- 
ininatcd  (hroiic/h  all  its  lofly  length.,  with  its  gas  chandeliers,  and 
crammed  with  the  Brethren  of  the  Conongate  Kilwinning  Lodge,  in 
gorgeous  apparel.  The  side-door  also  is  unfolded,  and  the  lobby, 
far  as  the  eye  caii  reach,  is  seen  crowded  with  crowned  heads.  There 
is  a  deep  silence  for  a  moment,  and,  as  Mr.  Nortfi  and  Hogg  rise 
and  bow,  the  thunder  of  applause  is  like  the  splitting  of  an  ice- 
berg.) 

Shepherd.    Noo's    the    time    for   a    toast,  Mr.  North.     Tak  them 
ill  the  (it,  and  astonish  their  weaii  minds  \vi'  a  speech. 

North.  (Raising  his  right  arm  in  sign  of  silence,  a7nidst  prodigious 
ap/iltn/.st.)  Gentlemen, — On  rising  tu  propose,  with  all  tlie  honors, 
'i'he  Duke  of  Wellington  and  his  Majissty's  Ministers,  [Thunders 
(f  applause,) — it  will  scarcely  be  expected  that  I  can,  at  this  late 
hour  of  the  night,  take,  more  than  a  very  general  and  sweeping 
survey  of  the  prineiples  that  now  guide  the  foreign  and  domestic 
pcdicy  of  what,  I  fear  not,  will  prove  itself  to  be  the  wisest  and 
strongest  government  with  which  Great  Britain  was  ever  blessed, 
by  a  gracious  and  benignant  Providence.  (Loud  cries  of  Hear, 
iiKir,  hear.)  Tiiaiik  IL-aven,  it  is  &  fixed  and  a  permanent  govern- 
niciit.  Ministers  were  becoming  as  fickle  and  varialtle  a  race  as 
women — either  as  young  or  old  women — [laughter) — and  though  at 
fnst  wonderfully  thankful,  they  in  general  eonlrived  to  jret  into  the 
sulks  before  the  expiration  of  the  hoiieymnon.  [Loud  laughter.) 
Why  really,  gentlemen,  tliere  was  much  to  admire  in  the  [)ietu- 
resque — the  fantastic  combinations  into  which  the  cloudland  of  ad- 
ministration was  being  perpetually  thnjwn  by  every  gale  that 
chanced  to  blow  from  north  or  south — the  chief  shape  in  the  airy 
jiageant  being  sometimes  like  a  whale,  sometimes  like  a  camel,  and 
somt'tiiees  like  a  weasel.  [Loud  laughter.)  But  the  whole  niisul). 
staiitial  fabric  of  mist  and  vapor  is  swept  away — and  we  have  once 
more  a  clear  view  of  the  bold,  hright,  blue  sky.  [Hear,  hear,  hear.) 
\\  hy,  even  had  the  men  and  the  measures  themselves  been  good, 
there  had  been  somethins  luckless  and  portentous  in  this  [.erpctual 
bliifling  of  scenery  and  actors — but  they  were  all  very  bud,  oi-  indif- 
ferently so — and,  thank  Heaven,  before  the  bungled  peif<)rmance 
could  be  brought  to  anything  like  a  catastrophe,  the  curtain  dro|)ped  ; 
and  pray,  whether,  think  ye,  was  it  the  more  likely  to  have  proved 
a  iiagedy  or  a  farce]  [Much  laughter) — I  said,  gentlemen,  that 
those  frequent  changes  were  bad  as  changes-  -and   they  were  worse 
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on  this  apcoimt,  that  they  were  always  changes  approximating  the 
governiiu'nt  nearer  and  nearer  to  what  the  country  hates,  despises, 
and  distrusts — ^^'llig::ery. —  {Lof(d cheers) — Gentlemen,  only  suppose 
fi.r  a  moment  a  cliange  in  the  management  of  tlie  editorship  of 
Bhickwood's  Magazine. — (No,  7io.  no.  no  ;  we  cannot  suppoxe  il — //o, 
;ir),  no.) — Suppose  Tickler  edited  Maga  in  spring, — {Loud  c/ieeis)— 
Air.  H'igg  in  Summer — [Immense  cheering  and  laughter) — Mordicai 
"Nfullion  in  autumn — [Linir/htcr) — and  in  winter  Ensign  and  Adju- 
tant Aforgan  0"Doherty,  the  Standard-bearer — [Tremendous  ap- 
plause, and  shouts  of  lavghter) — High  as  one  and  all  of  these  eminent 
individuals  stand,  \n>lh  as  pulilic  and  )>rivate  cliaracters  in  the  esti- 
mation of  the  world,  and  most  destrvedly  so — [Hear,  hear) — I  put 
it  Vjoldly  to  your  conscienoes,  and  on  your  consciences  you  will 
reply — would,  could  ISIaga  have  been  the  Maga  she  long  has  been, 
is,  and  ever  will  be,  under  the  Prime-Ministership — the  First  Lord 
of  the  Treasurvship,  of  tlie  very  humble  person  who  now  addresses 
you,  old  Christoi)her  North? — [Never,  never,  never, — hurra,  hurra, 
hvrra,  hr/rra.  Enthnsioiitic  cheers  for  many  minutes.)  But,  gentle- 
men, supj)Ose  me  dead, — [No,  no,  no,  never,  never,  never, — hurra, 
hurra,  hurra  ;  Norlh''s  immortal — hurra) — and  that  Maga,  by  one 
of  those  wrmdeiful  changes  in  human  affairs  that  sometimes  startle 
the  eye  of  wisdom,  and  make  viitue  hang  her  head — suppose  that 
the  administration  of  Maga  had  fallen  into  the  hands,  or  rather  the 
p;iws  of  the  Cockneys — [Enormous  (lujj'airs)  that  Leigh  Tlnnt  had 
ix'cn  a['poiutcd  Prime  Minister,  [roiitiiiU(d  c'chlnnatiott)  lla/litt. 
Home  Secielary — [Much  derision)  —  iimi  Tims  elevaleti  t<(  the 
War  Department — [C'onvulsi(,ns  of  Ian  (/liter.)*  (icnilcmen,  the  base 
faction  wh(ni  we  have  finally  put  d<iwu,  might  have  been  forgiven 
n.uch,  had  ihey  loved  their  country — even  as  slaves  love  the  soil. 
Hilt  the  passion  of  patriotism  is  too  nearly  akin  to  virtue  ever  to 
find  a  filaee  in  the  l)os<jms  of  the  degenerate.  They  strove,  as  if 
they  had  been  ungrateful  aliens,  in  vain  legitimatized  on  the  sacred 
soil  of  Alliion,  to  shear  her  crown  of  glory  of  all  its  beams — [Hear, 
hiar,  hear.)  'J'rue,  they  had  a  few  watch-woids  which  their  imhal- 
lowed  lips  profaned — liiimynlen  and  S\  ilney,  for  example, — names 
that  lost  all  their  grandeur-,  when  enloui/cd  \,y  the  diivcllings  of 
druiikeii  demagogiie>, —  ['J'reinendov!'  apj/lansc) — who,  on  concbiding 
their  orutioiis.  in  their  zeal  against  corruption,  forgot  to  pay  their 
bill,  and  b}  their  l<ive  of  lil.eity,  w  ere  evi-ntually  laid  by  iln  lutls 
in  jail. — [Jtnnmisc  laughtir)  Gi'ntlemen,  let  me  come  to  the  j-oint 
ftt  once,  'i  he  great  (pieslion  is,  peace  or  war?  Yes,  say  a  thousand 
tongues — jieace — because  you  cun't  helf  it.      1  In*  Viscount  t'lialean 

•  Thin  «fr-\nn' Jmnl'lc  of  real  iiii'l  liim'ftimry  tii>r»oii!>.  wli  ifliy  tlu'  n'-tlli'iiit  nii<l  tlic  iictiinl 
w.ri-  ftK  iiiiiiu'li'il  lo:.'i  llii-r  lliiit  iiMiiy  !■  .'.'Iir:.  \\:\i\  :iiil\fi!  mI  till-  riiurhi-lijii  I  hit  nil  "uri  mmI, 
tv::N  i-biiruulvristic  uf  Mug:i  (luring  tlio  lirut  llvc-iiii<J-twont;'  yiari)  uf  hur  vl|;<iru'.ii»  i.'\lbU-uc49. 
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briaiul  in  his  Journal  dos  Dcliats — tlie  fat  old  editor  of  the  Courier 
Frantj'ais — Colibi-tt —  Hunt — the  Philavlclpliia  Quarterly — Shell — • 
Connel — Lawless — many  others  in  all  shapes  and  sizes,  loudly 
exclaim, — You  must  have  peaee.  You  aie  hi'olu'U  hy  \  our  debt ; 
\  ou  can't  fire  a  gun.  There  are  the  Irish  Papists;  there  are  the 
Luddites  (this  was  Chateaubriand's  crotchet;)  there  are  the  one- 
pound  notes;  there  is  everythin<f  in  this  world  !  Hear,  hvur,  hear, 
that's  a  capital  expression.)  Fight  you  can't — \  on  are  dead.  You 
are  '' etl'aced  in  the  universe,"  says  the  Viscount.  "Bless  us,"  sayn 
a  man  of  a  very  superior  order  of  talent  to  Chateaubriand,  namely 
Ci'bbett,  "  how  pacific  and  gentle  we  are  become  in  these  days! 
We  want  the  lion  to  lie  down  with  the  lamb.  Having  the  greatest 
captain  of  the  age  at  the  head  of  us,  and  having  a  mosi  thundering 
standing  army  in  the  midst  of  profound  peace,  we,  quite  in  the 
Quaker  st\  le,  are  wholly  employed  in  producing  peace  and  quiet- 
ness among  all  the  nations  on  the  eaith.  Not  content  with  having 
peace  for  ourselves,  and  letting  the  rest  of  the  world  do  what  it 
likes,  we  must  needs  make  all  other  nations,  or,  at  least,  pray  them 
to  do  it,  live  in  peace  and  in  brotherly  love.  This  is  a  new  tone, 
and  this  is  a  new  office  for  England.  It  is  very  amiable ;  and  it  is 
amongst  those  good  effects  which  poverty  produces  wherever  it 
exists."  [Cajiitul !  Cnhbttt's  often  capital.*)  And  so  Old  England 
is  beaten  !  Well  !  we  are  sorry  for  it — for  it  was  a  good  lighting 
sort  of  country  once  upon  a  time.  We  remember  the  day  when  it 
had  a  name  for  holding  out  c(jld  iron  ;  and  looking  on,  if  we  have 
seen — 

that  fj;li>iy  fade, 

That  lioiior  j)erisli,  and  that  fame  decay, 

there  is  no  use  of  talking  about  it  any  further;  we  have  seen  a 
sorry  sight.  {^Devil  the  fears — hurraw,  hurrauy,  hurraw.)  Cheer 
up  1  old  Queen  of  the  Waters  !  cheer  up  !  We  cannot  fight,  it 
seems.  Have  we  fewer  hands,  or  weaker  thews  and  sinews,  or 
c<dder  hearts — is  the  breed  of  the  men  of  Cressy,  and  Poictiers, 
and  Agincourt,  and  Blenheim,  and  Ramilies,  Oudenarde,  and  Mal- 
plaquet,  Alexandria,  Talavera,  and  Salamanca,  Vittoria  and  Tou- 
louse, and  Waterloo — to  say  nothing  of  the  Armada,  La  Hoyue,  the 
West  Indies   (Rodney),  the  1st  of  June,  Camperdown,  St.  Vincent^ 

•  Cobbett  often  tcan  capital.  No  English  political  writer  ever  had  so  much  weight,  with  all 
hii!  iriconsisienciei',  an  Cobbett.  In  politics  he  had  veered  round  to  all  points  ol  the  coinpa-ss, 
cotntnencing  with  Piit  and  ending  with  l':iine.  but  he  was  in  earnest,  for  the  time  being,  on 
whiitever  he  wrote.  He  had  a  good,  clear,  intelligible  way  of  expre.ssing  hims-elf.  which  the 
meanest  of  the  chaw-bacon«  (as  ne  used  to  call  them)  or  laboring  classes,  could  understand. 
Fouthey  told  me  that  he  considered  Cobbett  the  hest  lOnglish  prose-writer  since  the  time  ol 
Jeremy  'I'aylor.  When  Cobbett  died,  in  June,  IK).'),  (literally  killed,  at  the  age  of  73.  by  the 
late  houra  and  impure  atmosphere  of  the  House  of  Corniiions.  for  his  strong  constitution  and 
temperate  habits  had  marked  him  as  likely  to  live  at  least  fifteen  years  longer,  under  ordinary 
ircurnstances,)  the  warmest  eulogies  upon  his  character  as  a  writer  and  a  man  were  thoso 
*T»llen  by  his  political  opponents. — .VI 
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the  Nile,  Copenhagen,  and  Trafalgar,  with  ten  thousand  other  battles 
and  sieiies  hy  sea  and  land,  which,  in  other  histories,  would  have 
tilled  the  trump  of  fame,  as  fitting  passports  to  immortality  fur  all 
concerned  in  them,  and  as  crowns  of  eternal  glory  for  the  nation 
who^e  annals  thi'y  illuminated.  {Loud  and  euthusia.siic  cries  of 
Hiar,  /icur,  htur.)  Is  that  bued  of  men  extinct]  Nobody  will 
say  it.  Is  the  spirit  de]iaitcd  fiom  among  us,  which  wt)n  France 
ill  ihe  d.iys  of  chivalry,  which  smote  to  the  gniijiid  the  power  of 
Spain,  in  the  times  of  the  commencement  of  modern  civilization — 
{■^•0,  it  lives,  and  will  live  for  ever) — which  has  spread  the  dominions 
of  Japhet  unto  the  tents  of  Shem,  and  seated  a  company  of  foreign 
merchants  upon  tlie  throne  of  the  Tamerlanes  and  the  Geiigiscs — 
{Biaiitifu  Oriental  imucjery — Hear,  hear,  hear) — which  Jought  single- 
handed  against  almost  the  whole  world  in  arms,  and  came  forth 
jubilant  in  victory  from  the  gigantic  contests  in  our  own  days — is 
the  spirit  that  has  made  one  of  the  smallest  of  nations  mistress  of 
all  the  waves  of  the  sea,  wheresoever  they  roll  from  n(Mlh  and 
south — is  that  spirit  dead  ?  (Na,  na,  nn, — ifs  an  immortal  sprerit.) 
Let  anybody  say  so,  and  we  shall  '"call  the  tailor,  loon."  (2'ilcr, 
tiler,  tiler,  — snij),  .snip,  snip.)  A  tailor  must  he  he  — (he  maun  be 
sue) — and  a  most  dfgt-neratc  tailor — [h(ur,  hear,  Itcar) — a  stercoia- 
ceous  fawner  upon  the  foreman — {^Loitd  luufjhUr) — who  never  could 
screw  his  courage  to  the  desperation  of  dreaming  that  he  could  be  a 
man.  (Here  the  house  was  convulsed  for  several  minutes.)  No — 
nobody  suys  this.  Gi-iieral  Foy,  in  his  posthumous  work,*  James, 
— Gentlemen — Mr.  Speaker — in  which  he  endeavors  to  depreciate 
the  English  soldier  as  much  as  he  can,  is  obliged  in  spite  of  himself 
to  stop  in  his  career  of  cursing,  and  to  bless  altogethir.  As  for  our 
sailors,  he  givt-s  up  any  attempt  to  impeach  their  valor — he  coolly 
dismisses  thi-m  as  "sea-wolves  roaming  over  the  ocean,"  with  whom 
c«»iitest  is  so  hopeless  as  to  be  almost  impel  tinent.  But  a  band  there 
was,  the  invincible  Soldiers  of  La  Belle  France — there  was  the  Old 
Guard,  which,  as  Caml)roiine  said,  as  he  was  sneaking  away  in 
custody  of  a  corporal,  "may  ilie,  but  not  surrender;"  and  with 
thiiM,  competition  on  the  part  of  the  modern  Vikinger,  was  hild  to 
be  e(juully  absurd.  In  Spain,  liowever,  he  lemaiks,  the  French 
officers  observed  that  it  was  much  easier  to  laugh  at  English  armies 
in  their  castrms  of  I'aris,  than  to  stand  before  them  in  the  Tk  bis  of 
the  I'eniiisula  ;— (//(f//-,  A^"/) — and,  adds  the  (ietieral,  with  much 
uuivete,  '*  it  does   not    leipjire    much   <li>ci'imination    to  iind  out    that 

*  Thi*  wm  a  lliitory  of  tlia  I'eniimular  War,  wrillcn  )iy  OeniTnl  I'oy.  and  pnbliiitioil  )>v  ln» 
vicJow,  after  )ii>  dealli.  (jrni!r<il  I'liy,  who  Imil  ]iri'Vioiii.ly  won  l»ui>:lii  in  Italy,  ■•Hrit>;>iiv, 
and  I'ortiical,  •iicc«rd«d  Murinont.  ax  coininaniler-in-i'liit'r  ui  Uiu  l*'ri'n<l(  force",  iiliiT  llic  Irilllo 
ut  Sal.iiiianca,  and  ikilfully  conductnd  the  ri^lrcat  of  the  l>ouro— ox  riilated  in  Niipicr  »  T'-nin- 
Kular  War.  At  Watnrloo  he  rercivcd  his  lilloi-nth  wound,  tiut  refurcd  to  >|tiit  li  »  jioxt  until 
the  hattln  wnii  pndi-d.  When  h*i  died,  1  ~*i,'i,  liii  wan  no  jioor,  that  a  jnihliu  pubKrriolion  Wua 
■  aixd  to  ]irovide  lor  hii  widow  and  family  and  erect  a  iiiunument  tu  Im  inciiioiy. — M. 
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the  same  coiirrtfre,  constancy,  disfi]ilino,  nnd  conlnesp:,  which  obtained 
for  tliiMii  victories  at  sen,  would  he  equally  available  if  properly 
comliieted  on  land."  Yet  before  Waterloo,  the  French  Peninsular 
officers  eomfirled  llieinseives  with  the  reflection,  that  the  Kinperor 
had  not  yet  been  (i[t[Hised — excepting  at  Acre,  which  was  judiciously 
forgotten — to  the  Eiif^lish  truops — that  the  Old  Guard  had  never 
been  looked  u])on  in  all  the  primness  of  gasconade ; — [lan(/kler) — 
and  "  wait,"  said  they,  ''till  then.''  Well!  the  time  came  at  last 
of  this  much-wished  for  consummation.  There  was  the  Emperor — 
there  was  the  Guard — there  was  the  flower  of  France — there  was 
Ney — and  Murat,  and  the  other  thunderbolts  of  war,  fighting  for 
their  lives,  their  honors,  their  fame,  with  all  the  desperation  of  men 
who  knew  that  victory  was  glory  and  tbrtune,  and  that  defeat  was 
total  ruin.  And  what  was  the  result? — (^1//,  what  was  the  result/) 
— Eoy,  and  other  writers  of  his  school,  filled  with  mean  jealousy 
against  the  great  and  glorious  General  that  prostrated  their  idol,  a 
meanness  of  which  Bonaparte  himself,  to  his  disgrace,  was  guilty,* 
say  all  th.it  they  can  to  depreciate  the  Duke  of  Wellington.  (Scorn- 
ful laayhtcr.)  They  employ  all  the  petty  and  contemptible  so- 
phistry with  which  the  discomfited  have  always  consoled  themselves, 
to  decry  the  military  skill  of  a  General  who  never  knew  what  it 
was  to  be  defeated  ;  and  some  of  them  go  so  far  as  to  say,  with 
countenances  of  triple  brass,  that  the  French  had  actually  won  the 
victory,  and  that  the  English  were  beaten  some  half-dozen  times  in 
the  course  of  the  day.  If  we  ask  them  why,  if  beaten,  were  they 
not  driven  ofl'  the  grourjd  ?  why  did  not  your  victorious  legions 
hound  them  over  the  field  in  bloody  chase  ?  It  would  have  been  a 
new  sight  to  have  seen  the  backs  of  an  English  battalion.  {Cheers.) 
Foy  w^ill  give  the  answer.  "  There  they  stood,"  says  he, — "  there 
they  stood,  the  immovable  battalions,  as  if  they  were  rooted  to  the 
yroundy     Ay,  there  they  stood,  indeed — 

No  thoiiglit  of  flight, 

None  of  retreat — no  uubucoiiiing  Bouud 
That  argued  fear — 

until  the  moment  came,  when,  responsive  to  the  long  panted-for 
signal,!   "  Up,  Guards,  and  at  them,"  they  rushed   forward  to   the 

•  Not  so.  Napoleon  sairt  (Alison  and  others  aprecinR  with  him)  that  Wellinpton  did  not 
lake  tlie  best  po.-ition  at  Waterloo. — for  had  he  been  beaten  he  could  not  have  retfealed.  as 
tlicre  waii  only  one  road  leading  to  the  iore.-^t  in  hi.s  rear— that  he  oui;ht  not  tu  have  yiven  bat- 
tle with  the  Briti.-h  and  I'runsian  troops  divided,  and  that  he  allowed  himself  to  be  surprised. 
Napoleon  hia/ned  Wellincton  for  having  allowed  .Ney  to  be  .'hot.  but  said  to  O.Meara,  "  as  a 
Ueneral.  h<iwever  to  find  his  equal  amongst  your  own  nation  you  must  po  back  to  tiie  time  of 
Marlborough  ''  He  al.-o  praised  his  firmness  and  added.  "'  Wellington  is  my  equal  as  a  (gene- 
ral— my  superior  in  prudence.'"  In  Barry  O'Meara's  iNapoleon  in  Kxile  this  and  much  moro 
u  stated,  anu  '..as  Ca>as  fej.orts  the  same  in  his  highly  interesting  and  valuable  work. — M 

t  Wellington  denied  having  given  any  ^ucll  signal  I  At  one  period,  when  I  wo  re^iiiienta 
were  giv.ng  ^ay,  before  a  fieice  attack  f'^om  a  superior  force.  Wellington  gahopeil  uji,  riiNicd 
Ihern.  rjla.;ed  himself  at  their  head,  exclaimed.  'We  must  not  be  beaten  ; — what  will  ttiuy 
tay  in  ICnglauu  ?''  charj>ed  in  person,  and  turned  the  fortune  of  the  day. — x\i. 
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annihilation  of  the  army  which  liad  beaten  them,  aceordinj^  to  all 
the  laws  of  war — {lovd  cheers) — laws  which,  it  seems,  they  could 
not  comprehend.  Long  may  such  stupidity  characterize  the  soldiers 
of  England! — {Shouts  of  kntf/hlcr) — Long  may  she  be  able,  when 
necessity  requires,  to  send  forth  into  the  field,  the  immovalde  bat- 
talions which  cannot  be  persuaded  of  defeat — a  word  tliat  could  not 
make  its  appearance  in  their  vocabulary. — {Continued  apjilause) — 
James,  gentlemen,  Mr  S|>eaker — 1  may  be  reminded  here,  that  no- 
body is  doubting  the  valor,  t^c.  &c.  &c.  of  the  British  army  and 
navy,  and  that  the  only  difficulty  in  the  case,  is  the  money.  How 
can  you  go  to  war,  when  your  National  Debt  is  800,000,000  of 
pounds,*  to  say  nothing  of  shillings  and  pence, — and  your  annual 
taxes  fifty  or  sixty  millions,  as  depicted  in  a  standing  column  of  the 
Quarterly  Review,  some  numbers  ago?  To  carry  on  a  war,  you 
must  cither  b<»rrow  money  or  increase  your  taxation,  before  you 
})ropose  to  do  either!  0  cnrvae  in  terram  animce!  Is  this  pitiful 
j)enny  policy  to  tie  down  the  giant  of  ICngland  with  its  Lilliputian 
blindage? — [Lmighter) — We  agree  with  those  who  desire  that  the 
burdi-ns  laid  upon  the  coimtry  should  be  as  light  as  i.s  consistent 
with  its  security  and  iioiior, — hut  not  one  farthing  lighter.  When 
its  security  and  hoiifr  demand  it,  we  are  prepared  to  lay  on,  and 
'•curbed  lie  he  who  first  cries,  Hold, — enough.'' — [Hear,  hear,  hear.) 
We  have  no  patience  with  those  who  tell  us,  that  the  resources  of 
the  country  would  not  enable  us  to  sufiport  doul>le  the  taxation  that 
lliey  do  at  present,  provided  circumstances  required  it. — {Eh?  eh? 
eh?  hou's  that?) — Is  there  any  one  who  does  not  perceive,  that  we 
could  more  easily  bear  the  reimposition  of  the  Income-tax,  {I hae  nae 
ohjectiun  to  the  Jncome-tax,)  or  some  other  one  less  obnoxious  in  its 
m"de  of  collection,  than  we  weie  at  the  time  of  its  greatest  pres- 
sure  ?  And  is  there  any  man  a<'quainted  with  the  manner  in  which 
we  should  go  to  war  ;/0'/',  who  will  not  agree  with  us  when  we  say, 
th.it  that  sum  would  lie  amply  sidlieient  to  carry  us  through  any 
contest  in  which  there  is  the  sliiihtest  chanec!  of  our  iitiiiir  enjfMj'cd  ] 
lie  who  will  be  hardy  enough  to  say  .so,  d<ies  not  know  how  far 
iliirtccii  (^r  fourteen  millions  of  money  expended  on  onrsvlrcs — 
{ILar^  hear  hear,) — not  in  siilisidies,  (he  day  of  which  is,  iliaiik  hea- 
v<'n  !  gone  by — {hiur) — not  in  broken  and  detached  expeditions; 
hut  in  the  rnaintenanc*;  of  one  or  two  great  fleets  and  armies,  —  not 
in  distant  and  exfieiisive  struggles  about  colonit's;  but  in  Europe, 
itself,  at  the  head-quarters,  in  tin;   very  pi m  tralia  of  an  enemy  wlio 

•  F'om  1-03  to  1815,  the  wHoIb  period  of  Oie  wnr  with  Nai'oleon  tlm  Dritliili  exin'mlitiim 
■w.-iH  Xl,|.')i),7-.f».V!.Vl.  'rh«  loft  four  y«-ar»  (l-l'J  to  lfl.'>  incliiaiv)-)  com  .t  I.)7.';(i:i  III'i,  nnil  iIjc  i^x- 
i>enilitiire  in  thrrn  ninnllm  in  ImI.j,  from  the  tiiiKi  NapoliMm  wiw  |irocl:iiiiird  an  out  law,  in 
Sl.irch,  to  th<-  Uallle  of  Wnlrrloo.  in  June,  (rathiir  •om'  than  Ihri'B  inonlhh)  wim  ni'arl v  111 
iiiiUiOnK  KtKrlint'— nclually  $.".H-2.l.'i.').i').'i.  Triii".  bb  wrU  U¥  fcircjlile  wan  Hrou(;hnm'"  nnmik, 
n-lirn  tlin  riinnrc  of  an  Kiiropran  wur  W)i«  rjlikoiiicntly  dinoiikMtd,  tliut  "  bn;jluiid  WUH  I'uuril 
over  in  -HO  mili.'.ns  Ktiriiing  to  keep  the  peace."-  M 
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bIiouUI  ho  liai'dy  onoufrh  lo  make  it  necessary  for  us  to  assault  bin;, 
— not,  in  short,  in  the  lVihl)le  school  of  the  timid  and  cautious  gen- 
erals of  the  early  days  of  the  x\ntijacol>in  war,  wlio  sulfcrod  tliem- 
selves  to  lie  fri<ihtened  into  the  belief  that  we  could  not  oppose  the 
great  continental  powers  in  the  fu'ld,  but  that  we  sh  luld  be  satisfied 
to  play  second  fiddle  to  nations  who  took  our  money  when  it  served 
tTieir  purposes,  and  deserted  our  side  when  they  had  been  saturated 
with  our  ^'uirieas.  No.  1'he  Wellington  school  has  put  an  ■♦■nd  to 
that — (^Luiid  cries  of  hear ^  hear,  hear,  from  the  whole  hotitse) — and  if 
we  must  fight,  a  short  chiuse  of  three  or  four  lines  in  a  money-bill 
would  in  three  months  put  us  in  possession  of  the  sinews  of  war. — 
{Hear,  hear.) — If  we  wished  to  borrow  money — O  Pluto!  God  of 
the  Stock  Exchange — wouldst  thou  not  open  thy  bags,  and  let  loose 
the  impri^one-d  angels  on  the  faith  of  the  flag  of  Old  England  1 — 
{Loud  cries  of  hear,  hear,  interriijded  witli  hnie/h/er.)  —  When  Gn'gor 
Alacgregor,  Caciipie  »)f  Poyais,  when  Simon  Bolivar,  Lord  Protector 
of  Colombia,  when  King  Ferdinand  of  Spain,  who,  like  his  great 
predecessor,  Es(|uire  South  (see  Arlinthnot's  John  Bull,)  though 
rich  in  plate  has  no  breeches,  when  Senor  Thicflado,  or  whatever 
else  his  name  is,  from  Mexico,  (Lavr/htcr)  when  Don  Pedro,  ini- 
jtorter  of  raw  Irishmen,  of  Brazil,  (^conti^ivcd  tavghtcr)  when,  to 
make  short  work  of  it,  Parthians,  and  Medes,  and  Elamites,  and 
the  dwellers  in  Mesopotamia,  and  in  Judiua,  and  Cappadocia,  in 
Pontus  and  A>ia,  Phrygia  and  Pamphylia,  in  Egypt  and  in  the  parts 
of  Libya  about  Cyrcnc',  and  strangers  of  Rome,  Jews  and  prose« 
lytes,  Cretes  and  Arabians,  have  been  borrowing  money  Irom  us, 
{Convulsions  of  laii(/hter)  when  in  ten  years  we  have  lent  these  lads 
more  than  a  hundred  millions  of  money* — is  it  to  be  believed,  that 

•  Incredible  as  this  may  appear,  it  is  true.  The  strupple  between  the  colonies  of  Spain  and 
the  mother  country,  which  coiiuni'nced  in  ISlO,  attracted  little  attention  in  Europe  until 
alter  the  fall  of  .Napoleon.  Uryed  by  strong  sympilhy  and  tempted  by  the  hi;;h  rank  and 
liberal  pay  offered  them  in  South  America,  preat  numbers  of  experienced  KiircipB.in  olticers, 
(who  could  say  with  Othello,  that  their  occupation  was  gone.)  joined  the  ranks  of  the  iiisur- 
penis.  There  were  many  Kn^hsh  otH<:ers  among  these  auxiliaries,  who  carried  with  theia 
men  and  the  munitions  of  war.  One  adventurer,  calling  himself  .Sir  Ijregor  iMdiregor 
actually  collected  the  mntrriil  of  an  expedition  in  Great  Hrilain  and  Ireland,  carried  ihera 
Bcross  the  Atlantic  in  British  ships,  under  the  Uritish  Hag,  and  employed  them  to  seize  the 
island  of  I'orto  Kico.  (one  of  the  Great  Antilles  )  then  belonging  to  Sj)ain.  with  whom  Kn:;land 
vasat  peace.  On  remonstrance  from  Spain,  the  British  Alinistry  (.lune.  l~liM  introduced  a 
biil  making  it  a  misdemeanor  to  enlist  persons  for  foreign  service,  a^nd  carried  it  by  such 
small  majorities  that  it  was  evident  the  national  feeling.  ex]ire.-sed  tliron>.'h  the  I.cgi.-lature, 
was  in  favor  of  the  insurgents  in  South  America  The  new  statute  could  not  be  acti  d  uj>on, 
and  troops,  stores,  and  money  were  sent  abroad.  Finally.  Spanish  America  became  injepend- 
ent.  Canninff  then  Foreign  Secret^^ry,  considering  that  "  the  balance  of  power"'  i  lOiirope  was 
disturbed  by  the  Fre  ch  ii'Vitsio  ■  of  Spaip  i  i  lo'JM,  resolved  that  if  France  was  to  possess  Spai  i, 
it  should  be  •"  Spai  i  without  the  I  dies.'-  To  use  his  own  words,  he  "called  the  m  w  world 
into  exisle  ce  to  redress  the  balance  of  the  old'' — which  high-sou  ding  but  r  ot  very  lucid  se:i- 
rence  merely  meant  liiat  he  recognized  the  new  republics  after  they  had  become  in^lcpc nueni. 
u  \\  as  olficially  stated,  by  Lord  Palmerston,  in  Parliament,  that  between  l^'JII  and  \rW.  the 
iurn  of  .£l.'HI.Oi<I.IMH)  sterling,  (equivalent  to  S'-W.Od ',0'iO)  had  been  advanced  Irom  Great  Bri- 
tain in  loans  to  the  popular  states  and  republics  of  Spain  and  South  Ameri(-a.  nearly  all  of 
which  had  been  lost  by  the  faithlessness  and  insolvency  of  the  states  which  received  them. 
Add  to  this  at  least  aji  much  more  lost  at  the  panic  of  iH'i.'j,  by  British  capitalists  who  had  en 
tered  into  mining  and  other  sjier.ulations  in  South  America,  and  we  have  three  hundred  mil 
bona  sterling  utterly  thrown  away  for  ever  1 — M. 
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the  only  p»'rson  wlio  i^hould  be  refused  when  he  asked,  would  he 
King  George  the  Fourth,  if  he  were  to  show  iiis  noble  countenance 
among  the  Jews  and  Gentiles  of  O^rnhili  ? — (^Thunderous  cheers  from 
all  parts  of  the  Houne) — that  would  be  a  hard  case  indeed — (^Lau//h- 
ter) — But  of  London  it  may  be  said,  as  of  the  great  maritime  cities 
of  old,  that  her  merchants  are  princes — they  do  not  belong  to  the 
Mammonites.  "  who,  dead  to  glory,  only  burn  for  gold." — {Ilenr, 
hear,  hear) — Though  they,  and  their  sons,  and  their  servants,  go  out 
in  ships  to  the  uttermost  parts  ot  the  earth, — distant  far,  their  eyes 
are  still  dazzled  into  tears  by  the  dream  of  the  white  cliffs  of  Albion 
— {Hear,  hear,  hear.) — to  their  hearts  their  native  isle  is  the  fairest 
gem  set  in  ail  the  sea;  and  were  their  King  in  jeopardy,  they  would 
pour  the  wealth  of  the  world  at  his  feet,  till  fleets  and  armies  were 
seen  on  all  our  seas  and  shares,  in  service  of  him,  the  highest- 
minded  of  all  the  House  of  Brunswick,  who  never  has  forf/otten  the 
principles  that  seated  his  family  on  the  throne  of  these  unconquered 
and  unconquerable  kingdoms. — {Peals  of  thunder  absolutely  terrible.) 

{For  a  few  moments  there  reigns  a  dead  silence — then  another  peal  of 
thunder  rolls  in  turitultuous  echoes  np  and  dnwn  all  the  streets  and 
sijiiares  (f  the  cify,  till,  as  if  reverberated  from  the  Castle,  it  dies 
over  Arthur's  Seat  amo7ig  the  stars.) 

Shephrrd.   Lift   him    tip  gently,  lift   him  up  gently — and  for  hea- 
ven's sake,  tak  care  o'  the  gouty  foot, 

{The  Master  of  the  Canongate  Kilwinning — -Senior  and  Junior  War- 
dens—  ii/'o  Ui<ihhiiid  Chiifldins  in  full  (ja:  h — and  the  Russian  (rcn- 
eral — bear  Mu.  ^iouT^  out  in  triumjjh  on  their  shoulders,  and  the 
procession  disnj)pcars.) 
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No.  XXXIX.— NOVEMBER,  1828. 

SCENE  I. — The  smaller  Oval.  Time,  seven  o'clock.  Nortfi  and 
SiiEPiiEni).  2'ibfe  with  silver  urn — Tea  and  cojfcp-pols,  ditlo — 
China.,  jHitlfrn  the  Murder  of  the  Innocents — Cukes,  crumpets., 
cookies,  iiiitj/ins,  bunns,  .short-bread,  petticoat-tails,  d'C.  <£"C.  Honey, 
V'.armalade,  jams,  jellies,  d'c.  llizzards,  kipper,  red  herritif/s, 
ef)(js,  (kc.     jjiilch  dram-case,  The  Bottle,  &c. 

Shepherd.  I  tliliik  little  or  naetliintr,  Mr.  North,  o'  the  four-hours 
by  way  o'  a  meal,  excefip  a  man  has  ha|ipened,  by  some  iiiiscalcu- 
hition  o'  time  or  place,  to  miss  his  diiiiu-r. 

North.   I  cannot  now  do,  James,  without  a  single  cup  of  coffee. 

Shepherd.  A  single  cup  o'  coffee  !  gin  ye  hae  drunk  ane  the  nich;, 
sir,  yiiii've  drank  half  a  dizzin — furhye  twa  di.^hes — or  ca'  them 
ratlar  howls — fur  cups  wad  indeed  be  a  misnomer — or  rather  baish- 
ins  ()'  gun-poolher  tee  — 

North.  As  you  love  me,  my  dear  Jair:es,  call  it  not  tee — but  tay. 
That,  though  obsolete,  is  the  classical  pronunciation.  Thus  Pop  } 
sings  in  the  Kape  of  the  Luck,  canto  first, 

"  Soft  yielding  minds  to  water  plide  away, 
And  sip  wilL  uyuipbs,  their  elemeutul  tea." 

And  also  in  canto  third — 

"  Wliere  thou,  great  Anna,  whom  three  realms  obey, 
Do8t  sometimes  counsel  take,  and  sometimes  tea." 

And  finally  in  the  Basset  Table — 

"  Tell,  tell  y(»ir  grief,  attentive  will  I  stay, 
Tliuugh  time  is  precious,  and  1  want  some  tea." 

Shepherd.  A  body  might  think  fVae  the  rhymes,  that  Pop  had 
been  an  Eerishman.* 

North..  Now,  my  dear  James,  remember  your  promise — that  you 
will  allow  me    to   play  first   fiddle   as  long  as  the  urn  hisses — or,  as 

*  The  Irifh,  to  wlinm  English  was  oripinally  a  foreign  lanpuape,  have  probably  presen-ed 
the  broHdand  full  pronunciation  of  ahe  vowels,  as  tbey  originally  heard  it.  before  am:  during 
tho  visits  of  Spencer  and  Ifaleiph.  So.  the  naral  utterance  affected  by  the  EnKli.->h  puritans 
during  the  early  fjrt  of  the  eeventeenih  century.  waK  brought  over  by  The  Filyriiri  Fathers, 
and  maintains   il^elf,  in  America,  particularly  wiiere  tbey  beltled,  to  this  day.— M. 
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Wordsworth  says  of  the  kuttle  on  the  fire,  "  imirniiirs  its  sweet 
uiidersoii<f." 

Shepherd.  Play  awa  then,  sir — but  dinna  you  forget  that  I  am  to 
do  the  same  thing  after  sooper.  Try  to  be  as  little  wearisome  as 
}(ni  can,  and  lir&l  plump  aiiilher  lump  o'  h)af-sugar  iutil  my  baishin. 

North.  Why,  James,  you  not  only  said  you  were  for  no  more 
lay,  but  turned  up  your  cup  and  laid  your  spoon  across- 

Shepherd.  You're  leein' — I  did  nae  sic  thing — or  if  I  did,  I  noo 
draw  back,  and  eat  in  my  words  — 

North.  Why,  after  eating  in  so  much  multifarious  and  multitudi- 
nous bread,  1  should  think  you  will  find  that   no  easy  matter  — 

Sht2)hird.  Do  ye  ea' that  playin'  the  liist  llddle?  (liie  ower  at- 
temptin'  bein'  wutty  the  nicht,  sir,  for  you've  never  recovered  your- 
self after  fli'in  intil  yon  pun.  It's  an  lasy  matter  I'or  ane  that's  nae 
Conjuror  to  swallow  the  stall"  o'  life.  But  "leave  oil"  your  danjuu- 
bie  faces  and  btgin." 

North.   Won't  you  allow  me,  my  dear  Shepherd,  a  half  caulker? 

Shijjhtrd.  Na — but  '11  aloo  you  a  haill  ane — and  as  ae  freen' 
canna  do  anither  a  greater  service  than  to  show  him  a  gude  example 
—  up  g<jes  my  wee  finger — 

(7"Ae  SiiKPHEKD  upsets  the  Bottle — the  bottle  upsets  the  vrn — tlie 
urn  tip.se ts  the  teajiof — the  teajjot  vps(t.sthe  rnjj'a-jiot,  the  ccj/'ee- 
pot  vpsets  the  creom-jiKj.^  and  the  Murder  of  the  Itmoceiits  is 
brovyht  to  a  catustrapjhe.  Etder  Mk.  Ambrose  uiid  Ilovseliold, 
in  great  af/ita(io)i.) 

Omnes.  Oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  ! 

North.  Calm  'mid  the  crash  of  the  whole  Empire  of  China,  I  lean 
u|>nn  my  crutch. 

Shepherd.  A  meeraele — a  n)eei"acle  !  I've  wrought  a  meeraclo. 
The  checiiy,  though  frnil  and  fair  as  crancnuch,  has  nae  sae  much  as 
a«  passer  chi|)ped  on  tlic  rim.  No  an  atom  broken.  A' that  belangs 
to  'i'he  Majjazine  is  im[)erishable. 

ATitbrose.   Wonderful — most  wonderful  !  (^Exit  with  hi.s  tui/.) 

Shipherd.   Noo,  sir — bigin  your  lecture. 

North.  The  origin  of  jioctry  is  only  to  ]>«  investigated  in  the 
princifdes  and  (hrnands  of  iiutnan  nature.  \\  lurever  man  has  as- 
herti-d  his  humanity,  we  find  some  sort  of  ccinjiosilion,  oral  or 
written,  spontaneous  or  premeditated,  answering  to  tlic  ijiiKral 
notion  of  the  poetic.  Aulhciitie  history  informs  us  of  no  time  \\  Inn 
poetry  wa^^  iiol  ;  and  if  ilie  divini;  art  has  sometimes  sung  its  own 
nativity  it  is  in  strains  wliieh  confess  while  they  glorify  ignorance, 
1'he  sacri'd  annals  are  silent,  and  the  heathens,  \>y  riliriing  the  in- 
vention of  verse  to  the  g'ids,  do  but  tell  us  that  tlie  moital  inventor 
was  unknown. 
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Sfi'ji/ierd.  Of  aiits,*  as  of  men,  the  lioglnnings,  sir,  are  cotnnionly 
too  weak  to  roiiKiiiljcr  tlK'iiisclls.  As  tlu'ivfino  the  iirst  man  could 
never  have  learned  but  by  express  revelation,  w  hence  he  was,  or  hoo 
and  when  he  befjan  to  be — so  does  the  obscurity  that  invests  the 
original  of  poetry  seem  to  me  to  evince  its  primeval  nobility. 

North.  Good,  James.  In  all  the  legends  of  antiquity,  history, 
alkiiory,  and  arbitrary  fiction,  are  inextricably  interwoven.  Vain 
were  the  attempt  to  unravel  the  com})lex  tissue,  and  to  sort  the 
threads  according  to  llicir  several  shades  of  truth  and  falsehood.  To 
borrow  the  pleasing  illustration  of  one  who  was  himself  more  poet 
than  historian,  the  truth  that  has  been  in  fabulous  tradition,  is  like 
the  dew  of  morning  lor  which  we  may  look  in  vain  beneath  a 
scorching  noon. 

Slicplierd.  Gin  poetry  be  "the  spontaneous  overflow  of  powerful 
feelings,  regulated  by  an  internal  Isiw  o'  order  and  beauty,"  why 
inquire  after  its  origin  at  a'?  Wherefore  doubt  that  it  was  heard  in 
Paradise,  that  it  expressed  the  loves,  the  joys,  the  devotions  of  our 
first  parents  in  those  happy  days,  sir,  w  lien 

Often  from  the  steep 


Of  echoing  hill  or  tliiekct  they  have  heard 
Celestial  voices  to  tlie  niiduight  air, 
Singing  their  great  Cieator — 

«  »  *  * 

Lowly  they  bow'd,  adoiing,  and  began 

Their  orisons,  eacii  morning  duly  j>iiid 

In  various  style  ;  for  neither  various  style, 

Nor  holy  ruptiiie  wanted  they  to  praise 

'I  h<ir  jfjiker  in  tit  stiiiins  pidnoiinced  or  suug 

Unmeditated,  sueli  prompt  eloquence 

I'lnw'd  from  their  lij)8,  in  prose  (»r  numerous  veree, 

More  tunable  than  needed  lute  or  harp 

To  add  more  sweetness  ! 

North.  No  less  beautifully  than  aptly  recited,  my  dear  Shepherd. 
But  if  by  a  poet  we  mean  an  artist,  an  artist,  James,  who,  by  the 
vc)luntary  exercise  of  a  certain  faculty,  according  to  certain  rules, 
produces  semblances  of  the  emanations  of  native  passions,  which, 
though  ever  high  and  rapturous,  are  no  longer  absolute  reality,  l)Ut 
alwavs  pure  and  ha[)py,  refined  and  exalted  semblances  fi>r  purposes 
of  delight  and  edification,  then  may  it  nc)t  safely  be  assumed  that 
music  and  poetry  were  of  coeval  birth,  twin  streams  from  one  fount- 
ain, how  widely  soever  their  currents  may  since  have  diverged. 

S}'Cj)}urd.  That's  it  to  a  hair,  sir. 

Norih.  The  ear  is  endued  with  an  instinctive  sense  of  proportion, 
£r;d    is  naturally   delighted  with   a   sweet  sound,  as  the  eye  with  a 

•  The  word  airta  tignifies  "  the  poinU;  of  the  compasn." — M. 
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brilliant  hue,  and  the  palate  with  a  luscious  savor.  The  elements 
of  rh}  thni  and  nielodj-  exist  in  language  itself,  and  in  the  modula- 
tions of  the  untutored  voice. 

Shepherd.  And  are  they  no  perceived  in  the  sang  o'  birds,  in  the 
fa'  o'  waters,  in  the  mounting  swell  and  dying  cawdence  of  the 
wund  — 

North.   In  the  repeated  percussion  of  sonorous  bodies  — 

ShepJierd.  In  the  murmur  o'  the  sea,  in  the  hum  o'  distant  and 
n)ighty  multitudes? 

North.  Metrical  arrangements  frequently  occur,  you  will  observe, 
James,  in  common  conversation,  and  are  readily,  perhaps  most 
readily,  perceived  hy  children.  Nor  can  it  he  doubted,  that  man,  in 
the  chiltihood  of  the  race,  was  feelingly  alive  to  such  casual  music, 
and  eager  to  reproduce,  by  iniitatimi,  those  concords  at  once  so  new 
jind  so  dt'lii;htful. 

S/iephird.  That's  verra  ingenious  and  verra  true,  sir. 

North,  ill  the  first  ajjt-s  a  few  and  slijiht  hints  were  sufficient  to 
evoke  the  idea  of  an  art,  though  to  realize  and  develope  it,  an  indefi- 
nite period  ot  time,  and  many  auxiiiary  circumstances,  might  be 
necessary,  in  cultivated  life,  man  resembles  certain  equestrian 
tribes,  who  live  so  perpetually  on  h<»rseback,  that  they  almost  forget 
how  to  walk.  We  lose  the  faculty  of  invention  by  relying  on  the 
inventions  of  others,  as  musicians  who  play  constantly  from  the 
book,  are  often  at  a  loss  to  recall  the  simplest  strain  by  the  unas- 
sisted ear. 

l^hepherd.  That's  the  case  wi'  a'  first-rate  fiddlers. 

North.  But  in  the  lieginning  it  was  not  so.  Had  our  forefathers, 
like  us,  de[iende(l  on  rules  and  in>truments  of  art,  James,  how  could 
art  or  instruments  have  lieen  discovered  ? 

IShejiherd.   Never  till   the  end  o'  time,  sir. 

North.  \vX  1  am  noi  disposed  to  refer  the  origin  of  Poetry,  or  of 
any  W(»rldly  fiiculty,  to  immediate  revelation. 

Sliijihcrd.  Nor  me,  neither.  ]ve\(lation  does  not  aiitlioreese  sio 
an  init  renee,  and  wad  .scarc«ly  do  that  for  man,  whieli  natur  and 
reason  enalile  him  t<»  do  ((»r  hiiiiscll. 

North.  Hut  I  do  helieve,  James,  that  the  same  Providence  wh<» 
makes  a  Idind  man's  touch  a  suli>titule  for  sight,  and  mereifiillv 
bupplies  the  defect  or  altsenee  of  one  memlier  l»y  the  prelt'rnalnr.il 
activity  of  some  other,  bestowed  on  tin-  patriarchs  <.if  hunwui  kind  a 
fnier  tact,  a  more  wakiful  eye,  and  ear,  and  hcjut,  than  sse,  iheir 
later  progeny,  jiossess. 

iShepherd.  Oh!   that  we  twa  had  heen  antediluvians! 

North..   Seated   in   a   luxuriant  clime,  with  jusi,  enough  of  natural 
wants  lo   sliiiiulate,  not    exhaust   their    iinlustry,  Idest  with   uudege- 
neralH   vigor,  and   antediluvian    l»-nglh  of  days,  our   Jirst  ancestors 
Vol.  in. —  10 
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had  both  It^is.irc  and  aptitude  to  lioconie  inventors — to  improve 
every  siifr<;ostion  ot"  ehanee  and  nature.  An  old  tradition  ascrihea 
the  tirst  hint  of  musical  notes  to  the  strokes  of  a  hammer  upon  th« 
anvil — an  ingenious  fancy,  which  derives  some  countenance  from  the 
scriptuial  record,  that  Julial,  "  tlie  father  of  all  that  handle  the  harp 
and  organ,"  was  half-Urother  to  Tul)al-Cain,  "the  instructor  of  every 
aitifii-er  in  brass  and  iron.'' 

Shejilurd.  Baith  being  sons  o'  Latnech. 

North.  Nor,  James,  should  we  too  scornfully  reject  the  pretty 
tales  of  the  Gentiles,  the  chorded  shell  of  Hermes,  and  the  wax- 
cemented  j'ipe  of  the  wood-god — since  they  serve  at  least  to  prove 
from  how  small  an  urn  Antiquity  conceived  the  stream  of  harmony 
to  flow. 

Slephcrd.  Verse,  if  it  didna  precede  instrumental  music,  would 
follow  close  aliint  it,  I  suspeck. 

North.  Now,  James,  suppose  a  certain  measure  or  measures  once 
discovered,  to  accommodate  them  with  the  words  would  be  both 
easy  and  obvious.  Early  bards  are  very  unceremonious  in  forcing 
language  into  a  predetermined  mould.  Accent,  quantity,  and 
orthoepy,  yield  to  the  spirit  of  music — and  words  are  set  extempore 
to  the  tune. 

S/iejyherd.  Just  sae,  sir — just  sae — carry  on. 

North.  Unfixed  languages  arc  pliant  and  supple,  James,  as  an 
infant's  limbs. 

Shepherd.   And  that's  soople  eneuch. 

North.  The  versification  of  a  semi-barbarous  people  is  often  com- 
plex and  various,  and  only  becomes  simple  and  uniform  when  lan- 
guage has  done  growing,  and  critics  have  broken  it  into  orderly 
paces.  The  prosody  of  the  Welch  constitutes  a  curious  and  diflicult 
topjic  of  antiquarian  discussion,  and  the  ancient  Runic  boasted  of 
more  than  a  hundred  and  twenty  measures. 

Shepherd.  That's  no  verra  mony. 

North.  There  is  a  time  when  a  poet  can  shape  the  language  to  his 
thoughts,  and  then  comes  a  time  when  he  must  shape  his  thoughts 
to  the  language. 

Shepherd.  A  true  antithesis,  sir. 

North.  The  poet  of  the  first  period  is  truly  a  maker, — the  versifier 
t)f  the  second  must  be  a  rare  genius,  if  he  ha  more  than  a  composer. 

Shepherd.   Capital ! 

North.  In  the  age  of  Orfiheus  or  Homer,  language  was  like  the 
pri7nu  rnaterics  of  ancient  metaphysics. 

Shipherd.    What  the  devil  is  that  ? 

North.  A  sumething  that  yet  was  nothing. 

Shepherd.   Eh  ? 

North.  Capable  of  all    forms,  confined    by  no  actual  shape.,  but 
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pl.'stic  as  the  formless  element,  which  some  fine  spirit  might  choose 
for  a  temporary  vehicle. 

bnevhcrd.  O  ^ir!   lut  you  are  getlin'  fearsomely  profoon' ! 

North.  Language  is  the  first-born  of  the  human  intellect,  and,  too 
coiiiinoTi  case,  the  child  is  become  the  tyrant  of  the  parent. 

Shepherd.  A  parricide?     Unnatural  monster  ! 

North.  But  once  it  was  obedient,  and  then,  instinct  with  divine 
sense,  and  following  the  paces  of  music,  \\hich,  in  all  its  wild  excur- 
sions, and  labyrinths  of  sound,  still  grows  out  <if  unity,  and  when 
farthest  off,  is  still  returning  to  unity,  it  became  poetry. 

Shipherd.  A  pike-staff's  a  joke  to  that  for  plainness 

North.  As  soon  as  measure  was  applied  to  significant  sounds,  we 
irinv  suppose  that  its  convenience,  as  a  technical  remembrancer, 
would  in.-ure  its  ad<iption  by  all  whom  choice  or  need  made  public 
speakers,  especially  in  nations  to  whom  writing  was  unknown,  or 
not  generally  known.  Even  the  most  prosaic  suVijects — Ili>tory, 
Legislation,  Science — were  anciently  sung  to  the  lyre;  nor  could 
the  real  poets,  who  were  prompted  l>y  a  con)manding  imfuilse  to 
sway  the  ruinds  of  th»ir  compatriots,  fail  to  observe  the  influences 
of  melody,  and  court  its  alliance. 

tihejjherd.  Alloo  me  to  tak  anilher  caulker,  sir. — Noo,  I'm  ready 
for  you  again. 

North.  The  wonderful  effects  which  Grecian  fancy  attributed  to 
the  strains  of  Orjiheus  and  Amphion,  should  not  be  ascribed  solely 
to  hvperbf)lical  nutafilior  and   liaseless  fiction. 

Shepherd.  Thfrf  iifver  was  a  baseless  fiction. 

North.  No  fiction,  unless  imposed  hy  authority  on  the  conscience 
of  men,  could  ever  obtain  general  credence,  if  it  be  not  symliolical 
of  truth. 

Shepherd.  Truth's  the  essence — Fiction  the  form.  Poets  in  early 
times  never  claimed  the  merit  of  inventing  stories. 

North.  Excellent,  James!  'Ihe  ancients  pretended  a  hona  fide 
inspiration,  and  the  romancers  of  the  middle  age  refer  to  their 
authorities  with  more  than  historical  ostentation.  They  relate 
worid«'rs,  because  thrmselves  believe  them  prohalde,  and  their 
audiences  are  delighted  to  think  them  true. 

Shepherd.   For  myain  pairt,  I  can  believe  ony  thing. 

North.  Hut  to  court  admiration  by  professed  audaeily  of  falsehood, 
is  the  device  of  a  palled  and    supiraiinuated  age. 

Shepherd.    When  Time  is  in  his  dolaj:*',  like. 

North.  \\'hil<^  the  limils  of  possibility  are  undefined,  the  little  that 
is  seen  will  |)rocure  ciedit  fur  all  that  can  lie  conceived.  'I  he  early 
Greeks  were  conscious  of  the  power  of  music  over  mind,  and  there- 
fore readily  believed  in  its  power  over  matter. 
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SJirpIierd.  The  transition's  easy  to  creturs  like  us  o'  a  mixed 
natnri". 

Korlh.  How  great,  James,  must  have  lieen  the  sway  of  harmony, 
aiiioiiii  a  people  who  could  suppose  it  imperative  over  insensate 
n.itiire,  potent  to '•  uproot  the  lixid  forest,"  to  stay  the  lapse  of  waters, 
to  cliaiin  deaf  i-toni's  to  motion  aiui  symmetry,  and  change  the  sav- 
agery of  brutes  to  mildness  and  obedience  !  Nor  should  that  later 
and  more  learned  fable  be  forgotten,  which  imagines  an  eternal  con- 
cert of  the  universe,  a  ceaseless  "dance  and  minstrelsy  "  of  the 
never-wearied  stars. 

Theie's  nut  tlie  smallest  oib  which  thou  bchold'st, 

But  in  its  niotiou  like  an  aiigcl  siiijjs, 

Still  quiring  to  the  young-eyed  cherubim — 

Such  H.iiniony  is  in  iniinortiil  souls; 

But  whilst  tliis  nuiildy  vesture  of  decay 

Doth  grossly  close  it  iu,  we  cauuot  hear  it 

Shepherd.   I'm  sure  that  maun  be  Sliakspeare,  sir. 

North.  No  other  mortal.  Then,  James,  in  a  more  moral  vein  the 
great  Theban  — 

Shepherd.   And  wha's  he  1 

North.  Pindar.  lie  ascribes  to  music  the  power  of  stilling  and 
soothing  the  sternest  of  imntortal  natures — hear  him  in  his  first 
Pythian  ode. 

Shepherd.  Ye  mannna  spoot  Greek  upon  me,  my  dear  sir. 

North,   No,  James.      Hear  him  in  English. 

My  barp  of  gold,  that  eloquently  pleadest 

For  yoiaig  Apollo,  ami  the  daik-huir'd  maids, 

That  sanctify  I'ieiian  glades, 

Sovereign  of  the  uuniber'd  measure, 

Thou  the  gladsome  motion  leadest 

Of  merry  dance,  the  prime  of  |ileasure. 

Dauce  and  song  obey  thy  bidding, 

Every  maze  of  mus  c  thrilling  ; 
When  thiilliiig,  trembling  through  tliy  vocal  wires, 
Thou  sound'st  the  signal  to  the  festive  choirs; 
And  thou  canst  quench  the  waning  thunder  brand 
Of  tire  immoital.     On  Jove's  "  6ec|)ti-ed  hand" 
The  Monarch  Kagle  sleeps,  o'erpower'd  by  thee. 
And  the  sweet  impulse  of  thy  melody. 
His  beaked  inad  a  dusky  slumber  shrouds 
Like  a  soft  curtain  o'ei-  his  sunlit  eye; 
And  each  strong  pinion,  wont  to  cleave  the  cloudu, 
Close  by  his  side,  hantrs  loose  und  hiz'ly  ; 
A  languid  grace  his  hlher  back  assumes, 
And  wavy  curls  play  o'er  his  ruffled  plumes, 
Yea,  the  inugh  soldiei-  God,  the  lusty  Mars, 
Forgets  the  rugged  vigor  of  his  might. 
The  hurtlini;  lances,  and  mad-whirrin;j  cars. 
And  calms  his  hcait  with  drowsy,  dull  delight. 
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For  thy  oncliantment,  finely  wroup^ht. 

Controls  the  Gtuis,  and  charms  eternal  thought; 

By  the  sa<;e  art,  Latona's  son  infuses, 

By  the  wise  skill  of  those  deephogom'd  Muses. 

But  dark,  and  evil,  and  unholy  things, 

"Whom  G<id  not  loves,  they  shudder  at  the  strain; 

The  blessed  strain  the  blessed  Goddess  sings 

On  earth,  and  all  throughout  the  vast,  unconquerable  main. 

What  do  yo'i  think  of  that,  my  dear  Shofiherd. 

Shejjkerd.  That's  as  jrnde  poetry's  ever  1  heard  in  a'  my  born 
days.  (),  sir,  you're  a  master-mason  in  buildin'  up  the  lofty  rhyme. 
Gie  us  a'  Pindar  in  Enplish. 

North.  Perhaps.  Tlie  marvels  of  sonp  and  melody  were  not  con- 
fined to  Greece.  We  have  unerring  testimony  that  in  a  holier  land, 
a  reaiiv  inspired  minstrel  could  restore  a  distracted  suul  to  reason, 
and  assiia<re  the  a<rony  of  judicial  madne.ss. 

She}iherd.   David  har|iing  before  Saul  ! 

North.  'I he  tiiith  is,  James,  that  antiquity  possessed  a  livelier 
sense  of  harmonious  combinations  than  the  nutderns,  with  all  their 
refinement,  can  easily  conceive.  The  vi-iy  habit  of  judging,  disput- 
ing, and  comparing  the  merit  of  various  composers,  materially 
weakens,  if  it  does  not  utterly  destroy,  the  influence  of  the  composi- 
tion. A  critic  may,  indeed,  lie  delighted  with  the  science  of  the 
work,  and  the  skill  of  the  performer,  liut  has  little  perception  of  thft 
simple  self-oblivious  rapture,  the  entranced  faith  of  childhood  and 
unso[ihisticated  nature.  He  cannot  t)e  pleased,  "he  knows  not  why, 
and  cares  not  wlieiefore  "  His  satisfaction  is,  perhaps,  more  intel- 
lectual and  peiinanciit,  but  it  is  far  less  intense. 

Shtj'herd.  '1  he  rajitures  o'  a  musical  cognocenti  never  seem  to 
me  to  be  .>sin(cre — the  cretur's  aye  proof  o'  himsell,  and  cries, 
"  Whist!"  to  the  like  o'  us  for  rnflin',  with  an  intolerable  insolence, 
for  which  he  would  be  cheap  o' gcttin' himsell  knocked  doon,  or 
kicked  (Mit  o'  St.  Cecilia's   Ila'. 

North..  Of  the  Greeks,  it  may  lie  held,  that  they  retained,  amid 
the  highf.->t  cidlivation,  that  intelligent  susceptibility  to  numerous 
sound,  >Ahich  deified  the  Muses,  and  ascribed  to  the  same  yoimg  and 
luautiful  pov\er,  ihe  origin  and  dominion  of  Light  and  ilaiinony. 

Shr/ilnrd.    Mournfu'  musie's  luico  like  tiK)onlieht. 

North.  More  than  one  philovopher  has  deemed  music  a  fit  subject 
of  leoi-laii'iu.  and  innovators  were  doomed  to  exile  and  dishonor. 

JShe/ihcrd.   '1  hat  was  cairyin'  llu;  matter  rather  ower  far. 

North.  Something.  perha|)s  a  great  deal.  James,  is  to  be  allowed 
for  th»!  Mi|ieri«)r  delicacy  of  soiilhern  oroiini/alioii  ;  much  is  to  be 
set  d<»wn  to  the  close,  and  almost  iiisejiarable  union  (»f  mu.sic  with 
t^ulilimo  and  impa.ssioned  words. 
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Shc})hfrd.  O'  a'  tlio  senses,  lio.uiiiii  seems  to  be  inaist  at  tho 
niorey  o'  ineinory.  ]I<>w  often  luive  a  few  bars  o'  some  weelkent 
air,  tliongli  aililins  "  whisiled  for  want  o' tlioujiht,''  charmed  back 
the  feelings  o'  tbparted  y»ars,  makin'  us  smile  or  weep,  we  know 
not  why?  Moiiy  a  time  hae  i  dighted  my  eeii,  when  a'  at  ance  the 
sang  o'  some  lunely  lassie  liltin'  by  hersell,  has  brougfit  the  s|)irit  o' 
anid  times  ower  the  dowie  holmes  o'  Yarrow,  and  filled  the  haill 
Forest  w  i' a  lament  niair  iiiefu'  than  belanged  or  could  belang  to 
the  scenes  or  sutlerins  o'  tiiis  waukin'  warld  ! 

N>rth.  Beautit'ul,  James.  'Jhen  the  Greeks,  a  hearing,  not  a 
reading  people,  cultivated  their  native  sensibility  of  ear  till  it  i)eoame 
as  feelingly  discriminative  of  audiblft,astheireyes  of  visible  beauties. 
Their  language,  so  picturesque  and  imitative,  had  doubtless  a  strong 
reaction  on  that  frame  of  intellect,  that  constitution  of  society  out  of 
which  it  grew.  As  they  seldom  studied  foreign  tongues,  their  own 
appeared  rather  as  the  living  body  of  thought  than  its  conventional 
si::n,  and  was  polished  to  a  degree  of  refinement  which  its  natural 
vigor  preserved  from  efi'eminacy,  and  the  logical  shrewdness  of  the 
speaker  from  florid  emptiness. 

Shepherd.  Do  you  think,  sir,  its  ower  late  for  me  to  begin  learn- 
ing Greek  ? 

North.  Rather.  Need  we  then  wonder,  Theocritus,  at  the  achieve^ 
ments  of  Grecian  eloquence  and  Grecian  song,  or  ra>hly  discredit 
the  recorded  effects  of  glorious  imaginations  expressed  in  a  language 
of  all  others  the  most  eloquent  and  poetical,  wafled  on  "sweet  air," 
to  the  souls  of  a  people,  who  craved  fjr  beauty  and  melody  with  a 
lover's  longint's  ? 

Shepherd.    What  was  their  music  like  ? 

North.  That  it  was  simpler  than  ouis,  more  confined  in  compass, 
less  rich  in  coml)inalion,  might  not  render  it  less  jiopiilarly  effective. 
It  was  not  for  chronuitic  cars;  it  was  probably,  in  its  rudiments,  a 
measured  imitation  of  the  tones  and  inflexions  of  the  human  voice, 
under  the  modulation  of  strong  feelings.  By  seeming  to  follow  the 
movements  of  passion,  it  guided  and  fashioned  them.  It  was  a  con- 
tinuous variety,  a  muliitudinr)us  unity — f)r  ever  new,  and  still  the 
same.      It  was  Novelty  wooing  Memoiy. 

Shepherd.  It  was  Novelty  wooin'  Memory  !  That's  verra  dis- 
tink. 

North.  A  profound  thinker  has  said,  that  the  man  of  genius  is  he 
who  retains,  with  the  perfect  fieulties  of  manhood,  the  undnubting 
faith  and  vivid  imfiresvioiis  of  the  child.  If  the  same  eharaclcrislic 
may  apply  to  a  nation,  as  to  an  individual,  then  were  the  Greeks  a 
nation  of  gi-niuses. 

Sh(pherd.  Just  as  the  Scotch  are  a  nation  o'  gentlemen.* 

*  U  U  reported  [by  the  Scotch]  that,  when  George  IV.  visiteJ  Ediuburgh,  in  182*2,  a,ud  aim 
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North.  In  their  most  advanced  civilization,  in  the  strongest  maiu- 
ritv  of  their  national  lift-,  they  retained  much  that  makes  childhood 
amiaMo,  and  much  which  only  childhood  can  excuse. 

Shepherd.  I  like  to  hear  about  the  Greeks  and  Romans  at  a' 
ti  m  es. 

North.  The  keen  relish,  the  delightful  feeling  of  freshness  con- 
nected with  the  most  familiar  things,  which  is  the  joy  and  privilege 
of  chiUirt-n,  preserved  the  simplicity  of  their  taste  when  their  man- 
ners were  become  corrupt — like  children,  they  looked  on  the  visible 
with  a  satisfaction, 

That  had  no  need  of  a  remoter  charm 
Unborrowed  from  the  eye. 

And  if  they  dreamed  of  unseen  lands,  their  dream  was  but  the  re 
flection  of  their  daily  experience. 

Shepherd.  Were  they,  on  the  whole,  what  you  could  ca'  real  gude 
chiels  ] 

North.  With  a  fine  perception  of  the  loveliness  of  virtue,  James, 
and  little  sense  of  the  imperative  obligation  of  duty,  they  were  con- 
tinually striving  to  realize  their  fancies,  and  mistook  vivid  concep- 
tions fl>r  ration:'!  convictions. 

Shepherd,  A  dangerous  delusion. 

North.  They  had  all  the  docility  which  results  from  a  susceptible, 
rynipathi/.iug  nature,  and  all  the  obstinacy  which  dent)tes  an  unsub- 
dued will.  They  were  alike  impatient  of  external  control,  and 
incapable  of  controlling  themselves;  therefore  easy  to  persuade,  and 
difiicult  to  govern, 

Shphrrd.  Y<»u  seem  to  be  hand  in  glove  with 

North.  Credulous,  imitative,  volatile,  fickle,  and  restless — often 
cruel  from  mere  restlessness,  and  the  childish  desire  of  seeing  the 
effect  of  their  own  superfluous  activity,  yet  as  readily  swayed  to 
mercy  as  to  cruelty — selfish  from  the  want  of  fixed  principle,  and 
generous  from  the  intermitting  fever  of  sympathy — of  all  mankind 
tlie  most  ingeniijus,  ami  perhaps  of  cultivated  nations,  the  least  wise 
— they  exhiltii  a  glowing  picture  of  the  world's  minority,  of  that 
period  which  enjoys  the  perltiClion  of  all  facultic's,  hut  has  not, 
learned  to  use  them. 

Shepherd.   I  canna  understand  the  youth  o'  a  nation  at  a',  sir. 

North.  While  sjieaking  of  the  youth  of  nations,  lames,  let  us 
protest  against  an  error  on  which  much  faUe  and  some  im|)ious 
speculation  is  grounded,  Beit  nut  supposeil,  in  the  teeth  of  reason, 
revelation,  and  all  recorded  exj)erience,  that  primeval  man  was  a 
SHvaiT'',  with  all  his  energies  subservictit  to  the  wants  ami  ap|ietilea 
of  llx'  hour. 

how   diinoriMi»!T    the   ppop'p  condiirtsil    thpmm^lveii  an   tiin   ml i nun  slowly   pauM'tl   llirough    tliC 
cruwilud  lUotU.  lie  «xc. aimed,  ••  Tlie  Kcolcli  ato  a  iialloii  of  (juiil.iiiiieii."— M. 
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SJicjiherd.  It's  an  ugly  creed,  hoosomever,  and  i  canna  swallow  it 
for  scunnerin'. 

North.  Savage  life  is  always  i  in  progressive,  scarce  capable  of  re- 
ceiving, far  less  of  oriirinatiiiir,  improvement.  Every  country  affords 
but  too  many  proofs,  that  Man,  even  in  the  midst  of  polite  and 
learned  cities,  may  sink  to  a  mere  unclean,  ferocious  animal.  But 
where  is  there  a  single  instance,  James,  of  the  being,  thus  degraded, 
resuming  his  [)ro|)er  nature  without  extraneous  aid?  Savages 
must  needs  be  degenerate  men,  withered  branches  torn  from  the 
trunk  of  society,  and  cast  by  wind  and  waves  upon  incommunicable 
shores. 

Shepherd.  'Faith,  you've  read  your  Bible  to  some  purpose.  The 
erudite's  aye  orthodox. 

North.  It  is  not  among  such,  though  even  they  have  their  fero- 
cious war-whoops,  their  lascivious  dances,  their  fierce  howls,  haply 
remnants  of  some  abortive  and  fjrgotten  civilization, — it  is  not 
with  these  that  we  would  look  upon  poetry  in  its  cradle  ;  but  with 
man  as  he  issued  from  Eden,  fallen  indeed,  unaccommodated,  un- 
learned, but  endued  with  adult  faculties,  quick  percepti(jns,  and 
noble  aspirations,  eager  to  learn,  and  apt  to  imitate,  finding  in  all 
things  an  image  of  himself,  feeling  reciprocal  sympathy  between  his 
own  heart  and  universal  nature,  and,  whethir  from  reminiscence,  or 
from  hope,  or  both,  as  beseems  "  a  creature  of  such  large  discourse 
looking  before  and  after,''  still  yearning  after  something  more  true, 
more  good,  more  beautiful  than  himself,  or  anght  that  sense  sub- 
jected to  himself,  which  yet  was  dimly  reflected  in  himself,  and, 
"  was  the  master  light  of  all  his  seeing."  Thus  knowing  his  nobleness 
by  his  infirmity,  and  exalted  l)y  his  profoundest  abasement,  man 
erected  the  fal)rie  of  immortal  song. 

Shepherd.  There's  no  anilher  man  leevin'  capable  o'  sayin'  sic 
fine  things  sae  finely,  sir  ;  and  I  do  indeed  verily  believe — never 
having  heard  Mr.  Coleridge — that  you  are  the  maist  eloquent  dis- 
courser,  especially  if  naebody  interrupts  you  wi'  questions,  noo  ex- 
tant.*     You  are  indeed,  sir.      Let  me  hear  you  define  poetry,  sir? 

North.  Perhaps   I  cannot.     There  have  been   many  definitions  of 
Poetry,  most  of  them  containing  part  of  the  truth,  some  perhaps 
implying  the  whole  truth,  but   almost  all  either  partial  and  imper 
feet  in  themselves,  or  imperfectly  developed. 

Shepherd.  I  used  ever  bef  ire  last  Tuesday,  when  a  schoolmaster 
tauld   me  better,  to  think  that  Poetry  was  synonymous  wi'  Verse. 

North.  Strange  as  it  might  sound  to  critical  ears  to  call  As  in 
vresenti  a  poem,  still  it  may  not  irreverently  be  asked,  what  besides 

•  Thig  va£  preri^e'y  Coleridge's  mode  of  conremniinn.  You  wpre  at  full  liberty  to  listen, 
l>ut  it  wa-s  high  Ireai^on  to  utier  a  word,  to  the  interruj)tion  of  liis  mono!o};ues.  }Iov\fcver, 
dreamy  and  myetioai  an  tliey  were,  it  inu.-t  be  confe.>>fcd  they  tccrc  wonderful  in  language  anj 
suggestive  of  thought,  il  not  always  lopicaily  thougtitlul  in  themselves. — M. 
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verse  div  id  ts  Poetry  from  Prose,  from  Eloquence,  from  the  ordinary 
convt'ise  of  life  ? 

Sh-.'pherd.  The  Dominie  did  not  tell  me  that,  thoiirjh. 

North.  Certainly  not  the  subject-matter  ;  for,  unlike  the  works  of 
philosophy  and  science,  a  poem  is  fienerally  composed  of  the  same  , 
matters  which  make  up  the  sum  of  our  daily,  unlearned  talk — the 
appearances  of  nature,  the  acts  and  accidents  of  human  existence,  the 
afit'ctions  that  are  native  to  all  bosoms.  If  the  poet  sometimes 
intriiduces  supernatural  agents,  fabulous  deities,  ghosts,  witches, 
fairies,  and  genii,  for  many  ages  the  homeliest  firesidts,  in  feaiful 
earnest,  told  of  the  same  ;  and  the  imagined  influences  of  such  beings 
form  a  considerable  part  of  the  prose  liistory  of  the  planet. 

SJieplierd.   Why,  sir,  the  Brownie  o'  Bod^beek*  — 

North.  In  the  plain  matter-of-fiict  conceptions  of  many  genera- 
tions, James,  Minerva  was  as  real  a  personage  as  Ulysses,  and  the 
Weird  Sisters  no  less  historical  than  Macbeth. 

Shepherd.  Perhaps,  sir,  the  diction  o'  poets,  apart  from  metre, 
will  supply  the  essential  character  required. 

North.  No,  my  dear  James.  Those  critics  who  have  pretended 
to  give  recipes  for  the  compounding  of  poems,  are  very  diflfgse  on 
this  head  of  diction,  and  availing  themselves  of  the  peculiar  facility 
afforded  by  the  Greek  language  to  word-coiners,  have  given  names 
to  almost  every  form  into  which  words  can  be  fashioned  or  dis- 
torted,— 

For  all  a  Rhetorician's  rules  >/ 

Teach  uutliiug  but  to  name  Lis  tools. 

But  among  all  these  tropes,  figures,  skemata,  or  whatever  else  they 
may  be  called,  there  is  not  one  to  which  the  poet  can  lay  an  exclu- 
sive claim. 

Shepherd.  The  distinction's  no  in  the  diction  then,  sir  ? 

North.  Certainly  not,  James.  Must  of  them  are  mere  arbitrary 
departures  from  commf)n  sense,  grammar,  and  logic,  extremely  rifu 
in  the  moutiis  of  persons,  wiio,  from  passion,  ignorance,  or  confused 
intellects,  forget  one  half  of  their  sentence,  before  they  have  uttered 
the  other — figurts  which  poets  have  imitated  with  more  or  less  pro- 
prietv,  but  of  whieh  they  are  neither  inventors  nor  patentees. 

Shepherd.   What  say  you,  sir,  to  Metaphors? 

North.  'Ihe  Metaphc-r,  the  only  figure  which  adds  to  the  wealth 
of  speech  (most  others  indeed  are  the  shifts  of  |)overty)  and  to  which 
ull  others  that  have  any  real  beauty  or  fitness  may  be  reduced,  con- 
stitutes a  large  portion  of  every  spoken  language,  as  must  lie  ul)vi- 
ous  to  any  one  who  w  ill  analyzes  a  few  of  tlie  simplest  sentences  he 
may  hear  from  the  dullest  jieison  he  knows. 

*  Oo«  or]Io(,'g'i  prate  roinancei.— .M. 


^ 
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Skcjiherd.  Tlial's  llie  way  \vi'  Jocli  Linton — an  idiot  — 

North.  The  I'acL  is,  we  use  ligures  so  iVeqiienlly  that  the)'  cease 
to  atlec't  us  as  suoh.  The  language  Oi"  the  rudest  nations  and  of  the 
most  uneducated  individuals,  is  always  most  palpablv  liguiative, 
because  their  vncabuiary  is  too  narrow  to  furnish  a  suflieiency  of 
proper  terms, — and  because  they  are  unacquainted  with  that  artifi- 
cial dialect,  which  philosophers  have  invented,  in  the  bootless 
endeavor  to  avoid  figures.  Bootless  indeed  !  fi>r  after  all,  the  lan- 
guage of  Chemistry,  of  Metaphysics,  even  of  Mathematics,  is  even 
more  figurative  than  that  of  Oratory  or  Poetry. 

Shepherd.   Is  that  possible  ? 
\         North.  There  are  wore  tropes  in  a  page  of  Euclid  or  Aristotle 
than  in  a  whole  book  of  Homer. 

Shepherd.  Suiely,  sir,  Philosophy  has  a  dialect  different  frae  the 
common  vernacular  idiom  ? 

North.  James,  the  common  vernacular  idiom  is  so  essentially 
tropical,  that,  if  we  except  the  names  of  sensuous  objects,  there  is 
not  a  single  term  or  phrase  that  was  not  originally  nu'taphoric  ; 
unless  we  exclude  a  few  abstractions  strayed  from  the  schools,  such 
as  Quantity,  Quality,  lielation,  Predicament,  &c.,  which,  though 
now  familiar  as  If  and  But,  were  of  scholastic  mintage,  and  proba- 
bly, when  first  issued,  sounded  as  strange  and  j)edantic  as  Idiosyn- 
crasy, Ideality,  or  any  modern  compound  of  the  Tranicendeiitalists 
and  Phreniilogists.  The  truth  of  the  position,  though  evident 
eniiugli,  is  yet  more  striking  in  primitive  unmixed  languages,  such 
as  the  Greek  and  Hebrew,  than  in  our  own,  which,  being  derivative 
and  heterogeneous,  often  borrows  a  word  in  the  secondary  sense 
only.  Thus,  we  pronounce  the  word  Virtue  without  being  conscious 
that  it  is  related  to  Force  or  Manhood  ;  and  talk  of  a  Jejune  Style 
without  thinking  of  Physical  Inanition. 

Shepherd.  Na — there  1  am  thrown  out  entirely,  and  can  follow 
you  no  langer. 

North.  The  diction,  then,  of  Poetry,  in  all  its  component  parts, 
is,  and  must  be,  the  same  as  that  of  Prose — not  always  ot  boole 
prose,  which  is  often  abstract  and  technical,  but  of  the  plain  uu- 
nieditated  prose  of  actual  life  and  business. 

She/)Iierd.   I'm  weel  disposed  to  believe  that,  if  I  could. 

North.  You  do  believe  it,  James,  and  act  upon  it,  l)oth  in  oral  and 
written  discourse.      You  speak  poetry,  my  dear  Shepherd. 

Shipherd.    I'm  glad  ye  think  sae,  sir.      Sae  do  ye. 

North.  Nor  does  it  at  all  invalidate  my  argument  that  certain  ex- 
pressions or  particular  words,  in  j»rocess  of  time,  become  peculiar 
to  metrical  c<jmposition,  <ir  that  many  words  and  phrases  have  been 
invented  by  poets  which  never  obtained  general  currency.  Every 
form  of  speech,  every  noun,  verb,  and  particle  must  have  been  first 
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Uttered,  at  some  time,  by  somebody — just  as  all  the  fashions  of 
dress,  which  the  many  assume  to  avoid  singularity,  must  once  have 
been  singular.  Tliu  question  is  not,  whether  poets  do  not  introduce 
more  new  fasiiions  into  language  than  other  men,  but  whether  any 
particular  fashion  is  the  constant  and  distinctive  uniform  of  Poetry. 

Slu'pherd.  That's  the  pint. 

North.  Some  con)posers  in  metre  have  essayed  an  ornate  or  ex- 
otic style,  and  some,  like  Henry  IMoore,  the  Platonist,  have  inserted 
in  couplets  and  stanzas  the  contents  of  the  Scientific  Glossary  ;  but 
these  are  only  to  be  regarded  as  experimenters  on  established  dic- 
tion ;  nor  could  their  innovations  strike  root  in  poetry,  though  they 
long  kept  possession  of  book  prose. 

ISheplurd.   What  say  you,  sir,  to  poetical  leeshanses  1 

North.  As  to  what  are  called  poetical  licenses,  they  are  either 
acknowledged  transgressions,  or  remnants  of  old  liberty,  protected 
by  the  precedents  of  such  great  n)odels  as  were  produced  before 
language  was  reduced  to  rule.  Such  licenses  may  be  convenient — 
they  may  be  agreeable,  because  they  have  agreeable  associations; 
but  they  iKj  more  constitute  a  poetic  dialect,  than  the  mole,  "cinque- 
spotted  "  on  the  bosom  of  a  beautiful  woman,  constitutes  an  order 
t)f  beauty. 

Shepherd.  Say  that  simile  ower  again — it's  maist  beautifu'. 

North.  Since,  then,  neither  the  matter  nor  the  expression  of  Poe- 
try specifically  dilfers  from  that  of  Prose,  where  shall  we  find  the 
tli.slinctive  character? 

Shepherd.    Heaven  knaws. 

North.  It  has  been  said.  Poetry  is  R^sifjn.  Is  there,  then,  no 
passi(;n  in  Prose?  None  inordinary  conversation?  Are  Poets  the 
oidy  men  who  feel  and  express  Love,  Admiration,  Pity,  Hate,  Scorn? 
Or  is  every  man,  when  he  feels,  expresses,  and  imparts  these  emo- 
tions, jjro  teiiijtore  a  jioet? 

Shef/herd.    1  hat's  a  red  actio  ad  absurdo. 

North.  Passion  may  indeed  divide  Poetry  from  abstract  science, 
but  surely  not  from  (Jratfiry,  hardly  from  History,  which  can  neither 
be  written  nor  read  without  some  intere^t  in  the  recorded  acts,  some 
sympathy  with  the  agents,  some  feeling  of  apprehension  that  wluit 
Las  iu-en  may  be  again. 

Shepherd.  It  seems  to  me,  sir,  to  lie  ae  thing  to  say  there  is  nae 
Poetry  wiihoiit  Passion,  and  anither  thing  to  say  that  Passion 
makes  I'ortiy. 

North.  Y«»u  have  hit  the  nail  on  the  head,  my  dear  James.  Mat- 
ters in  whieh  the  vital  sentient  nature  of  man  is  uninterested,  pro- 
positions to  the  truth  or  falsehood  of  which  the  heart  is  indiHerent, 
beioii'.;  as  little  to  the  poet  as  to  the.  moralist.  There  may  be  neces 
sary  parts  of  a  poem    in  whieh   there  appears  to  be  no  passion,   but 
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these  are  no  more  Pnetry,  than  the  hair,  nails,  or  other  insensate 
furniture  of  the  body,  are  partakers  of  animal  life.  Passion,  then, 
is  an  essential  element  of  Poetry,  but  not  its  determining  or  exclu 
sive  property. 

Shepherd.  1  wonder  where  this  philosophical  inquiry  o'  ours  is  to 
end. 

North.  Many  poets,  and  more  critics,  have  taken  for  granted  that 
the  Passions  whicli  the  poet  feels  and  communicates  are  the  same  as 
the  Pas^^iitns  he  describes,  or  difllrent  only  in  degree  and  duration 
— that  the  affections  excited  by  Poetry  are  the  same  as  those  exci- 
ted by  real  events  in  real  life  — and  that  the  intensity  of  these  emo- 
tions is  the  critcriim  of  poetic  excellence. 

Shepherd.  And  are  they  not,  sir?     Are  you  gaun  to  deny  that? 

North.  Tiie  generality  of  prose  tragedies,  such  as  George  Barn- 
well and  the  Gamester,  and  almost  the  whole  class  of  sentimental 
novels  and  crying  comedies,  are  constructed  upon  this  principle — 
productions  always  pernicious,  so  far  as  they  are  effective,  and  not 
least  pernicious  when  they  appeal  most  powerfully  to  those  sensi- 
bilities, which,  in  their  natural  healthful  exercise,  are  the  best 
prompters  of  virtue. 

Shepherd.   I  think  but  little  o'  sic  plays  as  them  — 

North.  The  same  assumption  has  induced  some  writers  to  dis- 
card the  use  of  metre,  and  whatever  else,  in  matter  or  expression, 
might  remove  Poetry  from  the  sj)here  of  daily  doings  and  sufferings. 
Hence,  too,  the  enemies  of  the  Aluse  have  taken  occasion  to  cen- 
sure poets  as  evil  citizens,  corrupters  of  youth,  allies  of  sin,  nour- 
i^hers  of  those  rebellious  frailties  which  it  is  the  office  f)f  reason  to 
condemn,  and  of  religion  to  sulidue.  Would  that  no  poets  really 
deserved  the  imputation  !  But  all  the  greatest  human  poets  must 
deserve  it,  if  it  be  true  that  poetry  excites  the  common  passions,  or 
is  itself  the  growth  of  such  passions  ;  for  the  new  didactic  and  de- 
scriptive authors  who  might  escape,  possess  the  very  name  of  poets 
by  a  very  dubious  tenure.  Then  must  it  follow  that  the  worst 
regulated  minds  are  the  most  poetical. 

Shep)herd.  That's  poweifu'  rea.sonin',  and  anilher  reductio  ad 
'xhsurdo. 

North.  "The  vision  and  the  faculty  divine"  would  then  have  to 
be  wooed,  not  in  silence  and  seclusion,  in  the  calm  of  nature,  or 
amid  the  sweet  amenities  of  social  life,  but  in  the  sunless  skulking- 
holes  of  high-viced  cities — in  the;  carnage  of  the  lost  battle — at  the 
sack  of  long-besieged  t(/wns — in  the  selfish  turmoil  of  revolution — 
among  smugglers,  conspirators  and  banditti — at  the  mad  gaming- 
table— in  lunatic  asylpms,  and  wherever  else  man  grows  worse  than 
beast. 

Shepfierd.  Gurney — Gurney- — be  spre  you  t^k  that  (Joon  correck. 
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North.  This  str.injTo  error,  James,  seeins  to  arise  from  two 
sources: — First,  from  ignorance  or  fur-retfuliiess,  that  there  is  a  spe- 
cific poetic  passion,  pervading  every  faculty  of  tlie  true  poet  while 
in  the  exercise  of  liis  function,  and  coiuinunicaled  to  his  •'  fit  audience" 
— which  is  neither  irasciljle  nor  concupiscible,  neither  earthly  love, 
nor  joy,  nor  mere  human  j>ity,  far  less  anger,  fear,  hate,  pain,  re 
morse,  or  any  other  infirmity  that  "flesh  is  heir  to."  This  is  tho 
muse  of  ancient  bards — the  poetic  madness — 

Shepherd.  It  is — it  is — I've  felt  it  a  thousan'  times. 

North.  This  passion  is  no  more  confined  to  any  separable  portion 
or  portions  of  a  poem,  than  the  soul  of  man  to  any  particular  member 
of  his  bodv.  It  is  all  in  everv  part,  but  cannot  be  detected  in  anv. 
It  cannot  be  exhibited  in  an  abstract  form,  nor  can  it  manifest  itself 
at  all,  except  by  animating  and  informing  the  imagination — or  by 
assuming  the  shape  of  human  passion,  in  which  it  becomes,  as  it 
were,  incarnate,  and  confers  beauty,  power,  glory,  and  joy,  on  its 
earthly  vehicle. 

Shepherd.  Glorious — perfectly  glorious!  (Aside) — WuU  he  never 
be.  dune  ? 

North.  As  the  pure  elemental  fire  of  Ileraclitus  was  supposed  to 
be  essentially  impalpable  and  invisible,  but  to  act  on  the  senses 
through  ordinary  lire  as  its  medium,  or  as  light  which  contains  all 
colors,  is  itsi  If  colorless,  and  indistinguishable  from  clear  vacancy. 

Shepherd.  Beautiful — perfectly  beautiful  !     (Aside) — What'n  non 
eense ! 

North.  It  may  be  objected,  that  the  word  Passion  is  unfitly  applied 
to  a  purifsing  t-nergy  ;  Viut  the  poverty  of  language  supplies  no  bet- 
ter term  for  those  aits  of  the  soul  tliat  are  indrpendeiit  of  volition; 
and  v\  helhcr  to  good  or  loevil,  carry  man  beyond  and  out  of  himself 
Perhaps,  however,  we  may  l)e  permitted  to  use  a  term,  without 
claiming  for  profane  or  modern  poets,  that  divine  afflatus  whi<h  the 
prophetic  bards  enjoyed,  and  the  earlier  Heathen  songsters  declared, 
and  probably  believed,  themselves  to  enjoy — a  term  which 

Shepherd.   Iiisptirnlion — sir — that's  the  term. 

North.  It  is.  Let  the  metafihysician  determine,  whether  this  pas- 
sion, energy,  <>r  Jnspnration,  be  a  cause  or  an  effect,  whether  itfecuii- 
dizes  the  imagination  with  poetic  forms,  or  results  from  the  organi- 
zation of  \\u'  forms  themselves.  We  know  that  the  forms  often 
remain  in  the  charnel-house  of  passive  memory  when  there  is  no 
spirit  to  animate  th(  in;  but  whether  the  spirit  pre-exists  or  survives 
in  a  se[)arate  state,  we  h.'ive  no  means  of  ascertaining;  nor  is  tho 
question  of  more  impr)rtanee  to  p<iet  or  critic,  than  a  somewhat  sim- 
ilar and  much  agitated  prol)lem,  to  the  anatomist  and  physi<'ian.  It 
is  esmngh  for  us  to  know,  by  the  eviilence  of  our  consciuiisness,  by 
phenomena  else  contradictory  and  inexplicable,  that  the  poetic  spirit. 
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the  lux  luaficu},  dfthe  iinaffinatioii,  acfft,  and  therofoic  is.  What  it 
is,  or  lu>\v  it  came  to  be,  we  are  as  iiidiirorcDt  as  we  are  ignorant. 
Our  conci-rn  is  with  the  laws  by  which  it  acts,  and  the  forms 
through  wiiirh  it  is  revealed — and  tlierefore  1  iii;iy  now  proceea 
James (7'Ae  trumpet  bluws  for  supjjer) 

Shepherd.  Mercy  onus — is  that  the  sooper  trumpet?  I  declare 
on  my  honor  and  on  my  science,  that  tlmujrh  you  maun  hae  been 
speak  in'  for  twa  hours,  the  time  did  na  seem  aboon  ten  minutes  at 
the  langesU 

North.  We  have  had  a  most  delightful  twa-haundit  crack,  my 
dear  James — but  I  fear  I  may  have  been  occasionally  rather  tire- 
some. 

Shepherd.  Tiresome  !  you  tiresome  ! — I  never  saw  you  brichter 
in  a'  my  days — sae  clear,  sae  conceese,  and  sae  short!  O,  sir,  you 
are  indeed  an  oracle. 

North.  I  hope  that  I  have  left  no  part  of  the  subject  involved  in 
the  slightest  obscurity  ? 

Shepherd.  As  you  kept  speakin',  sir,  the  subject  grew  distinker 
and  distinker — till  it  was  overflowed  or  rather  drooned  in  licht;  just 
like  a  mountainous  kintra  that  has  been  lang  lyin'  in  Scotch  mist,  till 
the  sun,  impatient  o'  his  cloudy  tabernacle,  after  some  glorious  glim 
nierin'  amang  the  glooms,  comes  walking  out  o' the  front  door  o'  his 
sky-palace — and  glens,  rivers,  lakes  and  seas,  a'atance  revealed^ sing 
and  shine  homage  to  the  Meridian  Apollo. 

North.  The  suljject,  James,  is  one  wiiieli  I  have  studied  deeply, 
for  half  a  century — aud  I  hope  you  uiil  not  make  any  use  of  my 
ideas. 

Shepherd.  Use  o'  your  ideas,  sir  !  no  me.  I  ken  the  value  o' 
your  idtas,  sir,  ower  weel,  ever  to  mak  use  o'  ony  o'  them. 

North.  A  work  in  Four  Quartos,  James,  on  the  Principles  of 
Poetrv,  would 

Shepherd.  Hae  a  great  sale — there  can  be  no  doot  o'  that.  You 
shouldna  let  Mr.  Blackwood  hae  the  copyright  under  fower  thousan' 
guineas  at  the  verra  least 

North.  Will  you,  my  dear  James,  have  the  goodness  to  look  over 
a  thousand  or  fifteen  hundred  pages 

Shepherd.   O'  the  MSS.  1 


North.   And  give  your  candid  opinion 

Shepherd.    1    shall    be   maist    prood    and    happy  to  do   sae,  sir. 
i^Aaidi.) — 'J'ibby  'II  singe  fools  wi'  them. 

(TVte  supper-trumpet  souiida.) 
North,  {xpriiigmg  to  his  feet.)  That  trumpet  stirs  my  soul  like  tin- 
old  ballad  (4' Chevy  Chace. 

Shepherd.  "  His  pleasure  in  the  Scottish  woods 

Three  euiimier  days  t<>  take  1" 
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Oh,  bul  these  twa  linos  are  in  tlienisei  s  a  poem.  Whut'n  a  boiin- 
din'  o'  oeer  and  glancing  o'  arrows,  and  souiidin'  o'  horns,  and 

North.  Take  my  crutch,  James — I  can  walk  without  it  to  tht, 
supper-rootii.     Ft)iiow  me,  my  dear  James. 

Shepherd.  Goon — I'll  follow  tliee. — {Aside) — What  imconceiva- 
hle,  uncuinprehen>ible,  and  unexpressible  nonsense  has  lie  been 
toomin' out,  about  poetry  and  a' the  rest  o't! — and  that  he  ca's 
playin'  the  first  fiddle!  Poor,  silly  aiild  man  !  What  a  smell  o' 
roastin  !  Take  care,  my  honored  sir — take  care — father — take  care. 
Diiiua  slip  on  the  ile-cjaeth.  {Exeunt  Ambo.) 

SCENE   W.—  The    Octagon. 

Enter  Mr.  Ambrose,  with  a  roasted  hare  ;  Kixg  Pkpin,  xvith  a  brace 
of  (jrnuse  ;  Sir  David  Gam,  wUh  a  he»  jjhcasaiit  ;  Tapitoury,  with 
the  cold  round,  and  hoys  with  supplementary  dishes.  Tiien  enter 
North,  with  a  very  slight  limp.,  and  hack  gently  curved.,  with  the 
BOTTLE  under  one  arm,  and  the  Di/t'h  Dram-case  under  the  other  ; 
followed  by  the  Shepiikkd,  apparently  very  lame,  hohhliug  along  on 
the  Crutch,  and  imitating  the  Old  Nonpareil,  like  a  Mathews. 

North.  Stand  out  of  tiie  way,  Ambrose. 

Shepherd.  Staun  out  o'  the  way,  Ambrose — or,  "  with  my  staff 
I'll  mal<e  thee  skip." 

North.   Where's  Crutch? 

Shejdierd.  Ilt-r.'.  Wou'd  you  like,  sir,  to  see  nie  gang  through 
the  manual  and  platoon  exercise  ? 

North.  Simulder  The  Crutch.,  and  show  how  fielils  arc  won  ! 

Shi-iihird.  That  way  o'  gieiii'  the  word  would  never  do  on  paraud. 
Sliooiher  horif! 

(77//'  cratch  Jlies  out  of  ih-  Siikimikkd's  hand,  and  hits  Tai'Itoury 
on  the  .sconce,  and  Kino   I'kimn  on  the  shins,  Mr.  Amurosk  him- 
self making  a  narrow  escajic.) 
Coiifriun'  m.^  gin  the  Timnu'r  did   na  loup  out  o'  my  haun  o'  its  ain 
accord,  instinck   wi'  speerit.  like 

North.  Aaron's  md.  Why,  Janies,  let  Mr.  .lolm  Lockhart,  and 
Mr.  Erai.cis  Jifl'r<-y,  and  Mr.  'I'homas  Campltell,  and  Mr.  Charles 
Knight,*  and  other  e<iil<»rs  of  credit  and  renown,  lay  down  their 
\v;ilking-sti(ks  on  this  floor,  durin<i  a  Noct<'s,  and  Crutch  will  swallow 
them  all  up,  to  the  discomfiture  of  iheir  astonisiied  own»rs,  the 
maL.'i<ians. 

Shepherd.  Be  seated,  sir,  be  seated — what  a  savory  smeilin'  snoper 
L'"emm    maks  !      What  can    lie  the  reason    that    there's   nae   tholin' 

•  Al  thin  limo.  Irf>rl<h«rt  editfid  the  (fwrlrrhi    Urrinr  J.-lfrey  llie  F.dinlurul,,  Caiiij.boU  tht 
A>i/-  Jiluiitluy  Miiuii'iie.  and  Cliorlo*  Kiii((lil  Itis  l.uHilun.  —  itl. 
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pootry,  cin    thoy  be  stinkin'  ever  sae  little,  while  ggemm  on   the 
Ither  iiaiii)  's  no  eataWIe,  unless  they're  gaen  Strang  1 

North.  Say  graco,  James. 

Shepherd.   I've  said  it  already. 

North.   I  never  heard  it,  James. 

Shv2)herd.  Aiblins  no — but  I  said  it  though — "God  bless  us  in 
these  mercies" — only  when  the  ee's  greedy  the  lug's  deaf. 

North.  James,  within  these  few  weeks,  how  many  boxes  of  game, 
think  ye,  have  been  sent,  directed  to  Christopher  North,  Esq.,  care 
of Ambrose,  Esq.,  Picardy  Place,  Edinburgh? 

Shepherd.  Sitme  dizzens,  1  dinna  doubt. 

North.  Mr.  Ambrose? 

Ambrose.  Eight  boxes  of  grouse,  four  of  black  game,  two  of  ptar 
migan,  twelve  of  partridges,  three  of  pheasants,  and  one-and-twenty 
hares.  Yesterday,  arrived  from  Klllarney,  the  first  leash  of  wood- 
cocks ;  and  really,  sir,  I  have  kept  no  account  of  the  snipes. 

Shepherd.  That's  fearsome. 

North.  At  least  three  times  that  amount  of  fur  and  feathers  has 
found  its  way  to  the  Lodge,  1  gave  John  a  list  of  the  names  of 
some  hundred  or  so  of  my  particular  friends,  alphabetically  arranged, 
with  orders  to  distribute  all  over  the  Old  and  New  Town,  setting 
aside  every  sixth  box  for  my  own  private  eating,  and  it  was  with 
difficulty  we  got  rid  of  the  incumbrance,  at  the  allowance  of  three 
brace  of  birds  and  a  hare  to  each  family  of  man  and  wife  with  four 
children  and  upwards;  two  brace  of  birds  and  one  luaukin  to  each 
family  with  three  mouths  ;  one  brace  or  a  hare  to  every  barren 
Couple ;  and  a  single  bird  to  almost  cwQry  maiden  lady  of  my 
acijiiaiiitance. 

Shepherd.  It's  the  like  o'  you,  sir,  that  deserves  presents. 

A7nbr0.se.  Then,  sir,  the  red  deer,  and  the  two  roes. 

Shepherd,  IIoo  did  you  get  through  the  red  deer,  sir? 

North.  I  sent  it,  James,  hide  and  horns,  to  that  ancient  and  illus- 
trious body,  the  Caledonian  Hunt. 

Shepherd.   An'  the  Raes  ? 

North.  One  of  them  I  eat  myself — and  the  other,  which  had  got 
maggoty,  I  buried  in  the  garden  beneath  my  bank  of  heaths,  which 
I  expect  next  year  to  glow  like  the  western  heavens  at  sunset. 

Shejiherd.  You  maun  leev  at  sma'  expense 

North.  A  mere  trifle;  and  then,  you  know, 

I  do  not  cat  but  little  meat, 
My  stomach  is  not  good. 

Shepherd.  But  you  can  drink  with  any  he. 

That  ever  wore  a  h(x>d. 
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^orth.  Glenlivet  comes  poiirinfi  in  upon  me  at  a  rate  never  to  be 
overtaken.  'I'he  last  anker,  per  Cromarty  packet,  from  my  most 
excellent  friend  Millliank,  I  tasted  this  morning  before  breakfast,  and 
It  excels  any  thing  of  the  kind  I  can  ever  hope  to  enjoy  on  this  side 
of  the  grave 

Shepherd.  Is't  the  same  way  with  wines,  ales,  and  porter? 

Xorth.  Almost.  Whithread,  thongh  a  Whig,  is  a  fine  fillow,  like 
his  father  before  him,*  and  his  animal  tiutt  is  true  as  tlie  swallow  to 
the  spring.  What  with  my  Edinlmrgh  and  Leitli  friends,  Messrs. 
Berwick  and  Giles,  the  Secretary  of  the  Shakspeare  Club  at  Alloa, 
and  the  Town  Council  of  Peebles,  my  ale  cellar  is  a  reservoir  that  is 
never  dry — and  as  for  wines,  it  is  pleasant  to  be  reminded  by  pipe  or 
hog>head,  that  the  visit  of  Christopher  North  is  not  forgotten  on  the 
Tagns  or  the  Rhine 

Shepherd.     Are  you  no  tell  in'  me  a  pack  o'  lees  ? 

North.  Why,  James,  it  is  the  first  time  I  ever  heard  my  veracity 
called  in  question. 

Shepherd.  Folk  never  ken  what's  their  character  in  the  warld. 
Thousans  maintain  that  you  never  spak  ae  word  o' truth  at  the  Noctes 
a'  (he  days  o'  your  life. 

North.  Poo!  Nor  are  the  largesses  of  my  dear  Public  confined  to 
vivres  alone — hut  include  all  articles  of  wearing  apparel — chith  shoes 
for  my  gouty  foot— quarter,  Wellington,  and  top-hoots,  James — 
lamhswool  stockings — comforters — wrist-nifis — flannel  fir  drawers 
— anil  vou  would  stare  to  see  the  inside  of  my  closet  of  Kilmarnock 
niiilitcaps.  My  leading  article  for  September  brotight  me  from  Man- 
chester, one  piece  of  fustian  f  )r  jackets,  and  another  for  breecl)es, 
measuring  each — I  s[)eak  chiefly  frcmi  conjecture — from  fifty  to  a 
hundr.d  yards — for  after  unrollintj  from  the  pin  for  a  good  quarter 
of  an  hour,  I  was  called  down  stairs  liy  Helen,  and  fiistian  and  vel- 
veteen remain  tmm<'ted  to  this  day.     Some  hare,  James? 

Shejihcrd.    I'll  just  tak  the  ither  groose. 

North.  Then  as  f  .r  razors — I  have  specimens  of  all  the  cutlery  in 
thf  kliiL'doin — a  Iliad*'  for  ever\  day  in  the  year. 

Shepherd.   'I'hree  hnnder  and  sixtv-five  rauzors  ! 

North.  V\H)V.  the  sup[)osition  that  you  may  shave  twenty  times 
with  one  razor,  w  ilhout  sending  it  to  l)e  set,  1  shall  not  need  to  troidilo 
that  malel.iess  artist,  Mi'.  Macleod  in  Coliigt-street,  for  twenty 
years. 

•  Samoal  'WhilKreBd.  iron  iind  luectMor  of  an  extanniva  hrrvrnr  in  London,  lat  in  pnrliiiin*nt 
for  ihii  l.oroueh  n(\\fM»ri.  f<.r  many  yat*.  nnd  wim  on«  <.f  iIip  in<.M  vit'oroin  i>ii|.i.nBrit.-  ^'f  •'If- 
I'llt  lie  WB..  err  «.r  llie  li-ailiri.  nf  \\t<-  Wlij*;  [..-irlv.  and  ocndiulnd  tti<!  iiiiin^nrliinHnl  I'l  l.>.;d 
MpIvMU,  in  I-ii.'..  IIb  wni.  ii.nmi'd  to  I,nrd  Or.'VK  i.i»i<r  n.-wiiHiin  a.livi'  iriiit,I..T  nf  tlio 
C"(rmime<-  under  wIioki-  mipprinlpndrnre  Driirv  l.anB  'i'lu-ntrn  wn»  ribiiill,  nlur  il»  d.■^l^lll■llln 
bv  (\rr.  In  l-lTi  lie  difd  l,v  hiii  own  hand  Mr.  WliiO.rfTaH'p.  Kon  (h.r<-  iM.-nlion.'d  l.y  N""'')  '"•^ 
M.  1'    for  Middl<-.'!C  from  l.TA)  lo  Ip^O,  and  hii  grinJ»on  ha*  «al  lor  l!«dr..rd  i.in«J«  H.W.— M 

Vol.  III.— 11 
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S/ie})li('rd.  Yoiirbiiird  'ill  bo  iiiinglcd  \vi' the  inools  long  afore  th.it, 
I  fear,  sir. 

Nor  til.  No  U'ars,  James — no  tears. 

Sheiihcrd.  Nae  toars  !  ILio  can  I  help  the  wator  frac  staunin'  in 
\u\  ee,  when  the  back  of  the  groose  is  sue  hell  het  wi'  kyean  pepper] 
It's  waiir  than  an  Indian  curry.  Oh  !  man,  hut  a  hare  makes  a  curi- 
ous skeleton  ! 

North.  You  are  satirical  on  my  appetite,  James — but  remember  I 
am  dining  nnw. 

Shepherd.  You  seem  to  me,  sir,  to  be  breakfastin',  lunchin',  dinin', 
takin'  your  four  hours,  and  sooper  a'  inane  and  the  same  meal — and 
oh  !   but  you're  a  Rabiawtor. 

North.  Sir  David,  bring  me  a  stewed  snipe  or  two. 

Sheplierd.   Do  tlie  moths,  sir,  ever  get  in  amang  your  claes? 

North.  Do  they  not?  It  was  only  last  Saturday  night,  that  I  had 
rung  the  bell  for  Shoosy,  that  we  might  wind  up  the  clock — * 

Shepherd.  The  clock  in  the  trans.  Oh!  man  !  but  she's  a  gran' 
ticker — and  has  a  powerfu'  pendulum. 

North.  To  my  amazement  Shoosy  was  in  tears — absolutely  sob- 
bing — and  covering  her  wliite  face  with  her  apron. 

"  Then  cheered  I  my  fair  spouse,  aud  she  was  cheered." 

Shepherd.  What!  Ilae  you  married  your  housekeeper?  Is 
Shoosy  your  spouse? 

North.  A  mere  quotation,  James — and  Tickler,  you  know,  insists 
on  every  quotation  being  verbatim  et  litenititn — correct  — 

Shepherd.  That's  unco  silly  in  him — and  he  must  ken  better  what's 
the  privileged  practice  in  that  respeck  o'  wuts  and  orators — but  the 
question  is,  hae  your  claes  suffered  frae  moths? 

North.  Shoosy,  James,  had  that  afternoon  been  overhauling  one 
of  the  chests  of  drawers,  in  which — my  clothes-closets  being  all  full 
— we  are  necessitated  to  stow  away  some  of  our  apparel — and,  on 
coming  to  the  bottom  drawer,  which  she  opened  on  her  knees,  by  all 
that  is  transitory,  the  moths  had  drilled  their  way  clean  down 
through  a  devil's  dozen  pair  of  breeches,  including  one  of  doe,  and 
two  of  buckskin  ! 

Shepherd.  That  must  hae  been  a  tryin'  discovery  to  the  faithfu' 
cretur  !  1  see  her  on  her  knees — wi'  clasped  hauns — as  if  sayin'  her 
juayers. 

North.  The  claret-colored  breeches,  in  which  Christopher  North 
was  so  much  admired  V>y  the  King — God  bless  him — when  he  kept 
court  in  Ilolyrood — "were,"  said   Shoosy,  "when   1   held   them    up 

•    For  oil  explanation  of  the  phrase  "  winding  up  the  clock,"  vide  Tristram  Shandy. — M 
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Detween  me  and  the  light,  oh,  master,   master — in  the  bottom  part 
likn  a  very  sieve  !" 

Shepherd.  Maist  distressin' !  for  mendin'  moth-eaten  claes-  is  per- 
feckly  iinpossible.  But  may  I  mak  so  free,  sir,  as  to  ask,  hoo  mony 
pair  u'  breeks  you  tliiiik  yuu  mav  chance  to  hael 

North.  I  have  every  one  single  pair  oi  breaches,  James,  that  have 
been  made  tor  me  hince  I  came  of  age.  They  may  amount — but,  to 
use  the  language  of  the  trade.  I  have  not  taken  stock  for  some  years 
• — to  stune  four  or  five  hundred  [lair. 

Shepherd.  Do  you  mean  pairs  or  cooples  ?  For  five  hunder 
ooople's  double  (\\<i  hunder  pair — a  pairo'  breeks  bein'  singular,  and 
u  coople  of  coorse  bein'  plural. 

North.  Pardon  me,  James,  but  I  cannot  agree  with  you  in  think- 
ing a  pair  of  l)reeks  singular,  except  indeed,  in  the  Highlands,  where 
the  genius  of  tiie  language  — 

She'pherd.   Bring  me  some  stewed  snipes,  too,  Tapitoury. 

Tupitoury.   Oh  yes  !      [Abaconds.) 

Sh'j'hrrd.  Gin  I  ihocht  that  imp  was  mockin'  me,  I  wad  pu'  his 
lugs  for  him — 

North.   What  i>  your  opinion  now,  James,  of  Irish  affairs? 

Shepherd.  Wiuit  ihe  deevil  hae  I  to  d<i  wi'  Eerish  affairs]  You're 
getlin'  crazy  about  Eerish  aliaiis  athegither  — 

North.  N<»t  quite.  But,  all  that  is  necessary,  I  verily  believe,  to 
get  stark  staring  macj  aljont  them,  is  to  pay  a  short  visit  to  Ireland, 
and  gulp  a  few  gallons — nut  of  her  whisky,  James,  but  merely  of 
her  atmosphere. 

She/iherd.  ll'li  be  a  kind  o'  gas  that  maks  folk  daft  — 

Aorlh.  Look  with  a  discerning  spirit  over  the  seven  millions, 
and  you  will  find  that  the  more  capacious  the  lungs,  the  madder  the 
man.  Tlure  an;  Dan  OCoiiiiell.  an<l  Eneas  MacDonnell,  and  Pur- 
cell  (.>"(jornian,*  and  sundry  other  tremendous  ()s  and  Macs,  each 
of  whom  has  capacity  for  at  lea^t  a  hogshead  of  atmosphere  l)etwi'en 
back  and  breast-bone,  which  they  spout  forth  in  speech,  as  madly 
as  the  whales  do  the  water,  when  they  leaji  and  play  in  the  Arctic 
seas. 

Shepherd.   But  is  na'  Shcil  a  sma'  imp? 

North.  True.  But  Dicky,  being  a  man  of  dimimitive  propiM'tions, 
ha-,  just  enough  of  madness  to  iinike  him  mischievous,  and  no  more. 
He  can  point  it,  as  you  would  the  index  of  a  weather-glass,  to  the 
j>recise  circumstances  of  the  tiine.  He  weighs  his  j)eriods  in  his 
Ktudy,  with  the  nicely  of  an  apothecary  in  his  shop,  and  models  his 
madness  into  not  unskilful  tropc-s,  which  even  please  the  fancy,  when 
one  can  forget  the  mi.^chiet'  o('  the  intent  I'm.  j 

*  O'Connell    tnd   OTJormnn  were   larce-frimcd   men.     Tlio  former  remarlcably   *o      lOnoaii 
Ma>'l)oi<nvll  i«  tall,  but  liy  no  iii'-uns  di'i'|i-rlii^r.iiMl.— .M 

t   In    tlin  lirilixli  Iklanda  if   it  br  thought   that   an  orutor  cumniili  hi*  fvuchct  to  looinorjr,  • 
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Shepherd.  Lot  lis  howp  that  it  is  upon  natives  alone  that  the  in 
fluence  of  the  Irish  atniospliere  lias  this  .strange  efll-ck. 

North.  Nay,  James,  send  over  the  soberest  Englishman  or 
Si-ot(.'liman  to  Ireland,  and  unless  from  great  care  and  a  diligent 
use  of  counteraeting  medicines,  in  the  course  of  no  long  time  he 
gets  as  wild  as  the  rest;  and  in  just  proportion  to  the  capacity  of 
his  lungs,  and  the  number  of  hours  which  he  passes  in  the  clear 
oj)en  air. 

Shepherd.   Is  that  what  they  ca'  a  yippidemici 

North.  It  is.  Look  at  Lord  Anglesey,  what  a  changed  man,  since 
he  has  been  given  to  riding  abont  amongst  the  mountains  and  the 
^Milesians  of  Munster  !*  Mr,  Peel  was  very  little  touched  while 
in  Ireland,  because  he  tf>ok  care  to  come  over  frequently  and  take 
large  draughts  of  Entjlish  atmosphere;  but  even  he  wanted  to  have 
a  pistol-shot  at  Dan  U'Connell,  in  which  desire  the  said  Daniel  not 
appearing  very  warmly  to  participate,  the  Right  Honorable  Secre- 
tary was  sufleied  to  exhale  his  fit  of  Irishism,  without  risk  of  homi- 
cide, upon  the  flats  about  Calais.'j'  Mr.  Goulburn,  again,  escaped 
without  the  least  touch  of  Irishism  ;  but  the  reason  was,  that  he 
was  always  at  work  in  his  oflice — he  did  not  go  abroad,  and  he 
brought  over  a  quantity  uf  ('fficial  atmosphere  from  England,  in 
which  he  lived,  and  moved,  and  had  his  being,  during  his  residence 
in  the  sainted  isle. 

Shepherd.  We  never  heard  o'  Mr.  Goolburn  in  the  Forest — but 
he  niay  be  a  very  clever  man  tor  a'  that. J 

North.  It  follows  from  ail  this,  James,  that  as  the  Irish  in  Ireland 
are  all  mad,  and  as  the  English  sent  over  there  are  so  very  likely 
to  become  so,  it  would  be  \<i\y  proper  that  the  English  government 
should  take  the  afVairs  of  Ireland  more  immediately  into  their  own 
hands,  and  if  the  Roman  Catholics  must  have  an  Association,  they 
should  be  made  to  hold  their  club  in  London,  where  the  change 
of  air,  and  experienced  keepers,  would,  no  doubt,  have  the  most 
beneficial  effects. 

Shepherd.  There's  plenty  o'  Eerishmen  in  this  kintra  already, 
wiilioiii  bringing  ower  the  Association.  But  let  oiiy  sane  man 
(some  one  who  has  arrived  from  ILilyhead  the  same  morning)  walk 

eonternptuoug  opinion  of  him  is  usually  entertained.  Extempore  speaking  is,  indeed,  the 
rule,  and  prepared  S|<eeches  the  exceplion.  not  only  at  the  bar.  on  the  hustings,  and  at  public 
meetings,  but  also  in  Parliament.  Urillianc  ai>  iSheil's  speeches  were,  they  had  Ultle  clTect 
u   on  his  auditors,  because  they  were  prepared.  — .M. 

•  The  .Marquis  of  Ancleeey.  (who  died  April  "iy,  1851.)  was  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland 
duiing  the  year  lo'i-».  a  d  again  i'roin  November.  1-30,  to  .September,  IfjX}.— M. 

t  Peel  was  .-Secretary  for  Ireland  from  1-l'J  to  l-lfe,  and,  taking  ofi'ence  at  some  personality 
spnicen  by  O'Conneli.  sent  him  a  challenge  to  fight  .a  duel  which  was  accepted.  I'eel  went 
over  to  Calais,  beyond  the  jurindiction  of  Kngland  but  O'Conneil  was  arresieil  in  London  on 
his  way  to  France,  and  bound  over  to  keep  ihe  |.eace,  whereby  tiie  duel  was  prevented, —iM. 

+  Henry  Goulburn.  Secretary  for  Ireland,  from  1-21  ti\  1— J.-<,  has  also  been  Cnancellor  of  the 
Exchequer  and  Home  .Secretary,  under  Wellington  and  Pe»'  He  is  a  laborious  but  by  na 
me&ns  a  clever  man. — \L 
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into  sic  a  place  as  an  Eerisliman's  Association  maun  be  on  the  day 
vf  a  debate,  and  he'll  no  need  to  wonder  that  the  wild  yet  iinposin' 
or^'ies  are  productive  o'  political  madness,  independent  o'  the  atmc- 
spliere,  which  nae  doubt  helps.  Grupp  either  me  or  you  even,  and 
look  us  up  in  a  madliouse  wi'  raving  maniacs,  and  it'll  soon  need  a 
stout  chain  and  a  stiff  strait-waistcoat  to  keep  us  down  to  the  floor 
t)'  our  cell. 

North.  This  process  goes  on  in  Ireland  every  day  in  the  year. 
Suppose  you  walk  into  the  Association  while  the  dry  reports  about 
rent  and  so  forth  are  being  read,  there  is  an  air  of  importance  and 
legislative  anthurity  about  the  assembly  which  carries  you  away 
froni  the  reality  t)f  things  before  you.  Men  speak  of  '' the  other 
Housf,"  meaning  ihereliy  the  Imperial  House  of  Lords,  and  no  one 
laughs,  or  seems  to  think  it  an  al)>urdity  or  a  blunder. 

^krj/kerd.  And  yet,  sir,  it  is  'maist  as  absurd  as  if  a  set  o'  noisy 
neer-do-weels  ^ittin'  in  the  Royal  Hotel,  after  the  races,  were  to 
liken  themsells  to  us  o'  the  Noctes,  sitliu'  here  in  "the  ither 
house." 

North.  But  what  is  all  this  to  the  speech-making  1  The  other 
day  an  Englishman  of  the  name  of  Williams  got  up  and  talked  a 
considerable  [lortion  of  good  sense — not  fearing  to  say  even  there 
that  the  Duke  of  Wellington  was  "  neither  a  foul  nor  a  Coward  " — 
and,  according  to  the  rational  course  pursued  by  people  brought  up 
where  the  air  does  not  make  them  mad,  he  recommendid  teniper 
and  moderation.  Up  started  a  young  Irish  maniac,  or  liarri.-ter,  for 
in  the  Association  these  terms  are  synonymous,  and  he  launched 
into  a  harangue  aljout  the  provocaiions  of  Irish  Roman  Catholics, 
in  a  Voice  <>f  agony,  as  if  all  the  while  some  one  had  been  tearing 
the  flesh  oft'  his  hody  with  red-hot  pincers.  He  described  the  mur- 
derings,  the  floggings,  the  toiturings,  the  shedding  of  blooii,  which 
were  suffered  by  the  Roman  Catholics  in  the  last  rebellion  — 

Shej)h<rd.    lie  w  ud  dwell  particularly  on  the  bluid. 

Norlli.  Until  it  must  liave  aj)peared  to  his  excited  auditory,  that 
they  sasv  the  miseralile  bands  of  fu;;iliv»^  l'api^ts  stiu;igling  and 
phi>hing  through  the  rivers  of  gore,  which  lli)\\ed  from  their 
»lau;;hlere<l  

Shejiherd.  W  hat  a  difference  atween  a  jtautriot  and  a  dema- 
gogue ! 

North.  We  read  thes*;  speeches  at  our  breakfast-table,  and  w(! 
laue;h  at  their  alourdily,  and  so  we  ought,  for  they  are  al)surd  ;  but 
if  We  heard  them  as  they  are  delivered  liejbre  a  great  multitude,  the 
illusion  might  l)e  too  htiong  for  any  imui  who  has  not  some  lifiy 
years'  experience  of  the  emptiness  and  Itilsehood  of  the  worlil,  to 
bteel  his  heart  jgainst  all  enthusiasm. 

Hhij/herd.   You've    foigotten    your    theory  o'  the  atmoHphere,  sir. 
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But  evin  such  a  man  tis  you  suppose,  might  be  carried  away,  wlien 
the  descripiidU  was  one  o'  misery.  Were  it  of  haj)j)iiiess,  he  might 
hiiigh  in  all  the  scorn  o'  unbelief;  but  guilt  and  misery,  sir,  seem 
true  to  tiie  <ild,  as  well  as  to  the  young. 

Koith.  Why  indeed,  James,  the  account  of  all  these  horrr)rs,  so 
extravagantly  painted  by  the  young  Counselhtr,  are  true  in  part;  for 
in  all  relx'lliuns  there  must  be  hanging,  and  shooting,  and  cutting  of 
throats  with  swords,  and  much  burning  and  outrage.  But  all  those 
terrible  things  happen  on  both  sides;  and  the  Papists  did  not  suffer 
more  than  did  the  Protestants  in  the  rebellion  of  ninety-eight;*  hut 
there  is  no  one  to  tell  them  all  this  in  the  Catholic  Association,  and 
they  go  forth  maddened  with  recollections  so  vividly  and  partially 
called  up  before  them. 

S/icphei-d.  It  canna  be  difficult  to  foresee  the  effock  o'  a'  this  on 
the  opposite  pairty,  the  Protestants. 

JVorfh.  The  effect  produced  in  the  Protestant  Clubs  is  of  the 
same  kind,  but  less  in  its  degree,  in  proportion  to  the  comparative 
smallness  of  each  sejiarate  assemlily,  and  the  absence  of  that  great 
and  widely-spread  authority  which  attaches  itself  to  the  insanities  of 
the  Association.  Besides,  they  have  not  had  the  practice  in  this 
kind  of  infuriating  oratory  which  the  Papists  possess,  nor  have  they 
had.  iiniil  very  lately,  much  provocation  to  its  exercise. 

Slupherd.  There's  been  nae  want  o'  provocation  lately. 

Noilh.  WMiile  they  were  the  dominant  party,  they  sunk  into  cul- 
palle  slothfulness,  and  neglected  the  prudent  means  of  preserving 
their  power,  and  the  stability  of  the  constitution,  such  as  it  was 
given  us  hy  our  fathers. 

Shepherd.  Nae  uncommon  case,  either  wi'  individuals  or  nations. 

North.  Al)ove  all,  they  committed  the  grand  error  of  suffering 
the  power  of  the  {)arlianientary  representation  to  pass,  in  a  great 
measure,  into  the  hands  of  a  lion)an  Catholic  tenantry,  and  now 
this  error  recoils  upon  them  with  a  force  which  is  almost  irresistible, 

Slit'pherd.  I'm  only  surprised,  sir,  that  the  lloman  Catholic  pairty 
should  hae  delayed  sae  lang  to  make  use  o'  it. 

North.  But  now,  James,  the  Protestants  see  the  danger  which 
threatens  the  ascendancy  of  their  church  and  party  in  Ireland.  Now 
their  orators  start  forth.,  and  it  will  go  hard  wiih  them  if  they  do  not 
soon  equal  the  Papists  in  vehemence  and  passion,  as  they  alieady 
surpass  them  in  everything  else  (save  multitude)  which  makes  a 
party  strong. 

Shepherd.   Don't  you  approve  of  the  Brunswick  Clubs  ? 

North.  1  d(^.  But  the  Brunswick  Clubs  are  set  up  as  measures 
•A  defence  against  the  Catholic  Asscjciation  :  let  the  latter  be  put 
dowu  by  solemn  and  stern  interposition  of  the  law,  and  the  Briius" 

*  Verjr  i»K  Iribhrnen  will  btlieve  this. — M. 
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wick  Clubs  will  immediately,  not  dissolve  of  ihiMnselves,  hut  :«vib- 
side  into  qiUL'scoiice, — and,  to  use  a  favorite  expression  of  the  Irish 
orators,  men  will  no  longer  "  halloo "  each  oiher  on,  to  glut  the 
savage  passion  of  j)oiiticKl  revenge.* 

Shepherd.  Wl.at  a  rickle  o'  banes  on  the  trenchers,  on  the  table 
and  the  sideboard  !  Hare,  pheasant,  groose,  snipes,  sweet-breads, 
palates!  no  to  mention  a'  the  puir  l)its  o'  tarts,  custards,  and  jellies 
— melted  awa'  like  siiaw  aff  a  d\  ke  !  But  is  na't  a  great — a  noble 
— a  shuidime  sicht — the  Cauld  Roun',  towerin'  by  himsel'  in  the 
middle  o'  the  board — his  sides  cinthed  \vi'  deep  fat,  like  a  mountain 
wi' sna\v-d rifts  ? — and  weel  does  he  deserve  the  name  o'  mountain — 
Ben-Buttock — see — see — furrows,  as  if  left  by  the  plough-share,  high 
up  his  sides  ! 

North.    What    it   is   to  have  the  eye  and   soul  of  a  poet !     The 
mere  nuirks  of  the  twine  that  kept  him  together  in  the  briny  pickle 
tub. 

[Enter  Ambrose  and  others  with  the  materiel.) 

Shepherd.  Fair  fa'  your  honest  face,  Mr.  Awmrose.  Oh!  but 
you're  a  bonny  man — and  I'm  no  surprised  that  Mrs.  Awm 

North.  Spare  Mr.  Ambrose's  blushes,  James, 

Shepherd.  What  a  posse  comitawtus  o' them  ihey  look,  as  they're 
a'  leevin'  the  room,  ilka  chiel,  big  and  sma',  gien  a  glower  out<»ure 
his  bhtjother,  first  at  nie  and  then  at  Mr.  North!  I'll  tell  \ou  the 
thing  that  maist  o'  a'  marks  men  o'  genius  like  me  and  you,  sir — 
we  never  lose  our  novelty.  Ken  us  for  fifiy  years,  and  see  us  every 
ither  week,  and  still  a'  folk,  o'  ony  gumption  at  least,  are  perfectly 
delichted — nor  can  they  help  wunnerin' — wi'  the  nt)velty — as  I  was 
sayin' — o'  our  faces — and  the  novelty  o'  our  feesiars — and  the 
novelty  o'  our  maituiers — and  the  novelty  o' every  thing  we  say — or 
do — ^ju>t  as  bricht  uv  brichler  than  the  first  time  they  ever  saw  us 
atweeti  the  een  ? 

North.  A  shallow  fellow  nnis  out  in  a  single  forenoon  call  of 
oliihmadaver — and  next  time  you  meet  him,  the  Bohemian  chat- 
terer i«i  like  a  turkey  without  a  tongue. 

Shepherd.  The  reason  is,  that  his  mind's  like  a  boyne  that  some- 
body else  has  fdled  half-fu'  o'  dirty  water — say  a  washerwoman  wi' 
suds — and  whejicver  it's  cowpeil,  the  su<Js  o'  conrse  fa'  out  first  wi' 
He  great  blash,  and  then  sune  dreef)  through  the  wee;  worm-holes  o' 
the  yearlh,  and  in  a  W-v;  minutes  disappearin'  dry  and  durty. 

N'lrlh.  While  with  us,  James,  the  stream  of  thought  is  like  n 
river  flowing  from  a  lake 

Shepherd.   And  only  lost  in  the  sea. 

North.   Fructifying,  as  it  flows,  a  hundred  realms 

Th»)  BruiKWick  Clubt  were  whoUjr  Ai  ti-Cstholic,  and  worn  vrry  >hort-liveiI. — IkL 
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Shepherd.  Why  even  a  shallow  mind— that's  to  say,  sir,  a  mind 
no  vi'iy  deep,  if  it  hae  but  a  natural  spring  o'  its  ain,  never  runs 
dry,  but  nuirmurs,  alang  a  bit  wee  water-coorsey  o'  its  ain  scleckin 
amang  the  broomy  and  brackcny  baidis  and  braes,  wee!  contented 
at  last  to  lose  its  name,  but  no  its  nature,  in  anither  niair  capacious 
intellect,  sic  as  mine  or  yours — like  the  Eddlestane,  or  the  Quair. 
or  the  Leithen,  singin'  wi'  a  swirl  into  the  sawnion-haunted  Tweed. 

North.  Exquisite,  my  dear  James — exquisite,  (iive  me  a  com- 
panion with  a  mind  of  his  own — something  peculiar  at  least — if  not 
ab>oluteIv  original 

Shepherd.  And  I'm  sure,  sir,  you  would  let  a  dull  dungeon  o'  mere 
learnin' — 

North.  Go  hang.  What's  the  matter,  James  I  What's  the 
matter  ? 

Shepherd.  I  really  canna  help  wishin',  sir,  that  there  was  a  mark 
on  the  thermometer,  aboon  that  o'  bilin'  water,  just  for  the  sake  o' 
whusky  toddy. 

North.   Is  the  jug  a  failure,  James  ? 

Shepherd.  It  would  be  sacrilege  to  whusky  like  that,  to  gi'et  mair 
than  ae  water — but  then  ae  water,  especially  gin  it  be  the  least  aff 
the  liile,  deadens  the  jug  below  the  proper  pitcli  o'  hotness,  nor  in  a' 
the  realms  o'  nature,  art,  and  science,  is  there  ony  remeed. 

North.  There  are  many  evils  and  imperfections  in  our  present 
state  (if  existence,  James,  t<>  which  we  must  unrepiningly  submit. 

Shepherd.  Repinin'?  Whaever  heard  me  repinin',  sir?  But 
sur*  ly  you're  no  sae  stupit  as  no  to  ken  the  difference  atween  yaw- 
merin'*and  moraleezin' ! 

North.  They  are  often  not  easily  to  be  distinguished,  in  the  writ- 
ings of  those  persons  who  have  been  pleased  to  devote  their  time  and 
talents  to  the  promotion  of  the  temporal  and  eternal  interests  of  the 
human  race,  James. 

Shepherd.   What  skrows  o'  sermons  are  written  by  sumphs  !j- 

North.  It  requires  that  a  man  should  have  a  strong  mind,  James, 
to  get  into  a  puij)it  every  seventh  day,  and  keep  prosing  and  preach- 
ing away  either  at  people  in  particular,  who  are  his  parishioners,  or 
at  mankind  at  large,  who  are  merely  inhabitants  of  the  globe,  with- 
out Contracting  a  confirmed  habit  of  general  insolence,  most  unbe- 
coming the  character  t)f  a  gentleman  and  a  Christian. 

Shc//herd.  Especially  mirilsters  that  are  mere  callants,  little  ma'r 
than  students  o'  divinity — fresh  frae  the  Ila' — and  wlia,  even  if  they 
are  rather  clever,  canna  but  be  verra  ignorant  o'  human  natur,  at 
least  o'  its  warst  vices,  it  is  to  be  houped  ;  yet  how  crouse  thecreters 
lire  in  the  poopit !      How  the  Itits  o'  bantams  do  craw! 

•   Yammering — makii^g  a  loud  outcry. — M.     t  Suvipli, — a  soft,  muJdy-headed  foilow. — M. 
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I^^ortk.  The  spectacle  is  more  than  disgusting. 

Shepherd.  No,  sir  ;  it's  neither  less  nor  niair  than  disgustin' !  Dis- 
gustiii's  the  verra  word.  Nae  doubt  a  weak  mind,  ower  sensitive, 
micht  ca'  the  creter's  impidence  profanation  ;  but  it's  no  in  the 
power  of  a  bit  shallow,  s'lly,  upsettin'  crcter,  wi'  an  ee-glass  danifjing 
at  the  breast  o'  him,  thouj^h  he's  na  mair  blin'  than  I  am,  except,  in- 
deed, to  his  ain  insi^fnificaiice  and  presumption,  and  to  his  character 
and  reputati(jn,  baith  wholesale  and  retail — wi'  his  starched  neck- 
cloth propjiin'  up  the  chouks  o'  him,  as  stifl'  as  a  black  stock — and 
the  hair  o'  his  head  manifestly  a'  nicht  in  papers — sae  that  when 
you  fir>t  see  him  staniiin'  up  in  the  poopit,  you  can  scarcely  help 
luichin'  at  the  thought  u'  a  contrived  eemage  risin'  up  out  o' a  band- 
box; it's  nae  sae  easy,  1  say,  sir,  fur  a  cretero'  that  kind  to  profane 
a  kirk. 

North.  IIow  so,  James,  I  scarcely  fathom  you. 

Shepherd.  The  sanctity  o'  a  sma'  kirk  is  Strang — Strang,  sir, 
whether  it  V)e  on  a  dark  day,  when  a  sort  o'  gloainin'  hangs  abooii  and 
below  the  laigh*  galleries,  soberin'  and  tamin'  the  various  colors  o' 
the  congregation's  sabl>alh-claes,  and  gi'en  a  solemn  expression  to  a' 
faces,  whether  pale  and  wrinkled,  or  smooth,  saft,  and  shinin'  as  the 
moss-roses  when  Ijloomin'  unseerr,  a'  left  alane  to  their  bonny  sells, 
in  the  gardens  o'  the  breathless  houses  sprinkled  in  the  wilderness, 
and  a'  staunin'   idle  during  the  hours  o'  divine  worship. 

North.  God  bless  you,  James.  I  feel  the  Sabbath  silence  of  a 
thousand  hills  descending  upon  my  soul  and  senses.  Never  is  your 
genius  more  delightful,  my  dear  Sh(]ilKril,  than  when 

Shepherd.  You're  a  real  gude,  pious  aiild  man,  !Mr.  North,  wi'  a'  ■ 
the  unaccountable  perversities  u'  }our  natur.  Or,  haply,  when  after 
a  wee  bit  cheerfu'  and  awaukening  patter  o'  a  hasty  simmer  shower 
on  the  windows  lookiii'  to  the  stormy  airt,  the  sun  bursts  out  in  sud- 
den glory,  and  fills  the  humble  tabernacle  wi'  a  licht,  that  is  felt  to 
Ije  gracious  as  the  smile  o'  the  all-seeing  God  ! 

North.  Happy  Scotland — thrice  happy  in  thy  most  simple  Sabi)ath- 
serviee,  long  ago  purchased  and  secured  by  blood — now  held  by  the 
tenure  of  now  and  iIk n  a  lew  (-(jntrite  tears! 

Sh'pherd.  'I'tic  l.omiie  lassies — a' dressed  like  \trra  leddies,  and 
yet.  at  the  satne  lime,  for  a"  that,  likewise  just,  like  themsellsj  and 
w  fia  v\adna  wi.-h  to  see  them  arrayed  on  tiie  tSabbath  like  the  lilies 
o'  the  field  ?  Their  sweethearts,  perhaps,  or  them  no  quite  their 
sweethearts  yet,  heljiin'  them  to  turn  ow<'r  the  leaves  o'  their  IJililes 
ut  every  reference  to  sjrijituie  till  the  hail  kiik  rustles  wi'  religion. 

North.  Even  like  the  wry  sycamore  shading  llie  porch,  when  the 
only  l)reeze  in  all  the  air  visits  f(;r  a  minute  its  saered  umluage! 

Shepherd.  Just   sae,   sir  ;  gie    me  your  haun'.      I^ict  me  fill   your 

•   Z,ai4f*,— I0W.--M. 
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f:lii>s.  This  jug's  sweeter  nor  usual— and  vvlial's  strong  should  ayo 
l.i>  swi-et.  KviT}-  ht-re  and  there  an  aiild  gray  head  o'  grandfather  oi 
gn-at-'M-andfather.  w  i'  an  aspect  aniaist  stern  in  its  thoehlfuhu-ss,  fixed 
wV  dim  vet  searchin'  een  on  the  expounder  o'  the  Word — and  ma. 
trolls,  wi'' sweet  serious  faces,  fair  still,  though  time  has  touchi'd 
them,  in  the  beauty  o'  holiness — and  young  wives  sae  douce,  liut  no 
sae  douneast,  wha  "in  early  spring,  and  yet 'tis  simmer,  were  maidens, 
and  as  tiiey  walk'd  ainang  the  braes  pu'd  the  primroses  for  their 
snooded  hair* — ami,  sprinkled  up  and  down  the  pews,  gowdeii-headed 
wtans,  that  at  school  are  yet  in  the  Larger  or  Shorter  Catechism, 
some  o'  ihcm  listenin'  ti)  the  discourse  like  auld  people,  some  of 
them  doin'  a'  they  can  to  listen  ;  some  o'  them,  aiblins,  when  their 
pawrents  are  no  lookin',  lauchin'  to  ane  anither  wi'  silent  jokes  o' 
tlicir  ain,  scarcely  uiiderstoo<l  by  themsells,  and  passin'  awa  art"  their 
faces  in  transitory  smiles,  like  dewy  sunbeams  gliiitin' frae  the  hare- 
l^eils — or  wearied  wi'  their  walk,  and  overpowered  l)y  the  slumber- 
ous  hush  o'  the  place  o'  worship,  leanin'  their  heads  on  the  shouthor 
of  an  elder  sister,  wha  stirs  not  lest  she  distuib  them — heaven  foigive 
and  bless  the  innocents — fast,  fast,  and  sounds  sound  asleep  ! 

iVorlh.  The  "contrived  eemage,"  James,  as  you  called  him, 
with  his  eye-glass,  slirt'starched  stock,  and  poll  of  ringlets,  has  dis- 
iipi)eared  into  his  bandbox — on  with  the  lid  upon  him— and  let  him 
lest  within  the  pasteboard. 

Shepherd.  When  you  and  me  begins  a  twa-handed  crack,  there's 
tiae  kennin'  whare  the  association  o'  ideas — there's  a  pheelosophic 
word  for  you — will  carry  us — and  oh,  sir!  it's  pleasant  to  embark 
in  our  fairy  pinnace,  me  at  the  oars,  and  you  at  the  helm,  and  wi' 
wind  and  tide,  to  drap  awa  down  tlie  lianks,  sometimes  laigh  with- 
out being  flat,  st)metimes  just  trembliu'  into  knowes,  and  sometimes 
heavin'  into  hills — noo  a  bit  solitary  birk-tree  dancin'  to  the  din  o' 
waterfa' — noo  a  coppice,  a'  that  renuiins  o'  an  auld  decayed  forest — 
noo  a  wood,  a  hundred  years  o'  age,  in  the  prime  o'  life — noo  a 
tower,  a  castle,  an  abbey — to  say  naething  o'  the  glintin'  steeples  o' 
kirks  and  the  lumms  o'  dwallin'  houses  smokin'  in  the  clear  air,  or, 
in  the  heat  o'  simmer,  lookin'  as  if  tliey  were  only  ornaments  to  the 
ihaieh-rcfofs  variegated  by  time  wi'  a'  the  colors  o'  the  rainbow. 

North.  1  feel  now,  James,  in  my  heart's  core,  the  difference  be- 
tween  '■  yawmerin'  and  moraleezin'." 

ISliephcrd.  A  man  may  let  his  sowl  sink  down  to  the  verra  bot- 
tom o'  the  black  pit  o'  mental  despair,  sir,  and  yet  no  deserve  the 
name  o'  a  yawtnerer. 

North.   Ay,  James,  it  was   in   no   playful    mood,  but  in  an  agony 
that  some  haunted  sjiirit  first  strove  to  laugh  the  phantoms  to  scorn, 
by  naming  them  blue  Jevils, 

•   Stuiod, — a  young  woman's  maiden-fillet  for  tying  round  her  liead  — M. 
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S/ie/'hi'id.  Mercy  on  us  !  when  ;i  mail  thinks  wha  made  him,  and 
for  what  end,  and  then  thinks  what  his  lite  at  the  verra  best  has  been, 
the  only  wonder  is  that  he  does  iia  gang  mad.  Wha  that  breathes 
the  breath  o'  life,  wlien  standin'  a'  by  himsell  in  tlie  desert,  has  na 
reason  to  ca'  npon  the  rocks  to  cover  him,  to  hide  him  in  the  bowels 
o'  the  earth  frae  the  beautiful,  benign,  and  gracious  l)lue  sky  ?  Every 
day  is  a  day  o' judgment.  1  feel  that,  sir,  every  iiicht  I  kneel  down 
to  say  my  prayers,  and  hear  wee  Jamie  br^athin'  in  the  bed  at  the 
foot  o'  our  ain  ;  but  then  again,  bairns  and  ilher  bles:sings  are  gien 
us  to  hinder  our  souls  frae  swarfai'  within  us  at  the  thoelit  o'  our 
ain  wickedness — and  since  He  who  made  us  and  provides  for  us, 
hung  our  planet  by  the  golden  chain  o'  beauty  round  the  sun,  and 
g'ed  us  senses  mirroring  creation,  and  spirits  to  rejoice  in  the  mys- 
terious refliCtion,  surely,  surely,  silly  and  sinfu'  though  we  ail  are, 
we  may  venture  at  times  to  lift  up  a  humble  but  happy  ee  to  the 
'•glorious  firmament  on  high,"  being,  fallen  as  we  are  from  our  high 
estate,  but  a  little  lower^ — so  we  are  truly  tauld — than  the  angels. 

Nortli.  We  are  getting  perhaps  somcvvhat  more  serious,  James, 
than  is  altogether  suitable  to  — 

Shipherd.  Na,  sir.  This  is  Saturday  nicht — and  cheerfu'  as  Sat- 
urday nicht  ever  is  to  every  son  o'  dear  auld  Scotland, —  mair  espe- 
cially since  sweet  liobin  hallowed  it  by  that  deathless  strain — it 
aye,  somehow  or  itiier,  seems  wi'  me  to  partake  o'  the  character  o' 
the  comiii'  Sabbath. 

North.  1  have  felt  that  sentiment,  my  dear  James,  through  all 
the  chances  and  changes  of  my  chequered  life  ever  since  boyhood. 
\\\v\\  then,  when  night  came  unawares  upoi:  us  at  our  play,  wiih 
h.-r  one  large  clear  nuKtri  and  her  thousand  twinkling  stars,  at  the 
quick  close  of  the  happiest  of  all  holidays — the  Saturday — a  sud<ien 
hiisli  used  to  still  the  beatings  of  my  wild  heart  — and  whether  with 
my  playmates,  or  slipping  away  l)y  myself,  1  us(;d  to  return  from 
the  brae  <)r  the  glen  to  the  Manse,  with  a  divine  melancholy  in  my 
mind,  ever  and  anon  eyeing  with  a  delight  allied  to  awe  and  wonder, 
the  heavenly  host  mar>halling  lheni>elves,  every  minute,  in  vaster 
multitudes  all  over  the,  glorious  firmaim-nt,. 

Slnpherd.  Do  you  ken,  iMr.  North,  that  evt-ry  thocht,  every  feel- 
ing, every  image,  every  description,  that  it  is  possil)le  for  a  poet  to 
pour  out  frae  within  the  sanctuary  o'  his  spirit,  seems  to  In;  brought 
frae  u  hidden  store,  that  was  gathered,  and  giineU'd,  and  hcap.d  \\[^ 
by  him>ell  unconsciously  during  the  heavc-nly  era  o'  early  life  I 

North.  'I'nie,  Janus,  \r\n\.  U  call  not  the  little  laddie  idle  that 
is  rilrolling  by  some  trotting  burn's  meander,  all  in  aimless  joy  by 
his  happy  stlf — or  an^ding.  perliaps,  as  if  angling  were  the  sole  end 
of  life,  and  all  the  world  a  world  of  <lear  nmnnig  waters — or  bird- 
nesting  l>y  bank  and  lirae.  and  hedgerow,  and  fore^l,-sitle,  with  more 
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iiiiMiiiiiative  passiuii  than  ever  impelled  men  of  old  to  voya;re  to 
golden  lands — or  stringiiij^  blaebL-nieson  a  thread,  far  in  the  l)o.s(>in 
of  woods,  where  sonietinies  to  his  quaking  heart,  and  his  startled 
eves,  the  steinsof  the  aged  mossy  trees  st'enied  to  glimmer  like  gliosis, 
and  then  in  a  siulden  gust  of  the  young  emotion  of  beaiitv,  that 
small  wild  fruitage  blushed  with  deeper  ar.d  deeper  pvnple,  as  if  in- 
deed and  verily  gathered  in  Paradise — or  pulling  np  by  the  roots, — 
that  the  sky-biue  (lowers  might  not  droop  their  dewy  clusters,  when 
gently  the  stalk  should  be  replanted  in  the  rich  mould  (;f  the  nook 
of  the  uaiiien,  licside  the  murmuring  hives, — the  l(;vely  Harebells, 
the  IMne  Hells  of  Srotland  — 

Shepherd  llourra — hourra — hourra  ! — Scotland  for  ever! — damn 
a'  the  niggers  ihat  daur  to  hint  the  tenth  pairt  o'  the  sma'est  mono- 
syllable against  Sei;tland.  Say  on,  sir,  say  on — but  acknowledge 
at  the  same  time,  that  you  are  catchin'  your  inspiration  frae  him  you 
love  to  ca'  the  Shepherd — and  w  ha,  were  he  to  be  une  o'  the  crooned 
heads  o'  E\iroj)e,  would  glory  in  the  name!  — 

Xurth.  Ur  tearing  a  rainbow  branch  of  broom  from  the  Ilespe- 
rides  — 

Shepherd.  That's  a  real  bonny  use  o'  a  classical  fable  — 

Norlh.  Or  purer,  softer,  brighter  far  ihan  any  pearls  ever  dived 
fi.r  ill  Indian  seas,  with  fnigers  tremliling  in  eagerest  passion,  yet 
lialt-i  estrained  in  reverential  wonder  at  their  suij>assing  loveliness, 
jilucking  li'Din  the  mossy  stones  |)iimroses  and  violets  I  And  almost 
sick  with  the  scent  of  their  blended  balm,  taint,  faint,  faint  as  an 
odor  in  a  dream — and  with  the  si"ht  of  their  blended  beantv,  the 
bright  burnishi  d  \  tdlow, — yes,  at  once  b()th  bright  and  pale, — and 
the  dim  celestial  blue, — yes,  at  once  both  celestial  and  sullen, — 
unable  to  determine  in  the  rapt  spirit  within  him,  whether  primrose 
or  violet  be  the  most  heaveidy  flower  of  the  wilderness!  All  blent, 
mingled,  transfused,  incorj)orated:  spiritualized,  the  one  with  the 
other  into  one  glowing,  gorgeous,  meek,  mild,  magnificent  whole, 
into  one  large  Luminous  Flower,  worthy,  nor  more  than  worthy,  to 
be  placed  by  his  own  happiest  hands  on  the  bosom  of  his  own  iirst- 
love,  thin  seen  sitting,  far  oil"  though  she  be,  by  the  knee  of  her  old 
grandame,  reading  the  Bible  aloud  with  her  silver  voice — an  orphan, 
even  niore  blessed  than  she  knows  herself  to  be,  in  the  well-pleased 
e\ e  ot    1  leaven. 

S/iejdierd.  (on  Mr.  Gurney  spiles  (hat.  either  in  the  contraction  or 
the  extension,  he  deserves  to  gang  without  his  sooper — that's  a' — 
and  yet,  perhaps,  it'll  no  read  so  weel  in  prent  as  to  hear  it  spoken 
—  for  oh,  sir,  but  you  hae  a  fine  moilulated  vice  when  \  ou  speak 
rather  laigh — and  then  when  a  body  looks  at  youi  dim  een  and  your 
white  face — though  they're  no  that  unco  dim  nor  white  neither-^— and 
your  figure  mair  bent  o'  late  than  we  a'  couid  wi.->h — the  etllck's  no 
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to  be  resisted.  Hut  the  jug's  noddia'  at  you,  sir;  touch  noses  \vi' 
him,  as  fnens,  they  say,  do  in  Turkey — and  then  shove  him  owerto 
me,  and  I'll  replenish — fur,  by  this  time,  puir  fallow,  he  maun  be 
sair  exhau-ttd. 

Koith.  All  fiotitious  composition — however  pathetic — ought  to 
leave  the  mind  of  the  reader  in  a  happy  state,  James.  Is  not  the 
soul  i.t'»very  man  worthy  of  immortality  left  in  a  happy  state,  at 
the  (•oiiclii>inM  of  Lear,  knowing  that  Cordelia's  now  gone  to  hou\en  1 

Shepherd.  'Twas  an  inevitable  con.>uniinalion  ! 

North.    But  inferior  writers  — 

Shepherd.  'Jhe  verra  instant  an  author  begins  darkenin'  heaven's 
gracious  daylight,  except  it  be  for  the  sake  o'  a'  burst  o'  sunshine 
that  has  been  danitned  up  as  it  were  amang  the  black  clouds,  and  is 
a'  at  ance  let  out  in  a  spate  o'  licht  breakin'  iiitil  a  thousand  streams 
through  the  sky, — I  say,  the  verra  in.-taiit  1  see  the  idi«it,  and  the 
waur  than  idiwit,  doin'  what  he  can  to  "  put  out  the  liclit,  and  then 
—  put  out  the  lieht" — I  order  awa  the  book,  just  as  1  would  do  an 
empty  bottle  wi'  some  dregs  o'  soor  yill  in't  that  never  at  its  best 
was  worth  the  corkin',  and  tell  the  mistress  that  she  numnna  alloo 
that  volumm  to  get  into  the  leebrary  again  on  penalty  o'  its  being 
burnt. 

Korlk.   What!     You  are  your  own  incremator? 

Shepherd.  It  was  only  the  last  week  that  we  had  an  Auto  da  Fe. 
o'  vawMH-rers  on  the  knowe — the  pamphlets  Imrned  sweetly — but 
ae  blockhead  in  bttards  died  vei  ra  hard,  and  as  for  the  coofs  in  cawf, 
some  o'  them — would  you  believe  it — were  positively  alive  next 
nioinin',  and  I  lidited  my  pipe  at  the  finis  o'  a  volumm  on  Corrup- 
tion, afore  I  went  to  the  hill  with  the  grews. 

North.  lint  how  do  you  reconcile,  James,  this  cheerful  creed  of 
yours  with  the  general  melancholy  of  the  Noctes  ? 

Shtpherd.  There  is  nae  creed,  either  philoNojihical  or  theological, 
with  which  the  tnelaiiclioly  o'  the  N<»(tes  may  not  be  reconciled,  as 
easily  as  twa  friends  that  liae  never  tjuarrelled.  My  remaik  amount- 
ed to  this,  that  lhei»-  never  was,  never  will  he,  luver  can  he,  in  this 
subiunaiy  scc ne,  a  j)eifect  jug  o'  het  toddy. 

N'irlh.    I  have  the  beau  ideal  of  one,  James,  in  my  mind. 

Shiphrril.  j\a — na — dinna  think  o'  bamboozlin'  me  wi'  your  bo- 
adeeals.  Iniperlict  as  I  alloo  this  jug  to  he,  it  is  neverthiless  better, 
when  you  put  it  to  your  mouth,  than  any  ho-adi-eal  o'  a  jug  that  ever 
\ou  hafi  in  \onr  mind.  For  what  can  •>ny  l)o.adceal  o'  a  jug.  hy 
oiiy  pos-il)iliiy,  he  l.iit  a  cotu-eption,  or  in  it  her  words,  a  remem- 
brance? And  will  you  firf  tend  to  tell  me  that  there  evtr  was,  either 
o'  eataldes  or  drinkaldes,  a  conception  or  a  remembrance  hall  as 
vivid  as  the  lifjniil  or  solid  reality  its  ai-i  sell  { 
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North.  Bjt  then,  James,  by  abstracting,  and  adding,  and  modify- 
ing, and  — 

iShephcrd.  O,  sir,  sir!  O  my  dear  sir,  ye  niaunna,  ye  really 
niannna  begin  sae  soun  as  the  verra  first  second  jug  to  dreevil  niet- 
apheesics 

Nordi,  Even  thus,  James,  the  loveliest  of  the  loveliest  of  the  ere 
atit)n,  as  she  breathes  and  blooms  in  bright  and  l)almy  (le>h  and 
bloi)d,  what  is  she  to  the  vision,  the  idea,  in  the   poet's  l)rain  1 

Shvpherd.  Til  tell  you  what  she  is — her  wee  finger,  aye,  her  wee 
tae's  worth  a'  the  air- woven  lininiers  — 

North.  O,  Medicean  Venus  ! 

Shepherd.  1  never  saw,  ye  ken  that  weel  aneuch,  the  marble  statue; 
but  I  hae  seen  a  plaister  cast  o'  the  Heathen  ereter — and  1  dinna  deny 
that's  she's  a  gae  tosh  body,  rather  o'  an  under  size,  and  that  the 
chiel  who  originally  cut  her  out,  could  hae  been  nae  jnurneyman. 
But  may  this  lie  the  last  ji^r  o'  toddy  that  ever  you  and  I  drink  the- 
gilher,  if  1  havena  seen  a  dizzen,a  seore,  a  hunder,  a  thousan'  times, 
lassie  upon  lassie,  nane  o'  them  reckoned  very  extraorniar  in  the 
way  of  beauty,  far,  far,  fir  lionnicr,  liaith  in  face  and  figure,  tlian  the 
Greek  image,  dookin'  in  secret  pools  o'  the  burnies  among  the  braes 
—  noo  splashin'  ane  anither,  like  sae  niony  wild  swans  a'  at  once 
S3ized  wi'  a  niirlhfu'  madness,  and  i'nr  out  in  the  very  heart  o'  JSt. 
Mary's  Loch,  garrin'  the  spray  spin  into  rainbows  a)ieath  the  beat- 
ing beauty  o'  their  snow-white  wings, —  noo  meltin'  like  foam-bells, 
or  say  rather,  sinkin'  like  water-lilies,  veesible  through  the  element 
as  if  it  were  but  a  pearly  veil — Oh!  sir — ower  ower  veesible, — noo 
chasin'  ane  anither,  in  ee-dazzlin',  soul-sickenin'  succession.  Naiad 
after  Naiad,  this  ane  crcio'd,  say  rather  apparelled,  in  a  shower  o' 
suniieams,  and  that  ane  wi'  a  trail  o"  chuids — biichtenin'  or  black- 
enin'  their  fair  bodies  like  day  or  like  nieht,  suih  was  the  dreepin' 
length  o'  yellow  or  sable  hair,  that  hung,  in  their  stoi>]iing  flight,  frae 
fur'^head  unto  feet — chasin'  ane  anither,  1  say,  sir,  through  ahuig  the 
j)iilared  and  fretted  gallery  that  runs  alang  the  roek  ahint  the  water- 
fa',  cool,  caller,  cauld  in  July's  dog-star  drought,  and  yetsae  cheerfu' 
and  halesome  too  within  the  misty  den,  that  there  the  wren  doih 
hang  her  large  green  nest  in  a  nook,  and  at  any  time  you  throw  in 
B  stane,  hj  !  the  white-breasted  v\ater-p}et  flits  forth,  and  skimmin' 
the  surface,  dips  and  disappears  sae  suddenly  that  you  know  not 
whether  it  was  a  l^inl  or  a  thochl  ! 

North.  My  dear  James — you  have  peopled  the  pool  with  poetry, 
even  as  the  h.-avon  with  stars. 

SItepherd.  That's  as  true  a  word  as  ever  you  spake;  and  ane  o' 
the  maist  glorious  gifts  of  jioetry,  sir,  is  the  power  o'  bringin'  upon 
the  imagination  woman — virgin  woman — for  a  i;liM)pse — a  glimpst 
and  nae  mair — veiieii    but   in   her  ain   native— her  aiu  sacred   inuo- 
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cence — and  secure  from  all  profaiuvtion  of  unhallowed  thoughts,  as 
the  nun  kneeling  in  her  cell  before  the  crucifix. 

North.  So  have  ail  great  poets  and  painters  felt,  my  dear  James; 
nor  have  tliey  ever  feared  for  nature  and  her  sanctities.  To  the 
pure  ail  things  are  pure  ;  but  there  are  poor,  feeble,  fastidious  frib- 
bles, James,  who  would  have  turned  aside  their  faces,  clapped  a 
handkerchief  to  their  eyes,  and  deviated  down  a  lane,  had  they 
suddenly  mi-t  Eve  in  Paradise. 

Sliepherd.  Iloo  tlie  mother  of  mankind  would  hae  despised  the 
Atheists!  For  what  better  than  Atheists  are  they  who  blush  for  the 
handiwork  of  their  ^[aker  1 

North.  Tiieir  taiior  stands  between  them  and  God. 

Shepherd.  That's  a  daurin'  expression — but  noo  that  I've  taen  a 
minute  to  think  on't,  1  see  it's  a  profoond  apophthegm.  Fause  deli- 
cacy's mair  excu>ai)le  in  a  woman  than  a  nian — for  it  ower  aften 
forms  pairt  o'  her  edication — and  some  young  leddies  live  in  a  per- 
petual horror  o'  lookin',  or  sayin',  or  doin'  something  improper  ; 
whereas  if  the  bit  harmless  civeters  would  but  chatter  away  on, 
they  would  be  as  safe  \n>  ti»  talk  out  o'  tune  as  the  lintie  on  the 
broom,  or  the  laverock  in  the  cloud. 

North.  What  think  you  of  a  hook-nosed  old  maideu  lady,  with 
a  yellow  shrivelled  neck,  James,  attempting  to  blush  behind  her 
fan 

Shepherd.  When  reading  a  Noctes  !  Huts  !  the  anld  idiwit — 
you  micht  imagine  her,  in  like  manner,  comin' suddenly  upon  Adam, 
with  a  wooden  spade  over  his  shoulder,  and  shriekin'  loud  enough, 
at  the  sight  of  our  worthy  first  male  parent,  to  alarm  the  fairest  of 
her  daughters,  Eve,  employed  in  training  the  pretty  parasites  of 
Paradise  to  cluster  more  thickly  round  the  jioreh  of  her  nuptial 
bower. 

North.  Yes  ;  1  have  been  credibly  informed,  James,  that  there 
are  aitsolutely  creatines  permilted  to  inhale  the  vital  air.  under  the 
external  a[>pearance  of  human  lieings,  male  ami  female,  who  won't 
read  tht!  Noctes,  because,  forsooth,  they  are  indiiicate 

Shepherd.  1  wudna  advise  the  pawrents  o'  ony  leniale  under  forty, 
that  pretends  no  to  rt-ad  the  Noctes  for  that  reason,  to  alloo  Miss 
Madam  to  ride  out  on  horseback  for  an  airing,  wi'  an  unmarried 
groom-lad,  or  it'll  no  lie  her  fiwt  if  them  twa's  no  iie  ihish,  and 
her,  before  laiig,  the  landlady  o'  a  tavern  in  How-street,  wi'  livery 
stables  with  back  premises,  wi'  horses  btaunin'  iti  tlniii  at  a  guinea 
a- week. 

North.  Might  this  tongue — and  this  hand — be  benumbed  by 
palsy,  if  ever  one  word  dropt  fnuii  «-ilher  that  ihoiIinI  maiilen  might 
not  read,  with  no  oilier  blush  Imt  that  of  mantling  mirth  on  the 
cheek  of  Imiocence,  who,  herself  knowing   no   ill,  siispectcth   it  not 
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in  others,  and  least  of  all  in  tlu'  harmless  merriment  of  an  old  man, 
fivin,  now  and  thrn,  my  gentle  Shepherd,  as  you  know,  to  kindle  up 
a  light  beneath  the  sparks  of  such  a  genius  as  thine,  James,  in  tho 
dry  and  withered  sticks,  as  il  were,  of  his  imagination — coruscating 
fitfully,  alas!  and  feebly,  l)Ut  innocently  too,  as  the  flakes  of  wild- 
fire through  the  fast-descending,  and  deepening,  and  thickening  mists 
of  age 

Shej'fu'/d.  Mists!  A  mind  like  yours,  sir,  wad  be  naething  with- 
out mists.  Your  gran'  towtrin'  sky-seekin'  ihochts  are  aften  dimly 
seen  thnmgh  ini>ts,  just  like  the  mountains  o'  Swisserland,  or  our 
ain  Highlands — while  through  the  heart  o'  the  dead  or  drivin' cloud- 
gloom  is  heard  the  roarin'  o'  mony  streams  a'  in  unison  wi'  the  voice 
of  some  Great  Waterfa',  the  Leader  o*  the  Band, — when  they  are 
silent,  singin'  a  gran'  solo  by  himsell,  and  ha'en  nae  objections  to 
takin'  either  the  first  or  the  second  in  a  duet  with  the  Thunder.  Or 
haply,  sir, — and  there  the  simile  hands  gude  too,  when  you're  in  a 
cheerfu'  mood,  sir,  and  weeltimed  daffin's*  the  order  o'  the  nieht, 
— haply,  sir,  through  the  disparting  mist  is  heard  the  laughter  o' 
lads  and  lasses  tedding  the  rushy  meadow  hay  in  the  moist  hollows 
among  the  heather,  or  the  lilting  o'  some  auld  traditionary  lay;  or 
what  say  you  to  the  baj,fpipe,  to  a  gatherin'  or  a  coronach, f  saft  and 
faint  as  subterranean  music,  frae  ahint  a  knowe  a'  covered  wi'  rocks, 
and  owershadosvfd  wi'  pine-trees  like  oaks,  so  majestic  is  the  far- 
sweepin'  o'  their  arm-boughs,  and  so  high  their  green-diadem'd  heads 
in  heaven  1 

North.  Hollo!  Fancy!     Whither  art  thou  flying? 

Shepherd.  Indelicate  indeed  !  at  that  rate  wha's  delicate  in  the 
haill  range  o'  English  leeteratur?  Is  Addison  delicate,  wha  left 
"no  line  which  dying  he  would  wish  to  blot?"  Let  your  prim, 
leerin',  city  madams  read  his  Spectawtors — beautiful,  pure,  simple, 
graceful,  elegant,  and  perfectly  innocent  as  they  are,  and  then  daur 
to  lilame  the  Noctes  Ambrosianae. 

North.  Let  Pope's  Works,  truly  moral  as  he  is.  Poems,  Letters, 
and  all,  g(j  into  the  fire. 

Shepherd.  Let  the  Castle  o'  Indolence  be  inserted  in  the  Index 
Expurgatorius,  on  account  o'  that  stanza  about  the  silly  maiden 
"  waxing  very  weakly  as  she  warms"  in  the  ain)s  of  the  losel 

North.  Whisht,  James,  whi>ht — the  very  allusion  to  the  most 
perfect  poi-rn  in  the  English  language  is  indelicate. 

Shepherd.  What  say  they  to  the  description  o'  Adam  and  Eve 
in  the  garden  o'  Eden — to  Dido  and  ^neas  in  the  cave — to  TasbO 
and  Ariosto,  and 

North.  Shaksptare  in  every  other  page — to  Ophelia  and  Cym- 
beline,  and  Desdemona. 

*  Vaffin, — Iboaghtleis  gaiety. — M.  f  Coronach, — a  dirge. — AI. 
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Shepherd.   O  the  cutties  !* 

North.  Whv,  James,  the  galleries  of  the  Festal  Ilall  might  be 
crowded  with  the  chaiiost  virgins  of  the  land  to  listen  to  our  collo- 
quies during  our  wildest  orgies;  nor  would  the  most  shame-faced 
of  them  all  ever  need  once  to  veil  her  e^es  beneath  the  white 
wavings  of  her  ostrich  plumes. 

S]iej)herd.  There  canna,  sir,  be  a  mair  fatal  symptom  o'  the  de- 
cline and  corruption  o'  national  morals  than  what's  ca'd  squeaiuiah- 
ii^,^s.  Human  natur,  1  fancy,  is  the  same  in  essentials  in  high  and 
low  degree — and  I  ken  ae  thing  for  a  dead  certainty,  that  there 
never  was  a  lass  yet  in  a'  the  Forest  that  was  mistortnnate,  who  had 
nae  aye  lookit  as  if  butter  would  nae  hae  melted  in  lur  inoutli  ; 
and  what  was  the  upshot  ?  A  skirlin'  bahbief  at  the  dead  hour  o' 
night,  to  the  astonishment  o'  her  mither  and  a'  her  sisters — and 
you'll  fin'  the  same  thing  noted  in  auld  ballants  by  thae  great  mas 
ters  o'  natur  and  teachers  o'  virtue,  the  poets. 

North.  Ay,  James — the  old  minstrels  saw  far,  and  deep,  and  clear 
into  all  heart-mysteries — and,  low-horn  humljle  men  as  they  were, 
their  tragic  or  comic  strains  strike  like  electricity. 

Shepherd.  Shame  came  into  the  warld  wi'  Sin  ;  and  whether  by 
the  lowin'  ingle-nook,  or  amang  the  honnie  bloomiu'  heather,  aneath 
tlie  moon  and  stars,  she  bides  na  lang  wi'  Innocence,  sittin'  or  lyin' 
in  the  arms  of  Love — for  Love,  though  a  gentle,  is  a  l)old-eyed 
spirit;  and  wi'  ae  smile,  that  f)rtiries  the  tremhlin'  virgin's  heart, 
scaurs  awa'  Shame  and  Fear  to  the  haunts  o' the  guilty  ;  and  if  iIktc 
be  a  blush  on  her  l)row  or  her  bosom,  Love  kens  weel  whence  came 
the;  dear  siitfusii.n  ;  and,  iiT  a  sweet  lown  voice,  asks  his  ain  lassie  to 
lift  up  her  head  and  look  him  in  the  face,  that  he  may  kiss  the  tears 
frae  her  clieek,  and  what  seems  to  be  tears — but  is  only  a  mi^t — far 
within  her  thoughtful  and  allectionate  ecu,  through  which  is  seen 
swimmin'  the  very  essence  o'  her  soul  ! 

North.  Once  adopt  the  false  delicate,  and  Poetry  and  Painting  are 
no  more.  Ji  phtha's  daughter  must  not  bewail  her  virginity  on  the 
mountains — and  hi^r  breast  must  not  be  bared  to  tiie  sacritieial  knife 
of  her  father.      IpliiLCenia  in  Tauris 

Shepherd.  If  iliiee  bonuy  maidens,  sisters  perhaps,  had  been  a' 
droon'  in  aue  aniiher's  arms,  in  some;  shelvin'  plum — not  only  be- 
trothed, but  the  verra  day  fixed  for  their  maniages — and  were  a' 
there  laid  oul,  slilfand  stark,  on  the  sunny  iiaid<,  like  three  wee  liit 
naked  babl.i.s,  what  wad  you  think  o'  that  man  or  that  woman,  wha 
in  the  mid<lle  of  that  mortal  nu-esery,  when  the  souls  o'  a'  present 
were  prostrated  by  the  sielit  o'  sudden  and  saddest  death,  should, 
out  0^  delicuci/y  oidv.r  awa'  the  weepin',  and  sobbin',  and  siniekin' 
haymakers,  that   had  a'   run  down  diujented  to  the   pool  ;   and  some 

•   Ci/»[/,— »  iliit :  »  worthleu  girl  i  a  looio  woman.— M.  f  SAir/iB;^,— »cr«araiiig.— M. 

Vol.  ill.-l:^ 
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o*  tliem,  at  the  risk  it'  their  ain  lives,  loiiped  into  the  deeps,  and  were 
now  wrin<;in'    tiieir    hauns,    beeause    there  was    nae   hope  for   either 
Mary,  or  Marjijaret,  or  Ih-len  Morrison — useless  a'  their  bridal  gar 
jiients — and   for  their  bonny  breasts  nae  linen  wanted  noo — but  suf- 
ficient for  a  shroud  ! 

North.  That  self-same  sight  I  saw,  James,  in  a  pool  on  a  bank  of 

the  Tweed — fil'ly  years  ago 

Shepherd.  I  ken  you  did — and  though  I've  heard  you  describe't 
fifty  times,  1  wad  raiher  no  hear  ony  thing  rnair  al)out  it  the  noo — 
for  I  hate  to  greet — and  whatever  else  you  may  be  deficient  in,  the 
gieatest  coof  in  Scotland  canna  deny  thai  you're  a  matchless  master 
a  the  pathetic. 

North.  Yes,  James,  and  of  the  humorous,  too 

Shepherd.  You  miclit  have  left  anither  to  say  that  f<jr  you,  sir — 
but  o'  a'  the  vain,  proud,  selfconceited  creturs  that  ever  took  pen  in 
haun',  you  are  at  the  head — and  if  ever  you  chance  to  be  confined  iu 
a  lunatic  madhouse,  nae  dout  you'll  continue  to  believe  that  you're 
still  the  Editor  of  Blackwood's  Magazine,  and  '11  no  alloo  naebody 
but  yourself  to  write  the  leading  article. 
North.   And  of  the  sublinie. 

Shepherd.   What !  you  conceit  yourself  to  be  a  prose  Milton  ?     1 
think  naething  o'  your  grand  style.     Saw  ye  ever  an  auld  man  tot- 
terin'  wi'  stilts  ower  a  ford  that  a  shepherd  micht  skip  amaist  with 
out  being  wat  shod  ? 

North.   And  the  beautiful 

Shepherd.   And  the  mean,  low,  base,  coorse,  clatty 

North.  Come,  James,  keep  a  good  tongue  in  your  head.  See, 
here  are  lletz-ch's  Illustrations  f)f  Hamlet. 

Shepherd.  Stop  till  1  dicht  the  tattle  wi' the  rubber,  Noo  unfanld, 
and  let's  hear  till  another  lectur.  Play  awa*  the  first  fiddle.  You 
like  to  shine,  even  afore  the  Slie[iherd  alane — an  oh  !  but  auld  age 
is  garrulous,  garrulous,  and  Iocs  dearly  the  soun'o'  his  ain  treinblir' 
vice ! 

North.   Here  is  the  apotheosis  of  Shakspeare. 
Shrj)Jierd.  I  hate  a{)(ttheoses's,  for   they're  no  in  natur,  or  hardly 
sae — liiit  is  there  a  pictur  o'  the  murder? 

North.  Here  it  is.  The  adulterous  brother  is  pouring  the  "  leper- 
ousdistilinent  "  into  the  ear  (tf  the  sleeping  monarch.  What  a  model 
of  a  coward  assassin  !  He  seems  as  if  he  trod  on  a  viper.  He  must 
needs  have  recourse  to  poison,  fijr  he  dare  n(tt  touch  a  dagger.  Every 
nerve  <if  liis  body  is  on  the  rack  of  fear,  and  yet  no  quiver  of  remorse 
can  reach  his  dastard  soul.  The  passage  fnjui  sleejt  to  death — how 
finely  marked  on  the  features  of  his  victim  !  Life  has  departed  with- 
out taking  leave,  and  death  has  not  stamped  him  with  its  htathsome 
impress.     But   the  deed  is  done,  and    the  "  extravagant   and  erring 
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spirit,"  with  iill  its  itnperfectioiis  on  its  head,  is  alroady  in  Purgatory. 
What  a  placid  beauty  in  the  reclinini;  attitude  of  the  corpse!  A 
graceful  ease,  which  finely  contrasts  with  the  crouching  curve  of  the 
villain.  It  is  a  posture  wliieli  a  lady  on  a  sofa  might  study  with  ad- 
vantage— yet  manlv,  roval — in  sleep,  in  death,  he  is  "  every  inch  a 
king." 

Shepherd.  And  the  artist  o'  that  is  a  German  1  I  can  hardly  credit 
it. 

Nrrth.  The  antique  garniture  of  the  Arbor — the  Gothic  fretwork 
— the  grotesque  imagery — the  grim  figure  of  Justice  with  her  sword 
and  scale — all  seem  to  sympathize  with  the  horrid  act — and  bear  a 
charmed  life,  a  reflection  of  sad  mortality. 

Shepherd.  Oli  !  sir!   but  Claudius  is  an  ugly  heathen. 

Tickler.  Is  he  not,  James — not  indeed  too  bad  a  villain — but  too 
]ow  a  scoundrel  ?  He  could  not  be  the  brother  of  a  king — he  could 
seduce  no  woman  who  was  not  degraded  below  all  degradation — and 
the  mother  of  Hamlet  is  still  a  queen.  He  is  downright  physically 
disgusting.  Retzsch  has  embodied  the  grossest  issues  of  Hamlet's 
haired.  He  has  combined  in  a  human  form  the  various  deforiritics 
of  a  satyr,  a  drunkard,  a  paddock,  a  bat,  a  gib,  a  slave — and,  alto- 
gether, has  produced  a  true  semblance  of  one  of  those  hoary  mis- 
cieants  wlio  are  brought  up  to  l»ow-street  or  Marlborough  Ofiiee  for 
assaults  upon  female  infants.  Jlis  vile  low  forehead,  wlialley  eyes, 
j)en(lulous  cheeks,  and  filthy  he-goatish  beard — ftli — the  nol)les  of 
Denmark  would  never  have  compounded  I'elony  with  such  "  a  cut- 
purse  of  the  empire." 

Shepherd.  But  you'll  find,  sir,  that  Shakspeare's  Claudius  is  really 
"uch  a  monster. 

North.  No,  James — no. 

Shepherd.  But  Hamlet  says  sac 

North.  No  matter  what  Hamlet  says.  Handet  utters  his  own 
sentiments,  not  Shakspeare's — and  hatred  is  twentyfold  blinder  than 
love.  Now,  I  really  think,  that  sensualist,  adulterer,  fratricide,  and 
usiirfier  as  he  is,  (jhiudius  has  roval  blood  in  his  veins,  and,  for  an 
usurper,  plays  the  King's  part  rarely,  Kven  the  Ghost  ascribes  to 
him  "  witchcral't,  of  wit  ;  "  and  accordingly  he  is  a  line  talker,  a  florid 
rhetorical  s[.e,iker,  not  unfurni~-lied  with  common-places  of  morality, 
and  lhoroUL;hl\  capable  of  .sustaining  his  assumed  dignity.  His  re- 
proof of  llainlet's  perseverent  woe  would  b'lve  done  credit  to  a  bet 
ter  man. 

to  persevere 


In  (ibstiriatc  cotiduieiiicnt,  in  n  c<>urt<f; 
Of  inipioijH  8tiil)l><>rmH'H8 ;  'tin  iiiiiiiuiily  pri(;f, 
It  hli'iWH  II  will  iiHPHt  iiiciirrcct  ti>  llriivcii  ; 
A  lic'iirt  unfurl ijiiil,  <i|-  iiiiijcl  iiiipiiticiit  ; 
All  uii(Jerbluii<liii<^  bimplu  ittnl  laibcliDord; 
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For  wbat  we  know,  must  be,  and  is  us  common 
As  nuy  tlio  most  vulvar  tliins^s  to  sense, 
Why  sliould  wo,  in  our  pcevisli  <>p])osition, 
Take  it  to  licnit?     Fie,  'tis  ii  fault  to  Iloaven, 
A  fault  against  the  dead,  a  fault  to  uatuie, 
To  reason  most  absurd,  whose  common  theme 
Is— Death  of  Fathers  1 

Shepherd.  That's  orthodox  divinity,  sure  aneuch  ! 

North.  Nay,  when  his  conscience  will  let  him,  he  lacks  not  courage 
— when  assailed  by  Laertes,  he  behaves  like  a  prince,  and  speaks 
like  a  Tory. 

Let  him  go,  Gertrude  ;  do  not  fear  our  person, 
There's  such  Divinity  doth  hedge  a  king. 
That  treason  can  but  peep  at  what  it  would, 
Acts  little  of  his  wilL 

Shepherd.  He  may  speak  like  a  Tory,  but  he  acts  like  a  Whig. 

North.  Forget  party  for  a  night,  James.  Shakspeare,  in  short, 
was  aware,  and  here  Retzsch  seems  to  have  forgotten,  that  great 
moral  guilt  may  coexist  with  much  personal  or  official  dignity,  and 
even  with  acute  intellectual  perceptions  of  right  and  wrong. 

Shepherd.  Turn  ower  to  the  Ghost,  sir — gin  ye  please. 

"  By  Heaven,  I'll  make  a  Ghost  of  him  that  lets  me." 

North.  Lo !  Young  Hamlet  beckoned  away  by  the  Ghost,  who 
stands  in  the  distance,  dim  and  shadowy,  ghostly  indeed  and  kinglike, 
is  bursting  from  his  friends,  whose  admonitory,  dissuasive  counten- 
ances interpret  their  fears.  There  is  nothing  of  rage  or  violence,  you 
see,  James,  in  his  deportment — nothing  hut  the  self-transcending  en 
ergy  of  one,  whose  fate  cries  out.  Never  did  art  produce  a  finer 
sample  of  manly  beauty  in  its  vernal  summer.  We  can  see  that  his 
downy  cheek  is  smooth  and  blooming  as  a  virgin's  ;  and  yet  he  is 
the  man  complete — the  soldier,  scholar,  courtier — the  beloved  of 
Ophelia — "  the  beautiful,  the  brave."  Perhaps  he  is  even  too  beau- 
tiful—not that  he  is  effeminate — but  the  moody,  moon-struck  Ham- 
let must  needs  have  had  a  darker  and  a  heavier  brow. 

Shepjherd.    Which  is  Horautio  ? 

North.  That.  Horatio,  here  and  throughout,  is  a  sensible,  gentle- 
manlike young  man,  and  Marcelius  a  fair  militia  officer. 

Shej)}iird.   Eh!    here's  the  soliloquy  ! 

North.  To  say  that  it  is  a  j-ieture  of  Hamlet  uttering  that  solilo- 
(juy,  would  be  lo  attribute  to  the  pencil  a  skill  whi(h  it  does  not 
possess.  But  it  is  evidently  the  picture  of  a  man  speaking — reason- 
ing to  himself — a  rare  advfintage  over  the  generality  of  theatrical 
portraits,  which  generally  stare  out  of  the  canvas  or  paper,  just  as  if 
they   were   spouting   to   the  pit,   or  faniiliarly   eyeing  the  gallery. 
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ITanilet.  stands  in  the  centre — his  body  firm  and  erect,  his  head 
downcast,  hands  slii;htly  raised.  He  is  manifestly  in  a  state  of  in- 
ward  conHict,  and  stroiis  mental  exertion — not  in  a  passive  day-di  cam, 
or  brown  study.  On  the  one  side,  Ophelia  sits  sewing — her  hands 
suspended,  her  countenance  marked  with  affectionate  anxiety.  On 
the  other,  the  King  and  Polonius,  watching,  the  one  with  malicious, 
the  other  with  curious  intentness.  Retzsch  has  admirably  represented 
the  popular  idea  of  Polonius  ;  but  when  he  visits  England,  he  may 
perhaps  find,  among  our  venerable  Nobles,  a  more  adequate  repre- 
sentative of  the  Polonius  of  Shakspeare. 

Shepherd.   Was   ye  speakin'   the  noo,  sir,  for  I   didna  hear  your 
vice] 

North.  Beauty.  Innocence,  and  Sorrow,  each  in  their  loveliest  dress, 
unite  in  the  simple  figure.  Most  wonderful  and  excelU'nt  is  the  art, 
that  with  a  few  strokes  of  the  pencil  can  produce  a  being  whom  at 
once  we  know,  and  love,  and  pity.  Hamlet,  seated  at  her  feet,  his 
eye  fix.-d  like  a  Basilisk  on  the  King,  with  uplifted  finger,  expounds 
"  the  Mouse  Trap."  "  He  poisons  him  in  the  garden  for  his  estate. 
You  shall  see  anon,  how  the  murderer  gets  the  love  of  Gonzago's 
wife."  The  King,  with  averted  face,  draws  back  liis  chair,  as  in  the 
act  of  rising.  The  Queen,  a  royal  matron,  still  noble  and  beautiful 
— though  guilt,  and  care,  and  years  have  set  their  several  marks  up- 
on her — holds  up  her  hands  in  astoni.^hment,  but  shows  no  fear.  She 
evidently  was  not  privy  to  the  murder.  The  rest  of  the  audience 
are  merely  amazed,  or  it  may  be,  chagrined  at  the  interruption  of 
their  cntfrtainment.  Ophelia,  pensive  and  heart-broken,  yet  think 
iiig  no  evil,  scarce  perceives  what  is  passing. 

S/iejifierd.   Piiir  cr<ter ! 

North.  But,  Irjok  here,  my  dear  Shepherd — look  here.  The  King 
is  pravihg — no,  pray  lie  cannot — the  picture  tells  it.  We  compas- 
sionate, even  ihis  miscrtant,  under  the  severest  of  all  Heaven's 
judgments.  Not  so  does  Ilamltt.  "  Up,  sword,  and  know  thou  a 
more  honid  bent,"  is  cli-arly  blazoned  in  his  own  act  and  visage, 
'i'hat  was  one  of  the  spetches  which  Sliaksjn  arc,  had  he  livtd  in 
these  days,  would  not  have  written — nor  would  he,  in  the  golden 
<Ia\s  of  Queen  Bt-ss,  or  King  Jamie,  have  [nit  it  into  the  mouth  of 
Handit,  had  he  meant  to  rcpres»Mit  him  as  a  sane  and  exemplary 
ycuth.  Yet  I  know  not  whether  the  notion  of  retributive  vengeance 
as  a  propitiation  to  the  d(  parted,  will  not  justify  even  this  horrid 
scrufilc.  'I'he  speech,  whalever  it  were  meant  for,  certairdy  is  a  Ire 
mendous  satire  on  revenge. 

Shepherd.   It  gars  me  grue  and  greet.* 

North.  After   the   last  confirmation   of   the    king's   guilt,  Handet. 
fooled  to  the  top  of  his  bent   by  sincessive    intruders,  and   screwing 

*    (Irur  and  grerl, — thodder  and  weep.— M. 
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up  his  spirits  for  the  iiitorvicw  with  his  mother,  not  only  is,  but  con- 
fesses himself  matidene(J. 

Now  could  I  drink  hot  blood, 

And  do  sucli  business  as  tbc  biller  day 

Would  quuke  to  look  oa. 

lie  even  contemplates,  wliile  he  deprecates,  the  possibility  of  his 
"  heart  ]osiii<![  its  nature."  Just  then,  "  at  the  very  witching  time 
of  night, "  "  when  lu-ll  itself  breathes  out  contagion  to  this  worlds- 
he  cn.isses  the  chamber  where  the  king  is  kneeling.  The  opportunity 
strikes  him,  but  his  natural  di.sinclination  to  action  intervenes,  w^ith 
somewhat  of  a  secret  consciousness,  that  the  moment  of  repentance 
is  not  the  time  of  vengeance.  Still,  so  utterly  are  his  feelings 
envenomed  against  the  poor  culprit,  and  so  strangely  his  moral  sense 
perplexed  by  "supernatural  soliciting,"  that  even  remorse  itself  is 
tuiiied  to  cruelty,  and  he  vindicates  the  adjournment  of  the  blow  by 
arguments,  which  certainly  '"have  no  relish  of  salvation  in  them," 
but  which,  perhaps,  sounded  less  impious  in  an  age,  when  every 
staunch  Protestant,  no  less  than  his  Catholic  cousin,  thought  himself 
bound  to  believe  in  the  eternal  perdition  of  their  dissentient  neigh- 
bors. 

Shepherd.  I  can  look  at  it  nae  langer ;  turn  ower,  sir,  turn  ower 
to  Ophelia! 

North.  Here  it  is, — the  madness  of  Ophelia  !  She  is  still  lovely 
— still  the  same  Ophelia — but  how  changed  !  Her  aspect  tells  of 
fierce  conflicting  woes — but  they  are  past.  Surely  that  bereavement 
of  reason,  which  to  man  appears  so  cruel,  is  a  dispensation  iif  merc\  ! 
Slie  scatters  her  flowers — rue,  for  remembrance,  and  pansies  for 
thoughts — and  waibles  snatcln-s  of  old  songs — such  as  she  may  have 
overheard  in  her  childhood,  without  knowing  what  the  words  imply, 
only  that  they  tell  of  love  and  death — of  faithless  love  and  death 
untimely  ! 

Sliepherd.  Can  yon  be  the  cauld  rt>un'  that  I  see  on  the  side-board 
through  a  sort  o'  mist  afore  my  een  ?  If  sae,  let  us  baith  hae  a 
shave,  wi'  moostard  and  vinegar — for  it's  a  gae  while  syne  sooper, 
and  you  look  yawp,  sir. 

(^Tltc  Shepherd    cuIs   dcxiero^tdi/    a    plateful  of  beef   tvllh 
much  iaste  interlarding  the  lean  with  the  fat.) 

North.  After  a  hot  and  heavy  supper,  James,  it  is  dangerous  to 
go  to  bed,  without  a  trifle  of  something  light  and  cold — and  in> 
well-regulated  private  or  public  house  should  ever  be  without  a 
Tkound.     Thank  you,  James,  thank  you. 

Shepherd.  Saw  ever  ony  body  the  likes  o' that  ?  The  trencher 
was  meant  for  us  baith  to  (ill  our  ain  plates  jifl''t,  and  instead  o'  that, 
there    hae  you    ta'eii   the  trencher   to  yoursell,  and    are  absolutely 
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eatin'  awa  t'ni'  it,  first  a  link  o'  lean  and  then  a  dab  o  fat,  as  if  you 
hadna  setii  butcher-meat  for  a  tow  inoiit,  and  I'm  ubleeged  to  hae  the 
ti(.)iM>le  <)'  jraiigin'  auain  to  the  sideboard. 

North,  Have  you  seen  any  of  the  Annuals,  James? 

Shepherd.  No  ane.     But  I've  contributed  to  several  o'  them. 

North.  I  see  you  have,  my  dear  Shepherd,  and  that  most  potently 
and  effectively  to  the  Anniversary*  and  the  Forget-me-Not.  I  could, 
would,  and  should  have  had  an  admirable  article  on  all  the  Atniuals 
this  month,  had  the  editors  or  ]nil)lishers  had  the  sense  to  send  me 
their  Flowers;  but  they  have  not,  with  the  exception  of  Allan  Cun- 
niuiiham,  Mr.   Ackermann,  Mr.  Crofton  Croker,  and   Mr.  and    ]\Irs. 

H:.n. 

Shepherd.  First  come  first  served.  What  for  no  hae  a  review  o' 
them  by  tbemsells? 

North.  Because  I  hate  any  thing  that  can  possibly  be  mistaken  by 
the  weake>t  mind  for  tho  appearance  of  partiality. 

Shepherd.  Whoo!  That's  hae'in  ovver  thin-skinned  a  conscience. 
Is  the  Anniversary  gude. 

North.  If  any  of  the  others  be  better,  tlieir  Editors  must  have 
made  a  wonderful  improvement  on  them  since  the  last  show  of 
Christmas  roses.  Allan  Cunningham,  as  Sir  Walter  has  said,  is  an 
honor  to  Scotland  ;  and  Solland  alone  ought  to  tal<e  a  large  edition 
of  the  Anniversary.  That  is  the  best  patronage  can  be  shown  lo  a 
man  of  genius.  Allan  has  a  proud  and  inde|>endent  sjiirit,  and  ap- 
peals t()  his  country.  She  knows  his  worth— and  each  son  and 
•  laiM'hter  of  hers  knows  how  lo  rew,ii-d  it.  His  own  poctrv  is  per- 
ha[».  the  best  in  the  volume — though  it,  contains  poems  ot  cnnsider- 
able  Icnglli  —  l)y  y<»ursell',  James,  Mr.  Sonllu'y,  and  Professor 
Wilson.  Yoiir  Carb;  of  Invcrtime,  is  one  of  your  most  beautiful 
clFusioiis,  and  its  spirit  reminds  one  of  the  Kilmeiiy  and  Mary  Lee. 
But  vour  prose  tale  of  Death  and  Judgment  is  one  of  the  most 
powciful  things  you  ever  di<J,  James — and  1  will  back  it  against  all 
the  other  prose  compositions  in  all  the  other  Annuals — Camerouiun 
aL'iiiiist  I  In-  fiidd. 

Shej/herd.   (Jny  gude  poetry  l>y  C)ny  itluT  contributors? 

North.  Om-  of  the  best  Dramatic  Scenes  ever  Barry  Cornwall 
•wrott — and  a  singularly  Ix-autiful  poem,  fii.l  of  feeling  and  fnicy, 
(•milled,  "Sorrows  of  Hope,"  l)y  Gemge  I)arli'y,f  the,  ingenii.us 
author  of  ii  dramatic  poem  of  a  fairy  nature,  wiiich  I  remember 
reading  with  pleasure  a  year  ago,  Cynthia's  llevels — some  line  vigor- 

•  The  .AnnivmnTij  H  »«  an  Annual,  piibliihed  in  1828,  and  edited  bv  AUan  CunninRliiin. 
Ackermann,  who  wnii  the  f.. under  of  Annualx  in  l'*ni;land,  jiubliahtid  tlio  huriirl-J^I<-.\'iil\ 
Crofton  Croker  edite.l  Tlir  (  hriitmnn-Hut  ;  Mm.  H.  C.  Hall,  7'Ac  .luvmile  l\.rj(rt:Mr-JVvt  j 
and  .Mr    ilall.    Thr  Jlmulrl.—J,\ 

t   'Ip'.ri'P    narley,  «  b<>  i»  dead.  wa»  aluo  author  of  the  critical    reriiarke  nigiicd   U.    (>., 

wiih  wliiLh  cicli  nuriibvrot  Cuiaberlund'it  liniitih  Uratna  lo  j>reta';ed. — M. 
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ous  verses  by  Lockhar.  ,  and  two  scenes,  stranj^e  and  spirited,  l)y 
Lord  Lovesun  Guwer,  from  Schiller's  Camp  of  Wallenstein,  hitherto 
supposed  iintranshitable,* 

iSfu'pficrd.   What  poems  has  Cuntiiiigham  wrote  himsell  ? 

Kurth.  The  cliief  is  the  Magic  Bridle — quite  in  the  style  and  spirit 
o'  Tarn  o'  Shaiiter. 

Shepherd.  What  else? 

North.  Don't  make  so  much  munchin  wi'  your  mouth,  and  I  will 
repeat  you 

Shepherd.  I  dinna  mak  nae  mair  munchin  wi'  my  mouth  nor  you 
do  yoursell — MO,  nor  half  sae  muekle — and  naebody  can  say  tliey 
ever  iu-ard  my  jaws  or  cheek  banes  playin'  clunk,  clunk,  like  y(turs 
when  you're  eatin' — a  soun'  for  which  I  could  aften  amaist  murder 
you  by  stickin'  the  carvin'  knife  into  your  verra  heart. 

North.  Hush!  1  got  by  heart  Allan's  verses,  entitled,  "The 
Mother  Praying,"  on  two  readings,  aiul  that's  a  strong  proof  of  their 
power  !  for  my  memory  is  weak.  They  are  indeed,  my  dear  James, 
the  passionate  breathings  of  a  true  poet  and  a  true  man.  Allan 
was  one  of  the  best  of  sons — and  is  one  of  the  best  of  husbands  and 
fathers. 

Shepherd.  And  I  hope  sits  wi'  his  family  in  his  frieii'  Irving's  kirk 
— and  no  in  an  Episcopawlian  cha|)el. 

North.  Why,  James,  one  of  the  curiosities  of  the  Anniversary  is 
a  tale — for,  as  Wordsworth  says,  if  you  be  wise,  you  "may  find  a 
tale  in  every  thing" — by  Edward  Irving. f  There  is  an  earnestness, 
a  sincerity,  and  a  solemnity  about  it,  which  is  affocting  and  impres- 
sive, in  the  almost  total  want  of  incident;  and  ot'ieu  as  ridigious  old 
women  have  beei;  described,  sitting  with  their  dim  sfiectacled  eyes, 
and  withered  hand  on  the  Bible,  and  discoursing  on  the  .suffering 
saints  of  old,  Mr.  Irving's  old  woman  is  bn>ught  before  our  mind's 
eye,  so  as  to  touch  our  heaits  with  reverence  lor  her  and  her  faith. 

Shepherd.   Is't  a  bonny  book  ] 

North.  Most  beautifully  embellished,  and  most  e.xquisitely  print- 
ed. The  engravings  are  all  from  paintings  by  the  first  masters,  and 
the  subjects  are  well  chosen — probably  by  the  publisher,  Mr.  Shar[)e, 
who  has  long  been  distinguished  by  taste  and  judgment  in  the  fine 
arts.  In  short,  the  Anniversary  is  sure  of  splendid  success.  Mine 
is  but  a  rough  copy. 

•  Lord  Francis  Levegon  Gower  was  second  son  of  the  late  Duke  of  f'utherland,  and  assumed 
the  name  of  Kgerton  on  ihe  death  of  the  ICarl  of  Bridge  water,  who  bequeathed  him  esiatea 
worth  ±llill.Oi.O  a-year.  ile  lia>.  been  Secretary  for  Ireland  and  Secretary  at  War.  and  was 
Rent  to  New  Yorn,  in  \H'>'i.  ax  Queen  Victoria's  principal  Coinmistiioner  to  the  Crystal  I'alace. 
In  politics  he  ha-s  been  a  liberal  Conservative.  He  ha.s  considerable  literary  taste,  and  (bendei 
tmnslations  from  Ooethe,  Schiller,  and  Korner.  and  other  German  writers.)  published  a  volume 
called  Mediterranean  Sketches.  In  1^40,  he  was  created  Earl  of  Kllesrnere.  He  was  born  in 
i-m).— M. 

t  The  Rev.  Edward  Irving,  the  eloquent  and  popular  minister  of  the  Scotch  Church,  in  Lon 
don.  -.M. 
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Shepherd.  And  sae  is  Mr.  Ackermann's  Forgo t-me-Not   sure   o' 
siif(vs>;  too — the  auldest  Annual  o'  them  a'. 

Xorth.  And  one  of  the  fairest  and  freshest  too,  James.  Its  em- 
I  oliishments  are  beautiful.  Martin's  Curlius  leaping  into  the  Gulf 
IS  most  magnificent — most  glorious.  Lo  !  borne  along  in  a  clear 
?pace,  surrounded  by  a  mi<ihty  multitude,  and  overshadowed  by 
j  alaces  and  temples,  the  Capitol  shrouded  in  a  stormy  sky  all  tor- 
njented  with  lightning,  on  a  snow-white  horse,  with  a  far-streaming 
tail,  and  neck  clothed  with  thunder — with  his  shield  aloft  on  his 
arm,  and  his  helmeted  head  with  plumes  all  elate,  oven  as  if  living, 
in  fiont  of  both  armies,  against  some  champion  about  to  advance 
from  the  barl)aric  host,  that  the  dread  issue  may  be  decided  by  sin- 
gle combat — "The  Devoted"  is  already  on — over — the  very  edge 
of  the  aliyss,  and  in  another  moment  her  savior  will  sink  from  the 
sight  of  shuddering  and  shrieking  liome.  That  is  indeed  a  triumph  ! 
No  wonder,  James,  that  the  Seven-hilled  City  was  the  Mistress  of 
the  World.* 

Slifi'herd.  Your  words  gie  me  the  guseskin  a'  ower   my  body, — 
and  what  o'  the  letter-press? 

North.  Your    Eastern   Apologue   is  admirable — and   I  hope  you 
were  vvill  paid  for  it,  my  dear  Shepherd. 

Shepherd,  'ihere's  no  a  mair  just,  nay,  generous  man,  in  his  deal 
ins  \si'  his  authors,  in  a'  the  tredd,  than  Mr.  Ackermann. 

North.    He  has  got  that  cliarming  painter  of  rural   life.  Miss  Mit- 
ford,  to  brandish  her  Bramah  for 

Shepherd.   Oh,  sir,   !)ut   that  leddy  has  in  truth  a  fine  and  a  bauld 
liaun',  either  at  a  sketch  or  a  fini.'^hed  picture. 

North.     Mi>s    Milfordf    seems    to    have     a    strong     passion    for 
cricket  — 

Shepherd.  Crickets  are  cheerfu'  creatures 

•  A  very  umall  engravinp,  from  a  denipn  by  John  Martin,  whose  Destruction  of  Mercula- 
oeuin,  li«Uh.izzar'«  I- Kant,  benlruotiiin  of  liiibylon.  The  L>«lu{;c,  Joshua,  and  otlier  works,  iiava 
■hown  hull  to  \>n  one  of  the  (jreatBiit  of  inoilern  |>ainlKr>i — unap|irua<'hKj.  it  may  eviMi  1>h  de- 
clared, i>  hill  re|irfieiitaliu  »  uf  Vanlnfus.  "'I'lial,'"  haid  IJul wer,  "  in  his  »j)liere— yrl  lie  lina 
not  lout  or  circuiiifuned  lim  );eniuii  in  itii  sphere  ;  he  h.ui  uhained  and  wielded,  and  iiieasuret! 
It  at  hi*  will  :  he  han  tr^nkfuiied  itH  uharacier  into  larrow  liiiiilK  :  he  hiia  compn.'.Ked  the  iiili 
nil«  iinelf  with  MKithHiimtirnI  precision  ''     -Martin  died  early  in  l-.'5l,  aj-ed  sixty-live. — .M, 

't  Of  all  modern  Kn^lixh  fciriale  writers,  .Mary  liiissell  Miiford  is  the  iiiosi  natural,  pleniiinf;, 
tnd  nnalfecled  She  was  horn  in  I7HI.  wax  ediKaiivl  ii;  [,ondon,  and  nniioved,  with  her 
father,  to  the  vicinity  of  Keadinc.  at  the  ajje  I'f  lil'tei'n,  whi-ri- Rhi^puhlislicd  ^evc^al  vnliiiiics  of 

foiinc-laJy  poetry  hetwen  l~llland  i-l!l.  Her  l.ilhir.  who  waj«  extrava^iant  us  well  as  c;irc- 
esii  in  money-iiiatlrrs,  ran  lhroin;h  a  larce  intieriti-d  fortu.  e  (increased  by  a  X'.'H.OIIII  priZM  in 
the  lottery.)  and  hail  to  break  U|i  their  expenfive  establishment  and  retire  to  a  small  rotta::e  in 
the  village  of  Three  .Mile  Cross,  near  Heading.  Here  she  wrote  some  of  the  pnisii  yki-l'liHS 
which  alierwards  npjieared  in  '  Oui  Village."  but,  ('ampbell  and  olhcrv  n-jectinj;  them,  hail 
tn  put  ihein  into  the  l.nitit'n  .\f  i/rnznir.  When  collected,  in  IH*.i,  their  succe^«  was  imm<*di,-ile 
ind  Kri^at.      A  secund  series  appean-d  in  l-'J'i  ;   a  third  in  \'-i-'  ;  a  huirtli  in  l"<illl  ;  ami  a  lifih  in 

l-.VJ        She  pulilislied  a  work  called  H<-dlord  IJeuis.    in  \■^'^'> :  Country  Stories  in  I'll?  ;   |{ 1- 

lectioni  of  a  Literary  L.ife  in  l^^A) ;  and  Atherton  and  other  stories  in  IKil.  ■'^he  also  wmin 
leverai  dramatic  pieces,  of  which  the  following  have  been  successful  in  representation  : — Th« 
tra|r«dy  of  Kiim/.i.  at  Drury  l.ane  and  the  opera  of  Sadak  and  Kali'srode,  at  the  Knclish  Ojieia 
House.      Her  lather  died  in  l^X'i      She  now  resides  at  •Swallowhold.  in  Uiirkslure  — M 
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North.  For  tlu"  {jame  called  cricket,  James.  Yet  I  trust  I  shall 
be  forgiven  for  whispering  into  a  fair  ear,  that  ladies  never  can 
make  themselves  mistresses  of  the  rules,  lechuiealities,  and  charao. 
ter  of  male  iiames.  Who  but  Miss  Milford  ever  heard  of  a  cricket- 
ball  being  thrown  five  hundred  yards'?  One  hundred,  it  is  well 
known  to  ail  cricketers,  is  aliout  the  "top  of  tiieir  bent;"  and  I)e 
Foe  the  |tnt;ilist,  who  has  beaten  all  England  at  that  feat,  has  thrown 
it  a  verv  few  yards  farther — live  or  six  at  the  utmost.  Were  you 
or  I,  James,  to  commit  a  mistake  equivalent  to  this,  when  writing 
aliout  any  female  avocation  or  pastime,  how  would  this  lady's 
intelligent  countenance  be  lighted  up  with  the  sweet  sarcasm  of  a 
smile  ! 

Shepherd,  it's  a  maitter  o'  nae  earthly  consequence.  She's  a 
jewel  o'  a  writer — and  though,  like  a'  ither  folk  that's  voluminous, 
unequal, — yet  dull  or  stoopit  she  never  is,  and  that  gangs  a  lang 
way  towards  makin'  either  man  or  woman  popular. 

North.  The  "  Amulet"  has  always  been  an  especial  fovorite  of 
mine,  and  it  works  more  charms  and  wonders  this  year  than  ever. 
Its  emljellishments  are  all  gi)od — some  exquisite.  Nothing  can  sur- 
pass the  Spanish  Flower  Girl,  by  li.  Graves  from  Murillo — the 
Rose  of  Castle  Howard,  by  Portiniry,  from  Jackson — or  the  Moun 
tain  Daisy,  by  Armstrong,  from  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence.*  The  lite- 
rary contributions  to  the  Amulet  have  always  been  selected  with 
much  taste  and  judgment,  and  no  less  distinguished  by  talent,  than 
by  a  pure  moral  and  sound  religious  feeling;  which  latter  merit; 
has,  1  understand,  secured  for  it  a  verv  wide  circulation  amonw  those 
who  are  not  satisfied  with  works  even  of  light  amusement,  unless 
they  contribute,  at  the  same  time,  to  expand  or  enlighten  the  mind 
to  the  feeling  and  perception  of  higher  truths.  The  editor  is,  mani- 
festly, an  able  and  amiable  man,  and  the  Amulet  is  now  one  of  the 
most  firmly  established  of  all  the  Annuals, 

Shipherd.  Does  that  dear,  delightfu'  creter,  Mrs.  Ilemans,  conti- 
nue to  contribute  to  ilka  Annual,  ane  or  twa  o'  her  inaist  beautifu' 
poems? 

North.  Slie  does  so. 

Shepherd.  It's  no  in  that  woman's  power,  sir,  to  write  ill  ;  for, 
when  a  feeling  heart  and  a  fine  genius  forgather  in  the  bosom  o'  a 
young  matron,  every  line  o'  jioetry  is  like  a  sad  or  cheerfu'  smile 
frae  her  een,  and  every  poem,  whatever  be  the  subject,    in  ae  sense 

*  MuriUo'g  cpanish  Flower  Girl  is  in  the  Dulwich  Gallery,  near  London. — John  Jackson, 
the  pdrirail-painter.  who  died  in  I8:tl,  a{;ed  fifty-three,  was  one  of  the  most  natunl  of  tho 
Knj.'li-*h  arti>t8. —Sir  Thomas  Lawrence  President  of  the  Royal  Academy,  and.  for  nearly  forty 
yf.nt*  the  most  fa>hionable  portrait-jiainter  in  London,  dird  in  l-JJI),  aged  sixty-one.  lliH 
female  likenes^ies.  though  bnlljant  in  tone  and  faithful  i'l  resemblanue,  had  such  a  meretri- 
cious air,  that  a  nobleman  who  took  much  interest  in  the  fine  arts,  and  knew  how  to  value  the 
Latural  in  portraiture,  said,  ''I  would  employ  Jackson  to  paint  my  wife  and  Lawrence  my 
miaires*.''  -Al. 
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a  picture  o'  hersel' — siie  that  a'  she  writes  has  an  affectin'  and  an 
endearin'  mainnerisni  and  moralisin  about  it,  that  inspires  the 
thochtfu'  leader  to  say  in  to  hinisel' — that's  Mrs.  Ilenians. 

North.  From  very  infancy  Felicia  D(»rothea  was  beloved  by  the 
Muses.*  I  remember  patting  her  fair  head  whi-n  she  was  a  child  of 
nine  years — and  versilied  even  tlien  willi  a  touehiiig  sweetness  about 
sylphs  and  fairies. 

Shephi'rd.  Early  female  geniuses.  I  observe,  for  the  maist  pairt 
turn  out  brichter  in  after  life  than  male  anes.  Male  anes  generally 
turn  stoopiter  and  stoopiter — till  by  thirty  they're  sumphs. 

North.  I  fear  it  is  too  true.  Miss  Bowles  is  equal  to  Mrs.  Ile- 
nians.|  Aye,  that  Andrew  Cleaves  in  the  Magazine  was  a  subduing 
tale. 

Hhepherd.  Wha  are  thae  three  brothers  and  sisters,  the  Ilowitts, 
sir,  whose  names  I  sc^e  in  the  adverteesements ? 

North.  I  do  not  know,  James.  It  runs  in  my  head  that  they  are 
Quakers.  liiehard  and  William — they  will  not  be  angry  if!  mistake 
their  names — seem  amialjle  and  ingenious  men — and  sister  Mary 
writes  beautifully 

Shepherd,   What  do  you  mean  hy  beautifully  1     That's  vague. 

Nojth.  Her  language  is  chaste  and  simple — her  feelings  tender 
and  pure — aiid  her  observation  of  nature  aecurateaiid  intense.  Her 
'■  Studies  from  Natural  History"  in  the  Christmas  Box — the  Squirrel, 
])()rmousi',  and  King  Fisher,  have  much  of  the  moral — say  rather  the 
rt'ligious  spirit  that  permeates  all  Wordsworth's  snnillest  poems, 
howi.'ver  seemingly  light  and  slight  the  subject — and  show  that  Mary 
llowitij  is  not  (tnly  well  read  in  the  book  of  Bewick,  but  in  the  book 
Irom  w  iiieli  Bt'wiek  has  b(jrrowed  all — glorious  plagiarist — and  every 
other  inspired  Zoologist  — 

Shepherd.  The  Book  o'  Natur 

North.  The  same,  James  ;  and  few — none  have  read  that  volume 
ti>  greater  purpose  than  youibelf.  You  have  not  seen  the  Christmas 
Boxl 

Shepherd.  Mel      I  see  naething. 

North.  'I'his  year  it  is  edited  by  one  of  the  most  agreealile  and  in- 
genious gentlemen  in  all  England,  James — Mr.  Crofton  Croker.|| 

*  M™  llemanii  had  acluaMy  f.ubliihed  a  volume  of  poeran  when  »lie  wax  only  Iwnlvo  ynarj 
old,  and  hud  cotrimonceii  vermr-wrilint;  at  the  B(;e  of  ii/xc  / — W. 

t  Caroline  B'lWlen.  author  of  >oinfi  cimrl  lyiir»  and  tho  <  haptew  on  Churchyards  which 
■  ppenrcd  in  Blackwood.  Sh<'  in  now  Ihn  wiilow  of  (If  Souihi-y.  lain  I'ni-t-Laureate  of  Kn^'lai.U, 
and  h.ia  \tf>'n  p.viMl  on  lh«  |.piii>ion-iiKt.      (.Sh<>  flird  in  July.  IH'4.J — M. 

{  Willi.'iin  ai>d  .Mary  Uowitt  hnvi-  to|:Ki)i«r  j'lirMK.d  liK-r.itiini  with  a  mircomi  whi>'h  hnii 
been  Rrnal  indeed.  The  «  ifr  ia  one  of  ihn  beoi  lyri>lii  of  the  day.  excKllinK  in  halnd  poetry  ; 
lh«  hunfiand,  a  ImiM  and  vigorous  writer  alM>  To  Imih.  the  Kn^fliiih  and  Aim^rican  ]>ut>li<'  are 
indebted  for  lranFlation>  of  tho  worKu  of  Mii.H  liniiKT.  .Miiui  e'arlin,  and  other  foiei(;»  wrilnni 
ol  hrtion.     .Mr»    llowilt  ha*  herself  wrillpn  iidveriil  novi'lu.  M. 

II  'rhoinan  Urolton  C'rok'r.  horn  in  Cork  in  Jiiniir.ry.  I71t~,  and  before  he  h.nd  rndej  hiN 
■eventeenth  year,  hfiil  walked  over  the  ^'renter  part  of  hia  native  eoiinly,  c^ihernu'  a  v!i«| 
number  of  anecdote*,  lejjenda,  accouata  of  ancient  cuatuitia,   Jcc.     In  IUI'3  lie  i|iiillud  Irulaud, 
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Shepherd.  Wlial !  him  that  put  out  tlie  Fairy  Legends  o'  Eerland  ? 
Yoii's  twa  dt'lichtfii'  vohimes.  Is't  true  that  the  fairies  ran  awa  \vi' 
Mr.  Crofton  when  he  was  a  wean  ? 

Xorth.  Porfettly  true.     He  possesses  in  perfection  the  indescrib 
able  wit  of  his  country. 

Shejiherd.  You  may  weel  ca'  it  that'   but  the  Box  is  really  f(i'  o 
gudf  tilings,  is't,  sir  ? 

North.  Garry  Owt-n,  or  the  Siiow-AVoniiUi,  a  talc,  I'V  Miss  Edge- 
worth,*  one  of  her  happiest  productions,  would  of  itself  (loat  a  heavy 
volume,  l)Ut  the  volume  is  as  light  as  a  many-winged  butterfly,  wa- 
vering, like  an  animated  flower,  in  the  sunshine. 

Shepherd.   Wha  else  writes  for  it? 

North.  Mrs.  Jameson,  the  authoress,  as  I  have  heard,  of  the  very 
interesting  Di;iryofan  Ennuye,  hascontrilmtcd  adramatic  proverb, 
calb-d  "  The  mc>re  Coin  the  more  Care,"  full  of  naivi-te  and  nature, 
a  homely  liumor  and  a  homely  pathos,  which  make  the  reader  pleased 
with  himself,  with  the  fair  writer,  with  \\u-  Christmas  Box,  with  the 
pulilic,  with  the  world,  with  human  life,  and  with  things  in  general. f 

Shepherd.  A  weel  conceived  and  original  trifle  is  apter  to  do  a' 
that  than  a  mair  elaborate  wark. 

North.  There  is  also  a  capital  thing  by  our  friend,  Major  Beamish, 
who,  like  a  hundixd  other  British  oflicers,  handles  the  pen  as  well  as 
the  sword. 

Shepherd.    What  o'  the  embellishments  ? 

North.  The  less  that's  said  about  them  the  better,  James. 

Shepherd.  'J'oot,  toot — that's  a  pity — I'm  sorry  for  that  — 

North.  Because  no  words  of  mine  could  do  justice  to  the  fertile 
fancy,  the  magical  imagination  of  Mr.  Brooke.  With  a  few  touches 
he  peoples  the  page  with  phantoms  of  grace,  pensive,  or  fantastic, 
and  by  means  of  lliem  brings  into  contact,  or  rather  blends  together, 
the  waking  world  and  the  world  of  sleep. 

and  received  an  appointment  in  the  Admiralty  from  Secretary  Crolier.  In  January,  1S2-1, 
aji|ieared  liis  Researches  in  the  South  of  Ireland,  a  quarto  volume,  which  met  with  .-oine  suc- 
cess In  l.-S-".,  liis  I  airy  I..egends  of  the  t-'outh  of  Ireland  appeared  anonymously,  was  extremely 
popular,  was  printed  in  the  (Quarterly  and  Kdinburjih  lieviews,  and  elicited  a  hi^'h  coinpli- 
iDenlary  leite.-  from  Sir  Waller  Scott,  who  met  him  in  1>'2(>.  and  has  described  him  as  bping 
"  little  a«  a  dwarf,  keen-eyed  as  a  hawk,  and  of  easy,  prepcssessing  manners— somethinc  like 
Tola  Moore."  A  second  series  of  the  I''airy  l/e^ends  was  as  successful  as  the  first,  and  was 
illustrated  with  etchings  after  drawings  by  Maclise.  Two  more  volumes  appeared  in  l-5'27.  in 
Which  as  well  as  in  the  following  year  he  edited  an.-innual  called  the  Christmas  Box.  In 
l-'J!).  I/epends  of  the  ]ja!;es  [of  Killarney]  ;  in  18.1J.  his  Advenlures  of  U.Trney  Maljoni-y  and 
My  Village  against  OurVillage  ;  in  1-41.  a  History  of  the  amient  Irish  city  of  Kiliiiallock.  of 
which  only  one  copy  was  jirinied.  and  that  was  given  to  .Moore  :  in  \Ki'.K  The  I'ojiuhir  Songg 
of  Ireland  ;  and.  during  the  last  five-and-twenty  years  he  has  edited  a  variety  of  antiquarian 
and  literary  works.  He  is  a  good  artist.  Mr.  Croker's  latest  publication  may  be  said  to  be 
American— inasmuch  as  it  is  a  long,  searching,  and  not  very  complirnentarv  notice  of  the 
Letters  of  Moore  to  his  music-publisher  I'ower.  which  were  suppressed  in  liondim  at  the 
in.^tance  of  .Moore's  editor,  Lonl  jolin  Itussell  and  have  been  juiblished  in  Ni'w  York,  with  an 
Introductory  1/etter  by  .Mr.  Croker.     [He  died  on  Augusts,  lS54,    aged  57.]— M. 

*   It  occupied  over  fifty  pages  in  the  Annual,  and  was  afterwards  reprinted  separately. — M. 

f  Mrs.  .lameson  baii  since  distinguished  herself  by  researches  into,  and  criticisms  upon, 
Ancieut  Art. — jVI. 
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Shejiherd.  Ho!  ho!  I  perceive  niony  a  young  heart  will  beatwi' 
pleasure  on  reoiiviu'  the  Christmas  Box.* 

Karth.  J  must  positively  write  one  of  my  delijihlful  articles  on 
Annuals  for  Childhood  and  Youth.  There's  the  Juvenile  Keepsake, 
edited  hy  a  Koscoe — a  pledge  of  all  that  is  go<'d  ;  the  Juvenile 
Forget-nie-Not,  by  Mrs.  Ilall,  which  1  have  read,  and  it  is  excellent ; 
and  another,  which  must  l)e  good,  by  !Mrs.  A.  A.  Watts,  the  sister 
of  that  good  scholar,  pleasing  poet,  and  most  worthy  Quaker,  \V  iflcu 
of  Woliurn.f 

Sh'jjhird.  And  her  husband's  Souvenir  will  no  easily  be  sur- 
passed — 

North.  Nor  equalled.  The  Souvenir  set  them  all  a-going,  but  it 
will  never  be  driven  oti'the  road.  The  vehicle  is  not  only  lightly  and 
elegantly,  but  strongly  built  ;  the  patent  sj)rings  will  never  snap,  it 
is  Well  horsed,  carries  good  compariy,  both  inside  and  out,  the  driver 
is  cautious  and  skilful,  and  the  guard  has  a  good  tongue  on  the  laigle. 
I  love  the  Soiivfiiir. 

Slitpherd.   Preserve  us,  how  nuiny  are  there  o'  them  altogether  1 

North.  Heaven  knows.  There  is  a  critique  in  that  Literary 
Gazette.  James,  on  the  (Jem,  edited  by  that  original  and  inimitable 
genius  in  his  way,  and  his  way  is  wider  and  more  various  than  most 
people  think — I'h'inuis  Hood — and  the  verses  by  the  editor  himself, 
tin  rein  quoted, '"  P2ugene  Aram's  Dream,"  are  among  the  best  things 
I  have  seen  for  s<ime  years.J 

Hhrpherd.  What  siiy  you  to  your  auld  frien'  Pringle,  the  editor 
o'  the  Friendship's  Ofli-ring,  sir? 

North.  1  >ay,  James,  that  Mr.  Pringle  is  himself  a  pleasing  poet 
and  aiiiia!)le  man,  that  he  possesses  peculiar'  (jualilications  f()r  bi'lng 
the  Editor  of  an  Annual,  and  I  have  no  doulit  that  his  will  be  one  of 
the  bi'.st  of  the  whole  set.||  Then  there's  the  BijoU,  which  last  year 
was  exquisite — and  the  Keejisake — Heaven  preserve  us — with  all 
the  rank,  fashion,  and  genius  of  the  age.     it  will  prove  the  Guand 

CoNTUNni  R. 

i>hrj)hi'rd.  The  Guand  Contundek — what's  that? 

North.  Masonic. — Here,  James,  is  one  of  the  best,  because  mo.st 

*  The  principal  rontrihutora  to  the  Chrintma*  Box,  bcddeii  thoiie  already  named,  were  Sii 
Waller  Srolt.  I.ookhnrl.  Charjpn  l.arnb.    Ilarrii'nn  Aini'wnrlh.  Cr<ik<T.  nml  Doctor  Ala^'iiin. — M. 

t  'I'hnmaj*  Kin.c*.#»,  Hon  of  Wiliiain  Ficfrnw  oC  t.iviTpiHil.  and  lOtlilnr  ot  ihr  I*iin(i>cHpe 
Annual  nnd  Juveinl'^  Kei-pi'alc;. —  Mm.  .S.  C  Hall  the  wi-li-knuwn  lrl^ll  »tiiry-wrili'r. — .Mris. 
Watt',  wifn  »r  A  arm  A.  Watt*,  the  poet,  and  nixtcr  uf  Jureiniah  Holme  Wiftin,  (who  died 
IKJIl.l  Irani)  ator  of  Tnniu)  int<  S(icnrerian  veri-e  — M. 

«  Thoinaa  lldod '»  nohji-  bi.,/ul  Tlin  Drcain  of  Kupene  Aram,  appeared  In  the  Gi-in  for  iH'Jfl, 
|puhli>h>^il  in  Ociober,  IHifi.)  which  he  eililed.  The  proK- nkplili,  called  thi'Wiilow.  in  tho 
name  voluMf.  prnfimiini;  to  he  hy  Klia.  wnn  nn  inulaliin  of  Charli'K  Ijaiiib,  by  Ib'od  In  liK 
later  y^'arx  Ih^re  vnm  lurire  h'Jinaniiy  than  Inn  in  llcoirn  »rilini-»  Ilia  .'^oni;  of  the  .'^hirt 
(the  aiit'icraph  of  which  I  |ir>»«<'»i.)  ha«  don"-  inoi  h  to  r"'in<'ily  tin-  ^iiirrrinfja  of  one  cIb»»  of  ill- 
paiJ  "orkinu  women       tlooil  wan  bor.i  in  17!I8.  anil  difd  m  May,  Ml.'!. — ,\T. 

II  Thoman  i'rinple  wa»  one  of  the  partiea  nttackeil  in  ihc  f^hahlee  Maniiacrip'.and  condiiotsd 
lilarkwood  for  a  few  mnptha  on  it*  eatabliahirent  inlHI7.  lie  piibliahcd  acvvral  voluiiiubf 
fw'ry  and  prono,  and  di«d  in  ItOI.— M. 
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business-like  prospectuses  I  ever  read — of  a  new  weekly  periodical, 
nliout  to  be  pul)lislied  in  Edinburgh,  in  the  n)iddle  of  November — 
TnK  EnisBLKGii  LiTK.KAKY  JouRNAL.  From  whut  1  know  of  tho 
editor,  a  iienileman  of  talent,  spirit,  and  perseverance,  I  foretell  the 
book  will   prosper.* 

i>/iip/i(n/.  1  shall  be  glad  u'  that,  for  ane  gets  tired  o'  that  eternal 
soun' — Blackwood's  Magazeeii — Blackwood's  Magazecn — dinnin'  in 
ane's  lug-i  (lay  and  nicht  a'  lifelong, 

Nvrlh.  One  dues  indeed. 

Enter  Mr.  Ambrose. 

Ambrose.  Agreeably  to  your  orders,  sir,  I  intrude  to  tell  you  that 
it  is  l)Ut  a  ffw  tiiinutes  from  twelve,  and  your  coach  is  at  the  door. 

Ni>ylh.  My  dear  Shejiherd,  we  always  keep  good  hours  t)n  a 
Saturday  night.     Come  and  take  a  bed  at  the  Lodge. 

i^Iieplicrd.  \Vi'  pleasure;  and  I'll  stay  ower  the  Sabbath,  without 
ganii  Id  the  kirk,  for  1  like  to  hear  you  read  ane  o'  Blair's  Sermons 
— who  may  hae  been  nae  great  theologian  ;  but  the  cretur  had  an 
unaccountable  in>ieht  into  human  natur.  {Exeunt.^ 

•  Ilfnry  Glasford  Bell,  now  deputy  sheriff  of  7,anaikshire.  under  Sir  Archibald  Alison,  the 
hi.'torian.  jirojected  llie  Hdiiihurirh  J.ilernry  Juiirnnl,  a  weel<ly  publication,  half  mapazina 
and  half  rcvi(  w.  the  best  of  its  class  that  ever  appeared  in  Scotland.  It  lived  (hroiit;h  thre« 
years.  It  had.  amonR  other  features,  a  series  of  conversation  pajier.s.  called  ''The  Editor  in 
his  Slipners'" — the  only  readable  imitation  of  the  Noctes.  (except  some  lively  dialofiies  in 
Kiiipht's  Quarterly  .Magazine.)  1  have  yet  had  the  pood  fortune  to  encounter.  Wilson, 
Morohead.  Wocji,  Mrs.  Hemans,  Miss  Landon,  Ue  Quincey,  and  other  leading  writen  coulri- 
b'Ud    til  the  Edinburgh  J^ilerury  Journal. — M. 
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No.  XL.— DECEMBER,  1828. 

SCENE  \.—  The  Octagon— Time— Ten. 

North — Shepherd — Tickler. 

North.  Tliank  heaven,  my  dear  Shepherd,  Winter  is  come  again, 
ntid  Eflinbiirgh  is  iM-giiining  once  more  to  looiv  like  herself,  like  her 
name  and  her  nature,  with  rain,  mist,  sleet,  harr,  hail,  snow  I  hope, 
wind,  storm — would  that  we  could  hut  add  a  little  thunder  and 
lightning.     The  Queen  u\'  the  North. 

Shepherd,  lloo  could  you,  sir,  wi'  a'  your  time  at  your  ain  com- 
mand, keej>  in  and  aliout  End)ro'  frae  May  to  December  1  The  city, 
tor  tlnve  months  in  the  dead  <>'  simmer,  is  like  a  tomb. 

Tickler,  {in  a  whisper  to  the  Siiepheru.)  The  widow — James — the 
widow. 

Shepherd,  (aloud.)  The  weedow — sir — the  weodow  !  Couldna  he 
hae  lirochl  her  out  wi'  hitii  to  the  Forest?  Al  their  time  o' life, 
surely  scandal  wud  hae  held  her  tongue. 

Tickler.  Scandal  never  holds  her  tongue,  James.  She  drops  her 
poison  upon  the  dew  on  the  virgin's  untimely  grave — her  breath 
will  not  let  the  gray  hairs  rest  in  the  motdd 

Shrpherd.  Then,  Mr.  North,  marry  her  at  ance,  and  bring  her  out 
in  Sprinir,  that  you  may  pass  the  hinneymoon  on  the  sunny  braes  o' 
Mount  Henger. 

North.  Why,  James,  the  moment  I  begin  to  press  matters,  sh^ 
lakes  out  her  pocket-handkerchief — and,  through  sighs  and  sobs, 
recurs  to  il.(!  old  topic — ibat  twenty  thousainJ  times  told  tale — the 
dear  old  Cimeral. 

Shepherd.  Deevil  kee[)  tin-  dear  old  (Jeiiei-.il  !  Ila-iia  the  man 
been  dead  tlie^e  twniity  years  ?  And  if  he  had  l»een  leevin',  wouldna 
he  been  auidi-r  than  yoursell,  and  far  mair  iiifinn  !  You're  no  in 
the  lea-t  infirm,  sir. 

North.  Ah,  .James!  that's  all  you  know.  My  infirmities  are 
inrreasiMg  with  years 

Shepherd.  Wad  you  be  sae  nnreasonablc  as  to  expect  them  to 
•jecreasc  with  years?     And  her  iidirmities 

North.    Hush — she  has  no  infirniities. 
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S/icphcrd.  Nae  iiifirniities  !  Then  she's  no  worth  a  brass  button. 
But  let  me  ask  you  ae  interrogatory.  Ilae  ye  ever  jiut  tlie  ques- 
tion 1     Answer  me  that,  sir. 

North.   Whv,  James,  1  cannot  sav  that  I  ever  have 

Shepherd.  What!  and  you  cxpeck  that  she  wuU  put  the  question 
to  yon?  That  would  indeed  be  puttin'  the  eart  before  the  horse.  If 
th  •  women  were  to  ask  the  men,  there  wad  be  nae  leevin'  in  this 
warld.  Yet,  let  me  tell  you,  Mr.  North,  that  it's  a  shamefu'  thing 
to  keep  play  in'  in  the  way  you  hae  been  doin'  for  these  ten  years 
past  <in  a  y^ung  woman's  feelings 

Tickler.  Ila — ha — ha — James! — A  young  woman!  Why,  she's 
sixty,  if  she's  an  hour. 

North.   You  lie. 

Shepherd.  That's  a  douss  on  the  chops,  Mr.  Tickler.  That's  made 
you  as  red  in  the  face  as  a  Buhlily-Jock,*  sir.  O  the  power  o'  ae 
wee  bit  single  monosyllabic  syllalile  o'  a  word  to  awaken  a'  the 
safler  and  a'  the  fiercer  passions  !  Dinna  keep  bittin'  your  thoomb, 
Ww  Tickler,  like  an  Itawlian.     Make  an  apology  to  Mr.  North  — 

North.  J  will  accept  of  no  apoktgy.  The  man  who  calls  a  woman 
old  deserves  death. 

Shepherd.   Did  you  call  her  auld,  Mr.  Tickler? 

Tickler.  To  you,  sir,  I  will  condescend  to  rei)ly.  I  did  not.  I 
merely  said  she  was  sixty  if  she  was  an  hour. 

Shepherd.  \n  the  first  place,  dinna  ''Sir"  me,  for  it's  not  only  ill- 
bred,  but  it's  stoopit.  In  the  second  place,  dinna  tawk  o'  "  coiide- 
scendin'''  to  reply  to  me,  for  that's  language  I'll  no  thole  even  frae 
the  King  on  the  throne,  and  I'm  sure  the  King  on  the  throne  wadna 
mak  use  o't.  In  the  third  place,  to  ca'  a  woman  saxty,  and  then 
manteen  that  ye  didna  ca'  her  auld,  is  nactliing  short  o'  a  sophism. 
And,  in  the  fourth  place,  you  shouldna  hae  accompanied  your  remark 
wi'  a  loud  haw — haw — haw — fn-  on  a  tender  topic  a  guffaw's  an  ag- 
gravation— and  marry  in'  a  widow,  let  her  age  be  what  i'  wull,  is  a 
tender  topic,  depend  on't — sae  that  on  a  calm  and  dispassionate  view 
o'  a'  the  circumstances  o'  the  case,  there  can  be  nae  doot  that  you 
maun  mak  an  apology  ;  or,  if  you  do  not,  I  leave  the  room,  and  there 
is  an  end  of  the  Noctes  Anibrosianae. 

North.   An  end  of  the  Noctes  Ambrosianse  ! 

Tickler.   An  end  of  the  Noctes  Anii)rosian{e  ! 

Sheplierd.  An  end  of  the  Noctes  Ambrosiaiiae! 

Oiiines.  An  end  of  the  Nt)Ctes  Ambrosianae  ! ! 

North.  Rather  than  that  should  happen  I  will  make  a  thousand 
apologies 

Tickler.  And  I  tpn  thousand 


*  Bvtbbty-Jock., — a  turkey-cock. — M. 
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Shepherd.  That's  behaviii'  like  men  and   Christians.     Embrace — 
embrace.  (North  and  Tickler  embrace.) 

North.   Where  were  we,  James? 

Shepherd.   1  was  abusin'  Embro'  in  simmer. 

North.    Whyl 

Shepherd.  Whey  ?  a'  the  lumms  smokeless !  No  ae  jack  turnin 
a  pifce  o'  roastin'  beef  afore  a  fire  in  ony  ae  kitchen  in  a'  the  New 
Toon  !  Streets  and  squares  a'  grass-grown,  sae  that  they  niicht  he 
mawn  !  Shops  like  beehives  that  hae  de'ed  in  wunter  !  Ci>aehcs 
st'ltin*  aff  fur  Stiilin',  and  Perth,  and  Glasgow,  and  no  ae  passenger 
either  inside  or  out — only  the  driver  keepin'  up  his  heart  wi'  flourish- 
in'  his  whup,  and  the  guard,  sit  tin'  in  perfect  solitude,  playin'  an 
eerie  spring  on  his  bugle-horn  !  Tiie  shut-up  play-house  a*  covered 
over  wi'  hills  that  seem  to  speak  o'  plays  acted  in  an  antediluvian 
world  !  Here,  perhaps,  a  leeviii'  creter,  like  an  emage,  staunin'  at 
the  mouth  o'  a  close.*  or  hirplin'  alang  like  the  last  relic  o'  the  plague. 
And  oh  !  but  the  staiiestatue  o'  the  late  Lord  Melville,  stainiin'  a'  by 
hinisell  up  in  the  silent  air,  a  hunderand-lifty  feet  high,  has  then  a 
ghastly  seeming  in  the  sky,  like  some  giant  condemned  to  perpetual 
imprisonment  on  his  [ledestal,  and  mournin'  ower  the  desolation  of 
the  city  that  in  life  he  loved  s(r  well,  unheeded  and  unhonored  for  a 
se-ison  in  the  great  metropolitan  heart  o'  the  country  which  he  ance 
rejoiced  to  enrich  and  beautify,  telling  and  teaching  her  how  to  hold 
up  her  head  baiildly  among  the  nations,  and  like  a  true  patriot  as  he 
was,  home  and  abroad  caring  for  the  greatest — and  the  least  of  all 
her  sons! 

North.  lie  was  the  greatest  statesman  ever  Scotland  produced, 
James  ;  n<)r  is  she  ungrateful,  for  the  mutlerings  of  Whig  malice  have 
died  away  like  s(j  much  croaking  in  the  pouchy  throats  of  drought- 
dried  toads,  and  the  cheerful  singling  and  whistling  of  industry  all 
over  the  beautifully  cultivated  Land,  are  the  hymns  perpetually  ex- 
haled to  Heaven  along  with  the  morning  dews,  in  praise  and  com- 
ineirioration  of  the  Patriots  who  loved  the  sacred  soil  in  which  their 
bones  lie  buried. 

Shepherd.  That's  weel  said,  sir.  Let  there  be  ])iit  a  body  o'  Truth, 
and  nae  fear  but  imagery  will  crood  ariMind  it,  just,  like  shadows  and 
sunl>eams  cast  f'rae  the  blue  sky,  tlie  \vhit(!  clouds,  and  the  gre(  n 
trees  round  about  the  body  o'  some  fiir  maid, — that  is,  some  bonnie 
Scotch  lassie,  bathin'  in  a  stream  as  pure  us  her  ain  thochts. 
North.   There  ug;iin,  James! 

Shepherd.  IJut  to  return  to  the  near  approeh  o'  wunter.  Maidiind 
h.'.ire  again  piitten  on  worsted  stockins  and  llanneii  drawers — whito 
jeans  and  yellow  minkeeti  troosers  hae  disappeared — dool)le  soles 
hae  gotten  a  secure  footcn  owcr  pumj>s — l)ig  coats  wi'  fur,  and  nnm- 

•  CVo»r,— a  narrow  lano  or  pa«»a({o.— M. 
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ties  \vi'  miniver,  jjive  an  agreeable  roiuhnoss  to  the  picltiresquo 
Btroani  o'  lite  eddyiii'  jvlaiig  ihe  eliamiel  o'  the  streets — gk)ves  and 
mittens  are  sae  general  that,  a  red  hairy  haun'  looks  rather  sinijjular 
— every  third  body  ye  meet,  f«>r  fear  o*  a  sudden  hlash,  carries  an 
umbrella — a'  fniks  shave  noo  \vi'  het  water — coal  carts  are  emptyin' 
theirsells  into  ilka  area — caddies  at  the  corners  o' streets  and  arivers 
on  coach-boxes  are  seen  warmin'  themsells  by  blawin'  on  their  fin- 
eers,  or  whusUin'  themselves  wi'  their  open  nieves  across  the  shoo- 
thers — skates  glitter  at  the  shop-wiindows  prophetic  o'  frost, — Mr. 
Phiii  may  tak'  in  his  rod  noo,  for  nae  mair  thocht  o'  anglin'  till 
spring, — and  wi'  spring  liersell,  as  wi'  ither  o'  our  best  and  bonniest 
friens,  it  may  be  said,  out  o'  sicht  out  o'  mind,  —you  see  heaps  <>' 
bears  hung  out  for  sale — horses  are  a'  hairer  o'  the  hide — the  bit 
toi»n-bantam  craws  nane,  and  at  breakfaNt  ye  maun  tak  tent  no  to 
pree  an  egg  afore  smellin'  at  it — you  meet  hares  carry  in'  al)t)Ut  in  a' 
quarters — and  ggem-keepers  proceedin'  out  into  the  kintra  wi'  strings 
o'  grews — spariows  sit  silent  and  smoky  wi'  ruflled  feathers  waitin' 
for  crumbs  on  the  ballustrawds — loud  is  the  cacklin'  in  the  fowl- 
market  o'  Christmas  geese  that  come  a  month  at  least  afore  the  day, 
just  like  thae  Annuals,  the  Forget-meNots,  Amulets,  Keepsakes, 
Beejoos,  Gems,  Aimiversaries,  Souvenirs,  Friendship's  Offerings,  and 
Wunter-Wreaths 

Tickler.  Stop,  Jjunes — stop.  Such  an  accumulation  of  imagery 
absolutely  confounds — perplexes  — 

Shepherd.   Folk  o'  nae  fimcy.     Then  for  womankind  — 

Tickler.  Oh!  James!  James!  I  knew  you  would  not  long  keep 
off  that  theme  — 

Shepherd.  Oh!  ye  pa'.vkie  auld  carle !  What  ither  theme  in  a' 
this  wide  weary  warld  is  vv<jrLh  ae  single  thochtor  leelin'  In  the  poet'a 
heart — ae  single  line  frae  the  poet's  pen — ae  single — 

North.  Song  from  the  Shepherd's  lyre — of  which,  as  of  the  Teian 
Bard's  of  old,  it  may  be  said — 

EfWTtt  fxouvov  ri-^si. 

Do,  my  dear  James,  give  us  John  Nicholson's  daugliter. 

Shepherd.  Wait  a  wee.  The  w(unaiikind,  I  say,  sirs,  never  looks 
sae  bonnie  as  in  wunter,  accepp  indeed  it  be  in  spring  — 

Tickler.  Or  summer,  or  autumn,  James,  — 

Shepherd.  Hand  your  tongue.  Y<iu  auld  i)ache]ors  ken  naethin" 
o  womankind — and  hoo  should  ye,  when  they  treat  you  wi'  but  ae 
feelin',  that  o'  derision  ?  Oh,  sirs  !  but  the  dear  creters  do  look  weel 
in  muffs — whether  they  hand  them,  wi'  their  invisible  hauns  clasped 
ihegilher  in  their  beauty  within  the  cozy  silk  linin'  close  prest  to 
their  innicent  waists,  just  aneath  the  glad  bcatins  o'  their  firsl-love. 
touched  hearts  — 
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Tickhr.  There  afjain,  James  ! 

Shephenl.  Or  baud  them  hingiii'  fiae  their  extended  rieht  arms, 
lecvin'  a*  the  feeijiir  visible,  that  seems  taller  and  slimmer  as  the 
removed  muff  reveals  the  clasps  o'  the  pelisse  a'  the  way  doun  frae 
nec-k  till  feet! 

North.  Look  at  Tickler — James — how  he  moves  about  in  his 
chair.      His  restlessness  — 

S/iephrrd.  Is  no  unnatural.  Then,  sir,  is  there,  in  a'  the  beautifii' 
and  silent  unfoldin's  o'  natur  amang  plants  and  flowers,  ony  thing 
sae  beautifu'  as  the  white,  smooth,  saft  chaftso'  a  bit  smilin'  maiden 
o'  saxtei-n,  angliteen,  or  twunty,  blossomin'  out,  like  some  b<innie 
bud  o'  snaw-white  satin  frae  a  ooverin'  o'  rough  leaves. — blossomin' 
out,  sirs,  frae  the  edge  o'  the  fur  tippet,  that  haply  a  lover's  happy 
haun  had  delicately  hung  ower  her  graeefu'  shoothers — oh  the  dear 
dflightfu'  little  La|ilander  ! 

Tickler.   For  a  married  man,  James,  you  really  describe 

Norlh.   Whisht! 

She/ifierd.  1  wu-h  you  only  heard  the  way  the  bonniecroo-dindoos 
keep  murmuiin'  their  jcists  to  ane  anither,  as  soon  as  a  nest  o'  them 
gets  rid  o'  an  auld  bache'or  on  Princes-Street. 

Ticklir.   Gets  rid  o'  an  auld  l>achcIor! 

iSliejiherd.  Booin'  and  scrapin'  to  them  after  the  fortv.al  and  stately 
lishion  o'  the  u\<\  school  o'  politeness,  and  thinking  himsell  the  very 
pink  o'  coortesy,  wi'  a  gold-headed  cane  aiblins,  nae  less,  in  his 
hann',  and  buckles  on's  shoon — for  buckles  are  ikj  quite  out  yet 
a'lhegitlier — a  frill  like  a  fan  at  the  shii't  neck  o'  him — and,  wad  the 
\\orld  beleeve't,  knee  breeks  ! — then  they  titt/r — and  then  they 
lauch — and  then,  as  mu-ical  as  if  they  were  sm^in'  in  pairts,  the 
bontii<',  bloomin',  inniccni  wicked  creeters  break  out  into — I  mainma 
hay,  o'  sic  rosy  lips,  and  sic  snawy  breasts,  a  gullaw— but  a  gulliiy, 
sirs,  a  ".'ufl^iy — for  that's  tlie  feminine  o'  guffaw 

North.  Tickler,  we  really  must  not  allow  ourselves  to  be  insulted 
in  this  style  any  longer 

Shepherd.  And  then  away  they  trip,  sirs,  flingin'  an  antelope's  or 
gazelle's  ee  ower  tin-ir  shouther,  diverted  beyond  mea.surc  to  see 
thtir  anfii|ue  beau  continuing  at  a  distance  to  cut  ca[)ers  in  his 
pride— till  a'  at  ance  they  see  a  comet  in  the  sky— a  young  oflisher 
(.'  dragoons,  wi'  his  helmet  a'  in  a  low  wi'  a  flicker  o'  red  feathers — 
and  as  he  "  turns  and  win<is  his  fiery  I'egasus,"  they  are  a'  mute  as 
death — yet  every  face  at  the  same  time  e|o<pient  wi'  mantling 
smiles,  and  wi'  blushes  that  break  through  and  around  the  blue 
ht'avens  of  their  cen,  like  crimson  clouds  to  sudden  sunlight  burning 
beautiful  for  u  moment,  and  then  melting  away  like  a  thocht  or  a 
dream  1 
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Xorth.  Why,  my  dear  James,  it  does  one's  heart  iinod  even  to  be 
i-'ulicuU'd  ill  the  hiii<jiiam'  of  I'ot-trv.     Does  if  nut.  Tickler? 

Tickler.  James,  your  health,  my  dear  fellow. 

Sheplienl.  1  never  lidicnle  ony  body,  sirs,  that's  no  fit  to  bear  it. 
Hilt  thrre's  some  sense  and  some  satisfaction  in  maUiii'  a  fiile  o' 
ihim,  that,  when  the  fiend's  in  them,  can  make  fiiles  o'  a  body,  like 
North  and  Tiekler. 

North.  Yon  would  cackle,  my  dear  James,  were  I  to  tell  you  how 
ihe  laii^h  went  against  me,  t'other  day  on  the  Calton  Hill. 

Shepherd.  The  laii^h  went  against  you,  sir?  That  forebodes  some 
evil  to  the  Stale  o'  Denmark. 

North.  1  had  chanced  tc  take  a  stroll,  James,  round  the  Calton 
Hill,  and  feeling  my  toe  rather  twitchy,  I  sat  down  on  a  bench  im- 
mediately under  Nelson's  Monument,  and  having  that  clever  j>aper 
the  Observer  of  the  day  in  my  pocket,  I  began  to  glance  over  its 
columns,  when  my  attention  was  suddenly  attracted  to  a  confused 
noise  of  footsteps,  whisperings,  titterings,  and  absolutely  guffaws, 
James,  circliiifj  round  the  base  of  that  ingenious  model  of  a  some- 
what  clumsy  churn.  Nelson's  Monument.  Looking  through  my 
specs — lo  !  a  multitude  of  all  se.xes — more  especially  the  female, 
kept  congregating  round  me,  some  with  a  stare,  others  with  a  sim- 
per, some  with  a  full  open-mouthed  laugh,  and  others  with  a  half 
shut-eye  leer,  which  latter  mode  of  expressing  her  feelings,  is,  in  a 
woman,  to  me  peculiarly  loathsome, — while  ever  and  anon  I  heard 
one  voice  saying,  "  He  is  really  a  decent  man  ;"  another,  "  He  has 
been  a  fine  fellow  in  his  day,  I  warrant;"  a  third,  "Come  awa', 
Meg,  he's  ower  auld  fur  my  money,"  and  a  fourth,  "  He  has  cruel 
gray  green  eeii,  and  looks  like  a  man  that  would  murder  his  wife." 

Shepherd.  That  was  gutting  (ish  afore  you  catch  them.  But  what 
was  the  meanin'  o'  a'  this,  sir? 

North.  Why,  James,  some  infernal  ninny,  it  seems,  had  adver- 
tised ill  the  Edinburgh  newspapers  for  a  wife  with  a  hundred  a-year, 
and  informed  the  female  public  that  he  would  be  seen  sitting  for 
inspection  

Tickler.  In  the  character  of  opening  article  in  the  Edinburgh 
Review  

North.  From  the  hours  of  one  and  two  in  the  afternoon,  on  the 
identical  bench,  James,  on  which,  inider  the  influence  of  a  malignant 
btar,  1  had  luoiight  myself  to  anchor. 

Shepherd.  Haw!  haw!  haw!  That  beats  cock-fechtin'.  So  then 
Christopher  North  sat  publicly  on  a  bench  commandin'  a  view  o' 
the  haill  city  o'  Eiiil)ro,  as  an  adverteeser  for  a  wife  wi'  a  moderate 
income — and  you  canna  ca  a'  hunder  a-year  immoderate,  though  ii's 
comfortable — and  was  unconsciously  nndergoin'  an  inspection  as 
scrutiiieezin'  to  the  ee  o'  fancy  and    imagination  as  a  recruit  by  thu 
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surgeon  afore  he's  alloo'd  to  join  the  regiment.  Haw — haw — 
haw ! 

North.  I  knew  nothing  at  the  time,  James,  of  the  infernal  ninny 
and  his  adveitise'inent 

,'>//<'phcrd.  Sae  you  continued  sittin'  and  glowerin'  at  the  crood 
through  your  specs  1 

North.  I  did,  James.  What  else  could  I  do?  The  setnicircle 
a  sharpening  its  mooned  horns,"  closed  in  upon  me,  hetiiniing  and 
hemming  me  quite  up  to  the  precipice  in  my  rear — the  front  rank 
uf  the  allied  powers  being  composed,  as  you  may  suppose,  of 
women  — 

Shepherd.  And  a  pretty  pack  they  wad  be — fish-wives,  female 
cawdies,  blue-stockin's,  toon's  offi>her's  widows,  washerwomen,  she- 
waiters,  girrzies,  auld  maids  wi'  bairds,  and  young  linimers  wi' 
green  parasols  and  five  floonces  to  their  forenoon  gowns  — 

North,  i  so  lost  my  head,  James,  and  all  power  of  discrimination, 
that  the  whole  assemblage  seemed  to  me  like  a  great  daub  of  a  pic- 
ture looked  at  by  a  connoisseur  with  a  sick  stomach,  and  suddenly 
about  to  faint  in  an  exhiliition. 

Shepherd.  You  hae  reason  to  be  thankfu'  that  they  didna  tear  you 
into  pieces. 

North.  At  last  up  I  got,  and  attempted  to  make  a  speech,  but  I 
felt  as  if  I  had  no  tongue. 

Shepherd,  'i  hat  was  a  judgment  on  you,  sir,  for  bein'  sae  fond  o' 
taukiii'  — 

North.  Instinctively  brandishing  my  crutch,  I  attacked  the  centre 
of  the  circle,  which  iiiimidiately  gave  way,  falling  into  two  seg- 
ments— the  one  sliding  wiih  great  loss  dowii  the  slope,  and  stopt 
only  by  the  iron  {)aliiig  in  (rout  of  the  New  ,Iail — the  other  wheel- 
ing lumultuoiisl\  in  a  soi/re  fpii  pent  nio\('Mient  up  towards  the 
Observatiiry  —  llie  plateau  in  front  being  thus  left  open  to  my  re- 
treat, or  rather  advance. 

Shepherd.  Oil,  sir  !  but  you  should  liac  been  a  sodger  !  Welling- 
ton oi  Napoleon  wad  hae  been  naetliing  to  you — }  ou  wad  soon  hae 
been  a  fiehl-marshal — a  generalissimo. 

North.  The  left  wing  had  rallied  in  the  hollow — and,  having 
formed  themselves  into  a  solid  scpiare,  came  up  the  hill  at  {\u'  pus 
de  charge.,  wiih  a  cloud  of  skirmishers  thrown  out  in  front — and, 
unless  iii\  eye  deceived  me,  which  is  not  improhalile,  supported  and 
c<ivere(l  <in  each  flaiik  by  cavalry. 

Shi /third.   Tliat  was  fearsome. 

North.  I  was  now  [daced  between  two  fires,  in  imminent  flanger 
<'f  being  snriounded  anti  tiiken  |)risoner,  w  hen,  with  one  of  lllo■^o 
8u<lden  coil}/  d'ai/.i,  which,  more  than  anything  else,  dislingiii>h  the 
military  gei:iu9  from   the  mere  martinet,  I  spied  an  opening  to  my 
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right,  through,  or  rather  ()ver  tlie  cnigs,  and  using  tiic  liiitt-»nd  of 
my  crutch,  I  overthrew  in  nii  instant  the  few  companies!,  vainly 
endeavoring  to  for?u  into  echellon  in  thai  |iarl  of  ilie  position,  and, 
with  little  or  no  loss,  ellected  a  l)old  and  skilful  ietr<  grade  move- 
ment down  the  steepest  pai  t  of  the  hill,  over  whose  rn<.'gtd  declivities, 
it  is  recorded,  that  Dainle}-,  centuries  before,  had  won  llic  Ik  an  of 
Queen  !Mary,  hy  galloping  his  war-horse,  in  full  armor,  on  the 
everiinir  after  a  tournament  at  llolvrood.  Not  a  rc'dment  had  the 
courage  to  follow  me;  and,  on  reaching  the  head  of  Leith  WulU,  I 
halted  on  the  very  spot  where  my  excellent  fiiend  the  then  Lord 
Provost  presented  the  keys  of  the  city  to  his  most  gracious  majesty, 
on  his  entrance  into  the  metropolis  of  the  most  ancient  of  his  domi- 
nions, and  gave  three  tinies  three  in  token  of  triuni{)h  and  derision, 
which  were  fiintly^and  feebly  returned  from  the  pillars  of  the  Par- 
thenon ;  but  1  know  not  till  this  hour,  whether  by  the  discomfited 
host,  or  only  by  the  echoes. 

Shepherd.  Fortunate  Sencx  !     Wonderfu'  auld  man  ! 

North.  There  was  I,  Janus,  within  fifty  yards  of  Ambrose's ;  so, 
like  a  tine,  old,  bold  buck  of  a  red  deer,  who,  after  slaughtering  or 
scattering  with  hoof  and  horn  the  pack  that  had  dared  to  obstruct 
his  noonday  flights,  from  his  high  haunts  at  the  head  of  green  Glen- 
Aven  to  his  low  lair  in  the  heart  of  the  black  forest  of  Abernethy, 
at  last  impursued  takes  to  soil,  that  is,  buries  himself,  back  and  belly, 
in  a  limpid  pool  of  the  running  waters; — so  did  1,  Christopher 
North,  after  giving  that  total  overthrow,  take  to  soil  in  the  Sanctum 
Sanctorum  of  Picardy  ;  and,  issuing  from  the  cold-iiath,  vigoious — 
to  use  another  image — as  a  great,  old  cod  in  the  deep  sea, — as  round 
in  the  slundders,  and  as  red  al)Out  the  gills  too, —  astonished  the 
household  by  the  airy  and  majestic  movement  with  which,  like  an 
caiile,  1  floated  into  the  Festal  Ilall, — sung  a  solo,  like  a  spring 
nightingale, —  then  danced  a  lavolta,  to  the  terror  of  the  chandelier, 
like  a  chamois  making  love  on  Mont  Blanc, — then  sul)siding  out  of 
Dance,  which  is  the  Poetry  of  Motion,  into  Attitude,  which  is  the 
Poetry  of  Ke>t,  finally  sinik  away  into  voluptuous  diffusion  of  lilh 
and  limb  on  that  celestial  sofa,  like  an  impersonation  of  Alexander 
the  Great,  Mark  Antony,  and  Sardanapalus. 

Shepherd.   Did  naebody  in  the  crood  ken  Christopher  North? 

North.  Their  senses,  James,  were  deluded  by  their  imagination. 
They  had  set  me  down  as  the  Edinburgh  Advertiser — and  the 
Edinburgh  Advertiser  1  afipeared  to  be, — in.-tead  of  the  Editor  of 
Blaekwood's  Magazine.  The  senses  are  the  slaves  of  the  soul, 
James.  "  How  easily 's  a  bush  supposed  a  bear  !"  Yet  a  few  voices 
did  exclaim,  "Christopher  North!  Christofihcr  North!"  and  that 
magical  name  did  not  for  a  moment  calm  the  tumult.  But  forth- 
with arose  the  cry  of  "Impostor!  Impostor!" — "Kit  has  no  need 
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to  aJvcrtise  for  a  wife!" — "  ITano^  his  inipmlence,  for  daui'iiig  to 
sham  Christopher  I" — "He's  no  faraneuch  North  for  that!" — and  in 
vain,  durinjj  one  pause  of  uiv  combat  and  career,  did  I  make  an 
appeal  to  the  Public  in  favor  of  rav  personal  identit}'.  It  would 
not  do,  James.  I  appearctl  to  be  a  Perkin  Warbeck  detected  ;  and 
liad  nearly  paid  the  penalty  of  death,  or,  in  other  words,  forfeited 
my  existence,  for  merely  personatinfj  myself!  Mr.  Ambrose,  wi;h 
liis  usual  ingenuity,  immediately  on  hearing  the  recital  of  our 
adventure,  and  just  as  he  was  pouring  us  out  a  caulker  consumma- 
tive  of  our  restoration  to  our  wonted  placidity  and  repose,  sphinx- 
like, solveil  the  riddle,  and  devoutly  congratulated  us  on  our  escape 
from  a  Public  justly  infuriated  by  the  idea,  that  a  counterfeit  of  Us 
had  thrown  himself  for  a  wife  upon  their  curiosity;  sagaciously 
observing,  at  the  same  time,  that  it  would  be  a  salve  to  the  sore  of 
her  signal  defeat  on  the  Calton  to  know,  that,  after  all,  it  was  the 
veritible  Ciiristopher  North  who  had  scattered  her  like  sawdust, 
without  distinction  of  a^ce  or  sex. 

iSh(/}hi'rJ.  Mr.  Tickler,  do  you  recolleck  wdiat  Mr.  North  said  to 
yon,  a  wee  while  sin'-syne,  that  made  ye  sae  angry?  I. think  you 
might  pay  him  back  noo  in  his  ain  coin.  Few  owtobcograff'er?>  are 
verawcious  historians. 

Tickler.  Without  meaning  offence  to  any  individual  in  particular, 
they  all lie. 

North.  They  do,  like  troopers.  And  did  they  not,  they  woidd 
not  be  fit  to  live. 

ShijilLird.  Nor  dee. 

Tickler.  'J'he  man  does  not  live  who  dares  to  outrage  humanity  by 
a  full,  true,  ati<l  particular  account,  of  every  thing  he  has  said,  done, 
and  thouf/hl,  during  even  the  least  guilty  year  of  his  youth,  manhood, 
or  old  age. 

Shejiherd.  E'^pccially  anld  age.  ()\\  I  never — never — never — but 
at  the  great  day  o'  judgment,  will  there  be  a  revelation  o'  an  auld 
sinner's  heart!  I  ai>pi'al  t<j  you,  ]Mi'.  North,  for  the  awlu'  truth  o' 
that  apothegm.      Are  nac  ye  an  auld  sinner,  sir? 

North.  I  do  not  know,  my  dear  .James,  that  to  you  or  anij  other 
man  I  am  bouu'l  to  confess  that  ;  sullicient  sunly,  if  1  do  not  deny 
It.  I  am  not  a  Ronnm  Catholic  layman;  nor  are  you,  James,  so  far 
B8  I  nmlerstand,  a  Roman  Catholic  priest;  nor  is  the  Octagon  a  Ro- 
man Catholic  ronfi-ssional;  nor  are  tli(i  Noctes  Ambrosian;e  Roman 
Catholic  iiights  of  penance  and  mortification  for  our  manifold  sins  and 
iiii<|iiitieH.  Yet,  my  dear  James,  if,  as  I  believe  yfiu  do,  you  mean 
notiiing  personal  in  your  question, — and  yon  know  I  hate  all  jx-rson- 
ality  eitlu-r  in  mv  own  ease,  or  that  of  others, — but  interrogate  mo 
as  a  rfi)rcHenlative  of  iiumaii  nature, — then  do  I  most — cheerfully,  I 
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was  cjoinjT  to  say — luit  I  correct  myself — most  sorrowfully  confess^ 
that  I  am  iniieed — an  old  sinner. 

Tickler.  S..  am  1.  V 

ShrphcrJ.  And  sae  I  howp  to  be — ineanln<]f  thereby,  merely  that 
I  may  live  till  Tm  as  aujd  as  you,  Mr.  Tickler,  sir,  or  yon,  sir,  Mr. 
North.  For  the  only  twa  perftck  seenonims  in  the  English  language 
are.  man  and  sinner. 

North.  In  utter  prostration,  and  sacred  privacy  of  soul,  I  almost 
think  now,  and  have  often  felt  heretofore,  man  may  make  a  confes- 
sional of  the  breast  of  his  brother  man.  Once  I  had  such  a  friend — 
and  to  me  he  was  a  priest.  He  has  been  so  long  dead  that  it  seems 
to  me  n(>w,  that  1  have  almost  forgotten  him — and  that  I  remeinher 
only  that  he  once  lived,  and  that  1  once  loved  him  with  all  my  affec- 
tions. One  such  friend  alone  can  ever,  from  the  very  nature  of 
things,  belong  to  any  one  human  being,  however  endowed  by  nature 
and  Iteloved  of  heaven.  He  is  felt  to  stand  between  us  and  our  up- 
braiding conscience.  In  his  life  lies  the  strength — the  power — the 
virtue  of  ours — in  his  death  the  better  half  of  our  whole  being  seems 
to  expire.  Such  communion  of  spirit,  perhaps,  can  only  be  in  exist- 
ences rising  towards  their  meridian  ;  as  the  hills  of  life  cast  longer 
shadows  in  the  wistern  hours,  we  grow — I  should  not  say  more  sus- 
picious, for  that  may  be  too  strong  a  word — hut  more  silent,  more 
self-wrapt,  more  circumspect — less  sympathetic  even  with  kindred 
and  congenial  natures,  who  will  sometimes,  in  our  almost  sullen  moods 
or  theirs,  seem  as  it  they  were  kindred  and  congenial  no  more — less 
devoted  to  spirituals,  that  is,  to  ideas,  so  tender,  true,  beautiful,  and 
sublime,  that  they  seem  to  be  inhabitants  of  heaven  though  born  of 
earth,  and  to  float  between  the  two  regions  angelical  and  divine — 
yet  felt  to  be  mortal,  human  still — the  ideas  of  passions  and  desires, 
and  affections,  and  "impulses  that  come  to  us  in  solitude,"  to  whom 
we  breathe  out  our  souls  in  silence  or  almost  in  silent  speech,  in  ut- 
terly mute  adoration,  or  in  broken  hynms  of  feeling,  believing  that 
the  holy  enthusiasm  will  go  with  us  through  life  to  the  grave,  or 
rather  knowing  not,  or  feeling  not,  that  the  grave  is  any  thing  more 
for  us  than  a  mere  word  with  a  somewhat  mournful  sound,  and  that 
life  is  changeless,  cloudless,  unfading  as  the  heaven  of  heavens,  that 
lies  to  the  uplifted  fancy  in  blue  immortal  calm,  round  the  throne  of 
the  eternal  Jehovah. 

Sh'pherd.  Wi'  little  trouble,  sir,  that  micht  be  turned  into  lilank 
verse,  and  then,  without  meanin'  to  flatter  you,  'twould  be  a  iiohlo 
poem. 

North.  Now,  James,  "  to  descend  from  these  imaginative  heights," 
what  Jiian,  who  has  ever  felt  thus,  would  publish  his  inner  s[>irit  in 
a  printed  confession,  on  wire-wove,  hot-pressed  pap<r,  in  three  vol- 
umes crown  octavo,  one  guinea  and  a  half  in  boards  \ 
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Shepherd.  And  wait  anxiously  for  the  beginning  o'  every  month, 
to  see  himself  reviewed  in  a  pacli  o'  paltry  periodicals! 

North.  Much  of  himself  is  jjone — gone  for  ever — not  only  from 
his  pre.-ent  lieing,  but  even  from  his  memory,  even  like  a  thousand 
long  summer  days,  each  so  intensely  heautiful  that  it  seemed  immor 
tal,  yet  all  the  splendid  series  now  closed  for  ever  and  aye.  Much 
remains — with  strange  transformation — like  clear  running  waters 
chained  hy  dim  fixed  frost,  or  like  soft,  puie,  almost  aerial  snow- 
flakes,  heaped  up  into  hard,  polluted,  smoky,  sooty  wreaths  by  the 
roadside  ;  niuch  is  reversed  into  its  opposite  in  nature,  joy  into 
griff,  mirth  into  melancholy,  hope  into  despair;  and  oh!  still  more 
mournful,  moie  niiseral)le  far,  virtue  into  vice,  honor  into  shame, 
innocence  into  guilt ;  while  Sin  is  felt  to  have  leavened  the  whole 
mass  of  our  being,  and  Religion  herself,  once  a  radiant  angel,  now 
moody  as  Superstition,  now  fantastic  as  Philosophy,  or  haply  but 
the  hem  of  her  garment  seen  like  a  disappearing  cloud,  as  an  angel 
still,  she  evanishes  fiom  our  short  sighted  eyes  in  heaven  ! 

Shepherd.  1  hae  often  wuslied,  my  dear  sir,  that  you  would  publish 
a  few  v<dumes  o'  Sermons.  1  dinna  fear  to  say't,  'cause  I  believe't 
true,  that  in  that  department  Christopher  North  would  be  noways 
inferior  to  Jeremy  Taylor. 

North.  My  dear  James,  Friendship  is  like  Love — so  far  from 
being  lilind,  each — 1  will  not  say  what  is  not — but  magnifies  what 
is — and  that,  too,  to  such  a  degree,  that  Truth  becomes  Falsehood. 
Jeremy  Taylor  had  a  divine  spirit.  That  divine  spirit  j)ervades,  per- 
meates all  he  ever  embodied  in  words.  Each  sermon  of  his  is  like 
a  star — a  star  that  is  not  only  framed  of  light,  and  self-burning  un- 
couhumed  in  its  own  celestial  (ires,  but  hung  in  light  as  in  an  atmos- 
phere which  it  does  not  itself  create,  and  thus  blended  and  ixiiind  in 
links  of  liwht  to  all  tlu;  rest  of  the  radiant  Ilo.stof  Heaven.  'I'hiis  it 
is  that  all  his  sermons  are  as  a  gahixy.      IJead  one  of  them,  and  it  is 

"  Fiiir  as  a  stat,  wlicii  only  one 
Ib  bliining  iu  the  bky " 

Read  many,  s>.\v\  vou  think  of  some  beautiful  and  sublime  night — a 
bright  sky,  with  the  full  moon, 

"  Wlicii  round  In  r  thiono  the  nidiiint,  plarii'ts  roll. 
And  Btiirs  uniiunibcr'd  gild  tlic  glowing  I'ole." 

As  the  moon  is  amung  the  stars — so  seems  the  lloly  Spirit  to  hang 
ellidgent  among  the  >aered  spaikles  of  thought  issuing  out  from  the 
"  blue  serene,  '  the  untrouliled  firniament  of  his  Christian  frame  of 
being ! 

Shepherd.  I  believe  I  was  wrangin' you  in  llm  comparison,  lie. 
served   in    the  sanctuary — the  inner  shrine.     Others  can    only  bow 
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dow  .  and  adore  at   the   threshold,  and  aneath  the  vestibule  o'  the 
teniplf. 

North.  In  all  those  works  of  luiitispiri-d  inni,  my  dear  Jarnos, 
wlu'lhtT  ill  prose  or  verse,  to  which  wu  iii.iy  jiisiilial)! y  give  the 
name  of  divine,  such  as  Taylor's  and  JNlillon's,  is  there  not  a  spirit 
invisible  tO|the  eyes,  inaudible  to  the  ears,  of  the  mere  understand- 
ing? And  if  so,  who  that  is  wise  in  humanity,  can  think  that  the 
cullivatiiiii  vi  the  intTc  understanding  may  ever  give  an  insight,  or 
an  inhcariiig,  into  such  truths  of  our  being  as  such  men  as  Taylor 
and  Milton  have  communicated  to  the  race  in  a  kind  of  dimmer 
revelation  ? 

Shepherd.  Nae  wise  man  'ill  believe't.  Edicate  a'  men  and 
women,  too,  say  I,  as  much  as  possible — but  dinna  expeck  impossi- 
ble  results.  If  edication  be  confined  to  the  mere  nnderstandin',  a  man 
may  gang  out  o'  schools  and  institutions,  and  colleges,  after  seven 
years'  study,  far  waur  than  a  coof.  For  a  coof  generally  kens,  or  at 
least  suspecks,  that  he  is  a  coof ;  but  an  "  Intellectual-all-inall,"  as 
Wordsworth  wecl  ca's  him,  thinks  himsell  the  veira  perfection  o' 
God's  creters.  No  ae  single  thing  will  he  believe  that  he  doesna 
understaun — sae  that  ye  may  ken  hnw  narrow  is  his  creed — puir 
blinded  moudiwarp,  that  has  deluded  itsell  into  a  notion  that  it's  a 
lynx!   Ndo,  1  ca'  this  impiety.      What  say  ye,  sir] 

North.  The  highest  philcjsophy,  whether  natural  or  mental  phi- 
losophy, my  dearest  James,  leads  to  Christianity — indeed,  the  highest 
mental  philosophy  in  Christianity.  But  all  beneath  the  highest  is 
either  dangerous  or  unsatisfactory,  while  the  low  and  the  lowest  is 
nf)thing  better  than  blind,  base  skepticism,  alternating  between  super- 
stition and  atheism.  An  ill-instnicted,  or  confusedly  and  imperfectly- 
informed  person,  who  prides  himself  upon,  and  trusts  to  his  under- 
standing   

Shepherd.   Is  at  a'  times  walkin'  on  the  edge  o'  the  bottomless  pit. 

North.   At  least  wandering  in  the  ways  that  lead  to  it. 

Shepherd.  And  that  comes  to  the  same  thing,  sir;  for  only  gie 
him  length  o'  time  and  tether,  and  in  he'll  play  jilnnif)  some  day  at 
last,  just  like  a  saiid-ljlind  man  botaneezin'  in  a  wcjod,  and  a'  at  aiice 
tumblin',  through  briers  and  braml)les,  into  the  mouth  o'  an  auld  un 
suspected  c(jal-pil — whereas,  a  man  that  was  quite  blin'  a'thegither 
would  either  hae  had  a  guide  wi'  him,  or,  what  is  the  still  safer  scheme 
for  aiie  in  his  ccjiidition,  wouldna  hae  ventured  into  the  wood  at  a',  but 
sat  contented  at  his  aiii  ingle  amaiig  his  wife  and  bairns,  and  listened 
wi' decent  humility  to  an  orthodox  sermon. 

North.  Without  religion,  the  poor  are  poor  indeed — with  it,  they 
may  be  the  only  rich. 

Shepherd.  O,  sir!  but  you  sometimes  say  things  wi'  a  sweet  sen- 
tentiousness  that  sinks  into  the  heart.     I  hauld  it,  sir,  to  be  utterly 
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impossible  that  those  men,  who,  as  friends  of  the  ed»ication  of  the 
people,  avow  that  their  character  may  be  raised  to  the  utmost  pitch 
of  which  it  is  ca|ial)lo,  by  the  distribution  of  ae  Library  o'  Usi^fiil, 
and  auither  o'  EiittTteeiian  Knowledge,* can  have  any  saving  know- 
ledge either  o'  their  ain  souls,  or  the  souls  o'  itlier  folk,  or  the  trials 
and  temptations  to  which  men  are  exposed,  who  work  from  sunrise  to 
sunset,  with  their  hands,  and  legs,  and  backs,  fur  their  daily  bread,  or 
o'  the  conditions  on  whifh  alone  they  can  howp  to  hauid  in  health 
and  longevity  their  incnal  and  their  religious  being.  What's  the 
matter  w  '  vou,  Mr.  Tickler,  that  you  dinna  speak  ony  the  nicht  ? 

TickUi \  In  the  company  of  the  truly  wise  I  love  to  listen.  Be- 
sides, to  tell  you  the  truth,  James,  that  fire  has  made  me  rather 
sleepy. 

Shepherd.  You're  no  the  least  sleepy,  sir.  Your  een  are  like 
gimlets — augers. 

Tickler.  Whv,  my  dear  Shepherd, 'tis  half  an  hour  ago  since  you 
juoniispd  us  a  song. 

North.  Come.  James,  John  Nicholson's  daughter. 

Tickler.   And  I  will  accompany  you  on  the  poker  and  tongs. 

Shejiherd.  I  ha*;  iiae  objections — for  you've  not  only  a  sowl  for 
music,  sir,  but  a  genius,  tno,  and  the  twa  dinna  always  gang  the- 
gither — mcmy  a  man  haeiii'  as  fine  an  ear  for  tunes,  as  the  starnies 
oM  a  dewy  nioht  that  listen  to  the  grass  grow  in'  roun'  the  vernal 
primroses,  and  yet  no  able  to  f)lay  on  (>ny  instrument — on  even  the 
flute — let  abee  the  poker  and  the  tangs. 

North    A  true  and  fine  distinction. 

Shepherd.  Whereas,  sir,  a  genius  for  music  can  bring  music  out 
o'  amaist  ony  material  snbstiince — be  it  horn,  timmer,  or  airn,  sic 
are  the  hidden  qualities  o'  natur  that  lie  asleej),  even  as  if  they  were 
dead  or  were  not,  till  the  e(|ually  mysterious  power  that  God  has 
given  to  man,  wiles  or  rugs  them  out  to  the  notice  o'  the  senses — in 
this  case  the  ear — and  then,  to  be  sure,  melody  or  harmony  chimes 
or  tinkles  accordant  and  congenial  to  ony  strain  o'  feelin'  oro'  fmcy 
that  the  poet  sings  to  the  musician,  and  the  nmsician  plays  back 
again,  or  rather  at  ane  and  the  same  time  to  the  poet — the  twa 
thegither  sne  speeritiialcezin'  the  verra  air  o'  the  room,  that  the  lire 
seems  to  burn  as  purely  as  the  star  that  may  be  blinkin'  in  through 
the  halfuruiiitained  win  '  >w,  frae  its  ain  haiiie  in  heaven  ! 

Tickler.  (;<.me,  then,  James,  let  me  accompany  you  on  my  favor- 
ite tnstrument;  a  finer-toned  tongs  I  never  took  in  hand  than  this  of 
the  octagon.  The  jioker  is  a  little  out  of  tune,  I  fear — '•  but  that 
not  much."  We  have  "counted  the  chimes  at  midnight"  beforo 
now,  my  dear  Shepherd  — 

Shepherd.    I  wish  1  mayna  bur.->l  out  a-lauchin'  in  the  middle  o'  my 
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san<T,  for  siccan  aiiither  fcegiir  I  never  saw,  even  in  a  dream,  sir,  as  you, 
when  you  first  rax  yoursell  up  your  hail  hecht  on  the  rug,  and 
then  loot  dooii  awee  ower  the  tangs,  swingin'  to  and  fro,  wi'  an  ex- 
pression o'  fuoc  as  serious  as  if  it  depended  a'thegither  at  that  mo- 
ment on  you,  wliether  or  nu  the  earth  was  toeontinue  to  cireunivolve 
on  her  ain  axis. 

North.  Tiekier  puts  all  his  soul,  James,  into  whatever  he  happens 
to  be  doing  at  the  time.  Why,  he  brushes  his  hat,  before  turning 
out  at  two  for  a  constituti<inal  walk,  with  as  much  seeming,  nay, 
real  earnestness,  as  Barry  Cornwall  polishes  a  dramatic  scene,  before 
making  an  appeal  to  posterity. 

Shepherd.  And  baith  o'  them  rub  aff  the  nap.  Commend  me  to  a 
rouch  hat  and  a  rouch  poem — a  smooth  hat's  shabV)y-genteel,  and  a 
smooth  poem's  no  muckle  better.  I  like  the  woo  on  the  ane  to  show 
shadows  to  the  breeze — and  the  lines  o'  the  ither  to  wanton  like 
waves  on  the  sea,  that,  even  at  the  verra  cawmest,  breaks  out  every 
noo  and  then  into  little  foam-furrows,  characteristic  o'  the  essential 
and  the  eternal  diilerence  alween  the  waters  o'  an  inland  loch,  and 
them  o'  the  earthgirdlin  ocean. 

North.  Come,  my  dear  James,  don't  keep  Tickler  any  longer  in 
antinkling  attitude. 

Shepherd  {sings  to  Tickler's  tongs  and  poker  accompaniment.) 

Song, — "  John  Nicholson's  Daughter."* 

The  daisy  is  fair,  tlie  day  lily  rare, 

The  bud  u'  the  rose  as  sweet  as  it's  bonnie  — 
But  there  ue'er  was  a  flower,  in  garden  or  bower, 
Like  auld  Joe  Nicholson's  bounie  Nannie. 
O  my  Nannie, 
My  ilear  little  Nannie, 
My  sweet  little  uiddlety-noddlety  Nannie, 
There  ne'er  was  a  flower, 
In  garden  or  bower, 
Like  auld  Joe  Nicholson's  Nanoia 

Ae  day  she  came  out  wi'  a  rosy  blush, 

To  milk  her  twa  kye,  sae  coufhie  au'  cannio  — 

I  cowerd  me  down  at  the  back  o'  the  bush. 
To  watch  the  air  o'  my  bonuic  Nannie. 
O  my  Nannie,  etc.  »tc. 

Her  looks  so  gay,  o'er  Nature  awny, 

Frae  bonnie  blue  eeu  sae  niilil  and  mellow  — 
Saw  uaething  sae  sweet,  in  Nature's  array, 

Though  clad  in  the  morning's  gouden  yellow, 
O  my  Nannie,  <fec.  «fcc. 

*  By  Hogg.— M. 
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My  heart  lay  beating  the  flowery  green, 

In  quaking,  quavering  agitation  — 
And  the  tears  came  trickling  down  frae  my  ecn, 

Wi'  perfect  love,  an"  wi'  admiration. 
O  my  Nannie,  ic.  (tc. 

There's  monv  a  joy  in  this  world  below, 

And  sweet  the  hopes  that  to  sing  wore  uncannie  — 
Jiut  of  all  the  pleasures  I  ever  can  know. 

There's  none  like  the  love  o'  my  dearest  Nannie, 
0  my  Nannie, 
My  dear  little  Nannie, 
My  sweet  little  niddlety-noddlety  Nannie  — 
There  ne'er  was  a  flower. 
In  garden  or  bower. 
Like  auld  Joe  Nicholson's  Nannie. 

North.  Bravo  !  You  have  sent  that  song  to  our  friend  Pringle'a 
Frit-ndship'.s  Offering — haven't  you,  James  1 

Shipherd.  1  hae — and  anither  as  gude,  or  better. 

{^Enter  Mk.  Ambrose  with  a  hot  rortsted  Round  of  Beef — Kino 
Pkpin  vith  a  couple  of  boiled  Ducks — Sir  Daviu  Gam 
with  a  trencher  of  Tripe,  a  la  Meg  Dods — and  Tapitoukie 
with  a  Ilufjijis.  Pickled  Salmon,  Welch  Rabbits,  cCx.  li'c. 
— and,  as  usual.  Oysters,  raw,  stewed,  scolloped,  roasted, 
and  pickled,  of  course — Gizzards,  Finzeans,  Red  Herrings.) 

Shepherd.  You've  really  served  up  a  V)onny  wee  neat  bit  sooper 
for  three,  Mr.  Awmrose.  I  hate,  for  my  ain  pairt,  to  see  a  talde 
overloafk'd.      It's  sae  vulgar.      I'll  carve  the  haggis. 

North.  1  beseech  yon,  James,  for  the  love  of  all  that's  dear  to 
you,  here  and  hereafter,  to  hold  your  hand.     Stop — stop — stop! — 

( 7V/e  SiiKi'iiEKD  sticks   the  Haggis,  and  the  Table  is  instantly 
ovcrjiowid.) 
Shfpherd.   Heavens  and    earth!      Is    the  Haggis  mad  ?     Tooels — 
Awmrose — tooels!     Safe  us — we'll  a'  be  drooned  ! 

{Picardij  and  his  tail  rush  out  for  towels.) 
North.   lia>h   man!   what   ruin   have  you   wrought!      See    how   it 
has  overflown  the  deck  from  stem  to  stern — we  shall  all  be   lost. 

Shepherd.  Swee[)in'  every  thing  afore  it!  \V hare's  the  j)uir  biled 
dyiicks'?  Uidy  the  croon-head  <»'  the;  roun'  visible!  Tooels — 
tooels — tooels!      Send  rt)\nr  the  fire-dnim  through  the  city. 

{^Re-enter  I'irardy  and  "  the  rcsC  with  vapery.) 
Ambrose.   Mr.  North,  1  lonk  to  you  for  orders  in  the  midst  of  this 

alarming  calamity.     ShaU  I  order  in  more  strength  ? 

Shiphrrd.  See — see — sir!   it's  creepin'  alnng   the.  carpet!      We're 

like  men  left  on  a  sand-bank,  when  the  tide's   comin'  in   rampaugiii' 
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Oh!  tnat  I  had  iiisurod  my  life!     Oh!   tlial  I  had  learned  to  soom ' 
Wliat  Willi  l)ee<iiiu'  o'  my  widow  and  my  (atlierless  children! 

North.  Silence!      Let  nss  die  like  men. 

^hi'/i/ii'nl.  U,  Lord  !  it's  ower  oiii  insteps  already  !  Open  a'  the 
ooors  and  wunduws — and  let  it  find  its  ain  level.  I'll  up  uii  a  chair 
in  the  meantime. 

[77ic  SiiEPiiKUD  mounts  tlie  hack  of  the  chair,  and  draws 
Mr.  North  up  after  hint.) 

Sit  on  my  shoothers,  my  dear — dear — dearest  sir.  I  insist  t)n't. 
Mr.  Tickler,  Mr.  Awmrose,  King  Pepin,  Sir  David, and 'J'appitoiirie — 
you  wee  lazy  deevil — help  Mr.  North  up — help  Mr.  Nurlli  u{)  on 
my  shuolhers ! 

(Mr.  North  is  elevated,  Crutch  and  all,  astride  on  /Ae  Shep- 
herd's shoulders.) 

North.  Good  God  !     Where  is  Mr.  Tickler  ? 

Shepherd.  Look — look — look,  sir, — yonner  he's  staunin'  on  the 
brace-piece — on  the  mantel  !  Noo,  Awmrose,  and  a'  ye  waiters, 
make  your  escape,  and  leave  us  to  our  fate.  Oh  !  Mr.  North,  gie  us 
a  prayer.  What  for  do  you  look  so  meeserable,  Mr.  Tickler? 
Death  is  common — 'tis  but  "passing  through  Natur'  to  Eternity  !" 
And  yet — to  be  drooned  in  haggis  '11  be  waur  than  Clarence's  dream  ! 
Alack,  and  alas-a-day  !  i'ts  up  to  the  ring  o'  the  bell-rope!  Speak, 
!Mr.  Tickler — O  speak,  sir.  Men  in  our  dismal  condition — are  you 
sittin'  easy,  Mr.  North? 

North.  Quite  so,  my  dear  James,  I  am  perfectly  resigned.  Yet, 
what  is  to  become  ot  Maga. 

Shepherd.   O  my  wee  Jamie  ! 

North.   I  fear  I  am  very  heavy.  James. 

Shepherd.  Dinna  say't,  sir — dinna  say't.  I'm  like  the  fiious 
./Eneas  bearin'  his  father  Ancheeses  through  the  flames  o'  Troy. 
The  simile  does  na  haud  gude  at  a'  points — 1  wish  it  did.  Oh,  haud 
fust,  sir,  wi'  your  arms  rouu'  my  neck,  lest  the  cruel  tyrant  o'  a  hag- 
gis swoop  ye  clean  awa  under  the  sideboard  to  inevitable  death  ! 

North.   Far  as  the  eye  can  reach  it  is  one  wide  wilderness  of  suet! 

Tickler.   Iluna!   hurra!   hurra! 

Shepherd.  Do  }i)ii  hear  the  piiir  gentleman,  Christopher ?  Il"s 
afleekm'  to  men  in  our  condition  to  see  the  pictur  we  hae  baith  read 
o'  in  accounts  o'  shipwrecks  realeezed  !  Timothy's  gaiie  mad  ! 
Hear  till  him  shoulin'  wi'  horrid  glee  on  the  brink  o'  eternity  ! 

Tickler.    ILirra!   hurra!   hurra! 

North.   Horrible!   most  horrible  ! 

Tickler.  The  ha<£i:is  is  subsidinji — the  hajigis  is  subsidin"  !  It  has 
fallen  an  inch  liy  the  sabbase  since  the  Shepherd's  last  ejaculation. 

Shcj'herd.  If  you're  tellin'  a  lee,  Timothy,  Til  wade  ower  to  you, 
and  bring  you  doou  afl"  the  mantel  wi'  the  crutch.     Can  1  believe 
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my  eeii  ?  It  is  siibseedin'.  Hunaw  !  hurraw  !  huiraw  !  Nine 
times  nine,  Mr.  North,  to  our  deliverance — and  the  Protestant 
ascendancy  ! 

Omnea.  Hurra!   hurraw!   liurree! 

Shepherd.  Notj,  sir,  \  uu  may  dismunt. 

{^Re-enter  the  household^  with  the  immediate  neighborhood.] 

Shepherd.  High  JinUs  !  High  Jinks!  High  Jinks!  The  haggis 
has  puttin'  out  the  fire,  and  sealed  up  the  boiler. 

{TJie  SiiEiMiEHD  descends  ujmii  all  fours,  and  lets  Mr. 
NoKTH  ojf  gently.) 

North.  Oh,  James,  1  am  a  daft  old  man  ! 

Shepherd.  No  sae  silly  as  Sidomon,  sir,  at  your  time  o'  life.  Noo 
for  SOI  .per. 

Tickhr.   How  the  devil  am  I  to  get  down  ? 

ShejAcrd.  How  the  deevil  did  you  get  up?  Oh,  ho,  by  the  gas 
jadiler!  And  it's  been  removed  in  the  confusion.  Either  jump 
down,  or  stay  where  you  are,  Mr.  Tickler. 

Tickler.  Come  now,  James,  shove  over  the  ladder. 

Shepherd.  O  that  Mr.  Chantrey  was  here  to  sculptur  him  in  that 
attitude!  Streitch  out  your  right  liaun' !  A  wee  grain  heicher ! 
IIoo  gran' he  looks  in  basso  relievo! 

Tickler.  Shove  over  the  ladder,  you  son  of  the  mist,  or  I'll  Ijiain 
you  with  the  crystal. 

Shejiherd.  Sit  doon,  Mr.  North,  opposite  to  ine — and,  Mr.  Awni- 
rose,  tak  roun' my  plate  for  a  shave  o'  the  beef.  Is  na  he  the  per- 
feck  pictur  o'  the  late  liiglit  Honoral)le  William  Pitt?  Shall  I 
senrl  }  ou,  sir,  some  o' the  hiled  dyuck? 

North.  If  you  please,  James.  Rather  "Like  Patience  on  a 
rnomuiH-nt  smiling  at  Grief." 

Shepherd.  Gie  us  a  sang,  Mr.  Tickler,  and  then  you  shall  hae  the 
ladder.      1  never  preed  a  roasted  roun'  afore — it's  real  savory. 

North,     "  oil !  wlio  fiin  t.ll  liow  hnrd  it  is  U>  cliiiib 

The  lieiglit  where  Fuiiiu'h  proud  temple  blilDCS  afarl" 

She/ilurd.    I'll  let  you  down,  Mr.  Tickler,  if  you    touch   the  ceilin' 
w  i'  your  lingers.      Illicrwi.«>e,  }ou  luaiin  ^illg  a  s;nig. 

(Tjcklkk  tries  ami  fails.) 
Tickhr.   Well,  if  I  must  sing,  lot  me  have  a  tumbler  of  toddy. 
Shepherd.   Ye  shall  hae  that,  sir. 

(77ie   SiSKiMiKHi)  flh  a  Ivmlilir  from  a  jug.,  and.  balancing  it  ov  the 
cross  of  the  Crutch ,  reaches  it  up  to  Mu.  Ticklkk.) 

Ti-kler,  (sings.) 


192 


NOCTES    AMBROSIA-NJi. 


Tickler^  {sings.) 
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Tlie  l:i(ly  stands  in  lior  Ixnver  door, 
As  stiaiglil  !is  willdW-waiid  ; 

Tlio  hlac'ksii.itli  stiHid  a  little  foibye, 
\Vi'  liatiiiiier  iu  liis  liaiid. 

\Vcol  may  ye  ilrcss  ye,  lady  fair, 

Into  your  i-obes  o'  red, 
Before  tlie  nioru  at  this  same  time, 

I'll  loose  your  silkou  suood. 

Awa',  awa',  ye  coal-black  smith, 
Wou'd  ye  do  me  tlie  \vraiif;, 

To  tliiuk  to  gain  my  viigiu  love, 
That  I  hue  kept  sae  lung  ? 

Tlien  she  has  hadden  up  her  hand. 
And  she  sware  by  thi-  mold, 

I  wu'duu  be  a  blacksmilli  s  wife 
For  a"  the  warld's  gold. 

01  '•ather  I  were  dead  and  gone. 
And  my  body  laid  in  grave, 

Ere  a  rusty  stock  o'  coal-black  smith, 
My  virgin  love  shou'd  have. 

But  he  lias  hadden  up  his  hand, 

And  he  sware  by  the  mass, 
I'll  cause  ye  be  my  light  lemau, 
For  the  hauf  o'  that  and  less. 
Chorus. — O  bide,  lady,  bide, 

And  aye  lie  bade  her  bide; 
The  I'usty  smitli  your  lenian  shall  be, 
For  a'  your  meikle  pride. 

Then  she  became  a  turtle  dow, 

To  fly  up  iu  the  air  ; 
And  he  became  anotlier  dow. 

And  they  flew  jiair  and  pair. 

0  bide,  lady,  bide,  <fec. 

She  turn'd  herself  into  an  eel. 
To  swim  into  you  burn  ; 


And  he  became  a  speckled  trout, 
To  give  the  eel  a  tui'U. 

O  bide,  lady,  bide.  Ac. 

Then  she  became  a  duck,  a  duck, 

Upon  a  i-eedy  lake  ; 
And  the  smitli.  wi'  her  to  soom  or  divoj 

Became  a  rose-kamcd  drake. 

0  bide,  lady,  bide,  Ac. 

She  turu'd  herself  into  a  hare. 
To  rill  ower  hill  and  hollow; 

And  he  bi-cume  a  gude  gieyhouud, 
And  boldly  he  did  follow. 

O  bide,  lady,  bide,  &,c 

Then  she  became  a  gay  gr.-iy  mare, 

And  stood  in  yonder  slack  ; 
And  he  became  a  gilt  saddle, 

And  sat  upon  her  back. 

0  bide,  lady,  bide,  <fe& 

Then  she  became  a  het  girdle, 

And  he  became  a  cake  ; 
And  a'  the  Avays  she  turn'd  hersell. 

The  blacksmith  was  her  make. 

0  bide,  lady,  bide,  «tc. 

She  turn'd  hersell  into  a  ship. 

To  sail  t>ut  ower  the  flood ; 
He  ea'd  a  !iail  inlill  her  tail. 

And  syne  the  .sliip  she  stood. 

O  bide,  lady,  bide,  <fcc. 

Then  she  became  a  silken  plaid. 

And  stretch'd  upou  a  bed: 
And  he  became  a  green  covering, 

And  thus  the  twu  were  wed. 
ChoruK. — Was  she  wae,  he  held  her  6ae 
And  still  he  bade  her  bide  ; 
The  rusty  smith  her  lemau  was. 
For  a'  her  meikle  pride. 


Shepherd.  Noo — sir — here  is  the  ladder  to  you — for  which  you'ro 
iiidelited  to  Mr.  Peter  Bnchan,  <>'  Peterhead,  the  ino^niuus  cnllector 
o'  the  Ancient  liaUads,  frae  which  ye  have  chfinted  so  speeritedly  the 
spcerited  Twa  Magicians.  It's  a  capital  colli-ction — and  should  be 
added  in  a'  libraries,  to  Percy,  and  liitson,  and  Ileadley,  and  the 
Minstrelsy  o'  the  Horder,  and  John  Finlay,  and  Robert  Jainieson, 
and  Gilchrist,  and  Kinloch,  and  the  Quarto  o'  that  clever  chiel.  Mother- 
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well  o'  Paisley,  wha's  no  only  a  gude  collector  and  commentator  o 
liallads,  l)ut  a  gude  writer  o'  them   too — as  he  has  proved   by  that 
real  [loetical  address  o'  Northman  to  his  Swurd  in  ane  o'  the  Annals.* 
Come  awa'  doon,  sir — come  awa'  doon.     Tak  tent,  fur  the  steps  are 
gae  shogiily.     Noo — sir — fa'  to  the  roun'. 

Tickler.  I  have  no  appetite,  James.  1  have  been  suffering  all 
night  under  a  complication  of  capital  complaints — the  tunthache, 
v^llieh,  like  a  fine  attenuated  red-hot  steel-sting,  keeps  shooting 
through  an  old  rugged  stump,  which  to  touch  with  my  tongue  is 
agony-  -the  tongue-ache,  from  a  blister  on  that  weapon,  that  1  begin 
to  feai  may  prove  cancerous — the  lij)-ache,  from  having  accidentally 
<:iven  myself  a  labial  wound  in  sucking  out  an  oyster — the  eye- 
ache,  as  if  an  absolute  worm  were  laying  eggs  in  the  pupil — the 
ear-ache,  tinglin'  and  stounin'  to  the  very  Lrain,  till  my  drum  seems 
Vieating  for  an  evening  parade — to  which  add  a  headache  of  the 
nannner  and  anvil  kind — and  a  stomach-ache,  that  seems  t<>  inti- 
iiiato  that  dyspepsia  is  aliout  to  be  converted  int(j  cholera  morbus; 
and  you  have  a  partial  enumeration  of  the  causes  that  at  present 
deaden  n>y  appetite — and  that  prevented  me  from  chanting  the 
ballad  with  mv  usual  vivacity.  However — 1  will  trouble  vou  Jur  a 
duck. 

Shepherd.  You  canna  be  in  the  least  pain,  wi'  sae  mony  com- 
plaints as  these — for  they  maun  neutraleeze  ane  anither.  But  even 
if  they  dinna,  I  ln-Iieve  niysell,  wi'  the  Stoics,  that  jiain's  nae  evil. 
])inna  you,  Mr.  North  ? 

North.  Certainly.  But,  Tickler,  you  know,  has  many  odd  crotchets. 
I'ray,  James,  liave  }ou  read  the  last  number  of  the  Edinburgh  lie- 
view  ? 

Shepherd.  Pray,  Mr.  North,  have  you  lowpt  ower  the  Castle  o' 
Embro  ]  1  Would  as  sune  otbr  to  walk  through  thir  interior  o' 
Africa,  frae  'J'ripoli  to  'rimluictoo.  Ilowsomever,  I  did  read  Mr. 
Jalbay's  article  on  the  Decline  and  Fa'  o'  Poetry. 

North.  I  read  with  [d<a>ure  all  that  my  ingenious  bndher  writes; 
but  he  is  often  a  little  |>ai adt.xical  or  so— .somi-limes  a  little  super- 
ficial, I  fear,  in  his  phiIo>ophy  and  ciiiieism.  However,  lie  liandlis 
delicjtteiy  and  ^'laeefully  every  suiijix-i  he  touches;  and  srldoni  I'.iils 
to  leave  on  it  something  of  the  brightness  of  his  genius. 

Shepherd.  The  article's  doonricht  intolerable  aiuJ  untenable  non- 
sense frae  l)egimiin'  to  end.  Whether  poetry's  exhowsted  uv  no,  it's 
no  for  me  to  miv  ;  liut  Mr.  JafTray  himsell,  though  that  could  scarcely 
hae  l)een  his  end  in  wrilin't,  has  proved  in  his  article,  beyond  a' 
doul)t,  that  Crilici.-m  i->  in  the  dead-lhraws. 

•  Wil  jam  Motherwell,  born  at  Gla*cow  in  I79H:  died  in  IH^-'i.  1I«  win  eililori>r  thi>  n!n»- 
I'ute  <  iiurtrr.  In  1M-J7  h«  luibliKhed  the  rollerlion  iibovi-.iiinnlionud.-  oiilind  Minrtrclsf 
Ancient  nnd  Modern.  In  I hCI3  appeared  a  volume  nl  hin  own  poi!in«.  rorriii  of  tin  in  in  the 
bcotlLsli  dialect.  lircMlliing  (.atlio»  anil  inteniity  ol  fvelini;  rarn.y  i>urjia»iod. — M. 

Vor,.  HI.— II 


104  NOCTES    AMBKOSIANJ2. 

North.  I  was  soincwliat  siirpiiscd  certainly,  James,  to  hear  my 
bi'Dtlier  absolutely  assi^itiivj,  that  in  our  Poetry,  since  Cuwper,  there 
is  "  little  invention,  little  direct  or  overwhelming  passion,  and  little 
natural  simplicity," — "  no  sudden,  unconscious  Imrsts,  cither  ofiiature 
or  passion — no  casual  flashes  of  fancy — no  slight  passing  intimations 
of  deep  hut  latent  emotions — no  rash  d.uiiigs  of  untutored  genius 
soaring  proudly  up  into  the  infinite  unknown." 

Sltvpherd.  After  havin'  in  every  ithcr  artic,le,/or  the  last  twenty 
years  labored  wi'  a'  his  power  to  prove  the  direek  contrar'  !  Nito 
that  the  New  Licht  has  brak  in  on  him,  he  nniun  look  back  on  the 
Francey  JaflVay  that  kecpit  year  after  year  oratorically — I  mean 
oracularly — haranj'uin'  on  the  terrible  and  awfu'  burstso'a'  thedark 
and  fierce  passions  in  Byron's  poetry,  as  a  wee  demented  madman 
or  lunatic. 

North.  But  what  say  you,  James,  to  "no  rash  darings  of  untutored 
genius  "  ? 

Shej/herd.  That  it's  either  nonsensical  or  fawse.  If  he  allude  to  the 
great  leevin'  poets  wha  have  had  college  educations,  then  it's  nonsensi- 
cal ;  tin-  hoo  could  they  "  shew  rash  dawiin's  o'  untutored  genius,"  see- 
in'  that  ane  and  a' o'  them  had  tutors,  public  and  proevat,  for  years? 
if  he  allude  to  me,  and  Allan  Kiiuiigam,  and  Uloomfield,  and  Clare,* 
and  ithers,  wha  were  left  to  edicate  oursells,  then  it's  fawse.  "  Nae 
rasli  dawrin's  o'  untutored  genius,"  indeed  !  I'll  thaidc  him,  or  the 
likes  o'  him,  wi'  a'  his  tutored  genius,  to  write  Kilmeny,  or  Mary 
Lee  the  Female  Pilgrim  o'  the  Sun,  or  ae  single  prose  tale  o'  honest 
Allan's,  or  ae  single  sang  like  mony  o'  his  spirit-stirrin'  strains  baith 
al)out  the  land  and  the  sea.  "  Nae  rash  dawrin's  o'  untutored  genius" 
indeed  !  Impidcnt  body,  I  wush  he  may  nae  hae  been  fou — or  rather, 
I  wush  he  may — ft; r  afore  I  declair'd  n)ysell  a  Tory,  he  himsell  told 
the  warld  in  sae  mony  words  that  my  poetry  was  fu'  o'  "  Dawrin' 
flichts  o'  unlutori'd  genius  ; "  and  sae  it  is,  in  spite  o'  the  ignorant 
impertinence  o'  the  like  o'  him,  and  ithcr  envious  elves,  that  out  o' 
natural  or  political  malice  will  anonymously  slump  halfa-dizzen  o' 
men  o'  genius  ower  into  ae  clause  ot  sentence,  which,  when  you  an- 
aleeze't  is  just  naething  niair  nor  less  than  a  self  evident  and  con- 
lem|)til>le  Ice. 

North.  How  I  admire  the  Doric  dialect,  my  dear  James  !  What 
a  dilfcrence  to  the  ear  in  the  sound  of  lie  and  lee  ! 

Shepherd.  My  ear  detecks  nane.  But  sufiposin'  there  to  bo  adif- 
fcrence  i'  the  soun',  there's  nane  in  the  sense;  and  Mr.  JaflVay,  either 
in  the  ae  crectiqiie  or  the  ither,  maun  hae  said  what  is  no  true. 

North.  A  mere  matter  of  taste — of  opinion,  James;  and  will  you 
not  allow  a  man  U>  change  his  mind  ? 

•  All;in  Cunninirtiam,  the  Scottish  poet,  already  noticed.  Robert  Bloomfield,  author  of  the 
Farmer's  Hoy.  and  other  poems.  John  Clare,  called  the  Northampton  I'eaiant,  many  of  whoso 
Ij  ricB  po=>e«i!s  much  merit. — M. 
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Shepherd.  No,  I  won't.  At  least  no  an  auld  man  like  Mr.  Jaffray. 
It's  just  in  mere  matters  o'  taste  and  opinitm  that  I'll  noalloohim  or 
ony  ither  sunperannated  creetic  to  say  that  he  has  changed  his  luind 
— without  at  least  tellin'  him  that  he's  a  coof — and  that  what  he  niay 
conceive  to  Ite  a  change  o'  opinion,  is  only  a  decay  o'  faculties — a 
dotage  o'  the  mind. 

North.  My  hrtither  complains  that  w^e  have  no  poetry  now-a-days, 
containing  "slight  fxissing  inlimation  ofdee[),  hut  latent  emolioiis," 
yet  in  three  or  four  most  elaborate  disquisitions  of  his  on  the  genius 
of  Campbell,  the  power  of  thus,  hy  slight  passing  intimations,  raising 
'"deep  but  latent  emotions,''  is  dwelt  upon  as  the  power  chaiacter- 
isiic  of  that  delightful  poet,  beyond  almost  all  other  men  that  ever 
w  ri  )te  ! 

Shepherd.  IIoo  can  a  man,  after  contradickin'  himsel'  in  that  silly 
and  senseless  manner,  look  himsel'  in  the  face  in  the  mornin',  when 
lie  sits  dooii  to  shave] 

North.  Mv  brother  goes  on  to  say  of  modern  British  Poets,  that 
'•  iheir  chief  fault  is  the  want  of  subject  and  matter,  the  absence  of 
real  persons,  intelligible  interests,  and  conceivable  incidents " 

Shejjherd.  I  really  \susli,  sir,  you  would  gie  ower  quotin'  drivel, 
fur  it  maks  tne  sick.  Ca' y<'U  that  leavin',  "on  every  subject  he 
touches,  something  o'  the  brichlness  o'  his  genius?" 

North.  Why,  I  confess,  James,  that  here  my  respected  brother  is 
indeed  a  great  giio>e. 

Shepherd.  Or  rather  a  wee  bit  duck,  cryin'  q\iack,  quack,  quack, 
ns  it  pluuters  amang  the  dubs;  and  then  streekin'  itsel'  up,  as  if  it 
were  irvin'  to  stauii  on  its  tail,  and  flappin'  the  dirty  pearls  frae  its 
winfrs,  and  lengthenin'  out  its  lu-ck  like  an  eel,  and  lookin'  roun' 
about  it  wi  '  a  soit  o'  irium[ih.  cries  quack,  qujick,  quack,  again,  and 
tinn  dives  down  in  the  iznif  profnond  for  anither  mouthfu'  o'  some- 
tliin',  leavin'  naethin'  Vfe>>ilile  in  ihe  u[)per  waild  l)Ut  its — douj) ! 

North.  The  poetry  of  Crabbe  and  tScott  is  fuller  of  "leal  persons, 
iiitt-lligible  interests,  an<l  coiu-eivable  incidents,"  than  any  other 
jMiftrv,  iSliakspeaie  of  course  always  excepted,  j)erhaj>s  yet  in  ixist- 
nice;  and  this,  or  nearly  this,  my  iirollier  has  said  at  least  a  1  lion- 
sand  tinies — showing,  and  well  showing — for  I  lepeat,  James,  "  tjiat 
oil  every  subject  he  handles,  he  leaves  sumclhiiig  ol  the  biighliiess  of 
his  genius" — that  therein  lies  tlieir  power  and  glory. 

Shepherd.  And  I  liae  oidy  to  repeat,  sir,  that  I  \M»nder  hoo  your 
blither  can  aft<-r  a'  that  look  himsel'  in  the  face  in  the  nininin'  wluii 
he  nIIs  <bif»n  to  shave. 

North.  My  brother,  James,  says,  that  all  the  poems  of  Cral)l)e, 
Scott,  Hyioii,  Moore,  Soutlu-y,  VVord-^w  orl  li,  CoUiidgt-,  ( 'aiii|ilu-ll, 
yoursell',  and  all  otlit-r  poets  now  living  or  dead  siuee  C"\\  per  and 
Uurns,  "are  but  shadows,  we  fear,  that  have  no  indepriideni  or  sub- 
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staiitial  existpiiop ;  and  thoiii^h  refleoted  from  prand  and  beautiful 
'•riginals,  have  but  little  chance"  of  being  remembered,  and  so  forth. 
What  say  you  to  that,  James  ? 

Shr/j/tcril.  I  sav  that  that's  cilher  no  in  the  Edinlmrjih  Review,  or 
that  the  Editor  ought  to  be  in  a  strait-waisteoat.  For  the  man  that 
raves  in  that  fashion's  no  safe,  and  some  day  'II  bite. 

North.  Scott's  Poems,  he  says,  are  nu-re  reflections  of  the  Ilo- 
inances  of  Chivalry — which,  I  admit,  he  could  not  have  said,  had  he, 
ever  read  one  single  romance  of  eiiivali-y,  either  in  prose  or  versi; — • 
as  you,  James,  knt)W  well,  that  in  all  points  whatever  they  are  the 
very  antipodes. 

iShepherd.  I  never  read,  nor  even  saw  aneo'  the  Romances  o'  Chiv- 
alry in  my  life — excepp  you  ca'  Blind  Harry's  Sir  William  Wallace 
ane — and  it,  to  be  sure,  though  a  glorious  auld  thing,  has  aboiit  as 
little  resemblance  to  Marmion,  as  a  peat-car — nae  contemptible 
veliickle  for  rattlin'  either  up  or  doon  a  hill  wi'  an  active  nag — to  a 
war-chariot  armed  wi'  scythes,  and  thunderin'  ower  the  field  wi'  four 
■white  horses. 

North.  I'hen  W^ordsworth,  it  seems,  went  back  to  the  early  bal- 
lads for  his  Excursion,  Sonnets  to  Liberty,  &;c.  &c.,  and  all  others 
alike  to  S[)enscr  and  Shakspeare,  and 

Shcplurd.  Oh,  sir!  tell  me  what  I  hae  said  or  dune  to  deserve  sic 
drivel  as  this  bein' poured  out  upon  me  as  a  punishment;  and  I 
wull  make  onv  apology  you  like  to  demand,  doon  even  to  axin'  par- 
don at  your  feet  on  my  bare  knees! 

North.  My  brother  sums  up  by  setting  Mr.  Atherstone,  as  a  poet, 
by  tlie  side  of  Mr.  Southey  ! 

S/irpherd.  Mr.  Atlierstane,  from  what  I  have  seen  o'  his  verses, 
may  just  as  weel  be  set  at  ance  hy  the  side  o'  Shaks[)eare.  Mr. 
Sootht-y  is  a  poet  o'  the  very  highest  ordi-r,  sir — and  Thalal)a, 
Madoc,  Roderio,  Kehama — are  gran' soun's,  that  at  ance  fill  the  mind 
with  images  o'  high  achievement.  Has  Mr.  Atherstane  really  writ- 
ten poems  like  them  1  If  sae,  I  wush  I  was  introduced  to  hiui — and 
that  he  was  sittin'  here  inst  noo  at  the  Noctes. 

North.  1  should  have  no  olji'ctions,  James — none  in  the  world  ; 
but  Mr.  Atherstone  (I  say  it  reluctantly)  is  not  much  of  a  poet.* 
Something  of  a  painter  he  may  be,  though  his  conceptions,  vivid 
enough  in  themselves,  seem  to  arise  in  series,  and  often  too  in  great 
confusion  and  disarray  ;  nor  has  he  been  able  to  proiluce  a  single 
picture,  having  in  it  Unity,  comprehending  all  the  details,  great  and 
small,  to  which  they  are  all  made  to  conform,  and  which  is  felt  to 
be  the  spirit  of  the  whole.     Till  he  does  this,  he  is  not  even  a  pain- 

•  Edwin  Alheistone,  author  of  A  MidRUmmer  Day's  Dream,  and  an  epic  in  blank  vene, 
"ailed  The  Fall  of  Nineveh,  of  which  I'rofeKsor  Wilson  gave  a  very  severe  revi  *  in  Rl»«k. 
v<  od  -the  result,  perhaps,  of  .leflreyV  over-praising  it.— M. 
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ter ;  and  for  iIr- tiulli  of  what  I  say,  I  rt-fcr  liini  to  liis  friend  Martin. 
Ill  the  same  artielo,  tiiy  l>rother  laments  the  loss  "  in  the  morn  and 
liquid  dew  of  tiieir  \du:h"  of  Kirke  AVhite,  Keats,  and  Poiloi< — 
and  "  that  powerful,  though  more  uncertain  genius,  less  prematurely 
extingui>hed,  Shelley."  Now,  why  did  he  not  encourafje,  animate, 
and  spread  the  fame  of  these  poets  while  they  were  alive,  to  reap 
profit  and  pleasure  from  his  praise? 

Slirpherd.  1  fancy,  because  he  cared  little  rtr  naething  about 
tlu'iii,  and  either  never  knew,  or  forgot,  that  such  poets  were  in  ex- 
istence. 

North.  Henry  Kirke  White,  when  chilled  by  the  frost  of  criticism, 
would  have  had  his  blood  warmed  within  the  very  core  of  his  heart, 
bv  a  ])aneg\ric  on  his  genius  in  such  a  woik,  so  powerful  for  good 
and  evil,  as  the  Edinburgh  Review  then  was.  But  no — not  a  hint 
dropped  of  "  tlie  morn  and  lifjuid  dew  of  his  life,"  till  many  years 
aflrr  his  pure  spirit  had  soared  to  heaven  !* 

Slieplurd.  \\'hile  Mr.  Sootliey  cheered  the  life  o' the  young  pen- 
sive bard,  and  aficr  death,  embalmed  his  name  in  one  of  the  most 
l)eantiful  pieces  of  iiiography  in  the  language! 

Nnrlh.  My  brother  prai.-ed  Keats.it  is  true,  l)iit  somewhat  tardily, 
aiei  wiih  lio  (jiseriminatiiin  ;  and,  to  this  hour,  he  has  taken  no  notice 
ot'  hi-  Lamia  and  Isabella,  in  which  Keat's  genius  is  seen  to  the  best 
advantage;  while,  from  the  utter  silence  observed  towards  him  in 
gciieial,  it  is  j»laiii  ciKJiigh  that  he  cares  nothing  lii)r  him,  and  that  it 
is  not  unjust  or  unfair  to  suspect  the  insertion  of  the  article  on  En- 
dyniioii  was  brought  about  liy  a  Cockney  job  of  Hunt  or    Hazlitt's. 

Slu'iihcril.   is  his  review  o'  Pollok's  C»jurse  of  Time  a  fine  -.me  ? 

North.  That  noble  poem  has  never  l)een  so  much  as  mentioned, 
— though,  no  doiil)t,  the  mere  introduction  of  Pollok's  name  is 
thought  to  be  sufHcieiit  sacrifice  to  the  genius  of  that  >iiigularly 
gifted  young  man. 

Shepherd.   And  what  said  he  o'  Shelley  ? 

North.  Never,  to  the  best  of  my  remembrance,  one  single  sylla- 
ble. Now,  my  dear  James,  all  this  may  be  very  coiisisleiit  with 
the  j)riiiciples  on  which  my  brother  conducts  his  review  ;  but  nobody 
can  say  that  it  is  a  high-minded,  fiiie-souU'd,  warm-hearted  systeni. 
The  voice  of  ['raise  can  be  of  no  avail  then. — 

*•  Nor  flutlcry  scx-'.Lc  tlie  dull  cold  eur  of  deiith." 
Still,  with  all  his  deficiencies,  inconsistencies,  and  contradictions,  my 
brother  is  a  charming  critic. 

Shrj/hcrd.  ()'  a'  tlic  creetics  o'  this  age,  you  alone,  sir,  have>howii 
that  you  have  a  heart.  You're  the  best  creetic  ever  existed  o'  warkH 
o'  imiiginutioii. 

*  II  in  odd  rnnucli  thnt  .lelTfy.  who  Ininfnif'il  the  ilrnlli  nf  Biirli  f>n<  .»  ni.  Kirko  Wliiln,  Krali, 
Tnllok,  and  Hli<<ll«y,  (liil  nut  riftic-i.  an  y  of  thnin  in  the  h'.ilinhurnh  Ucricic,  when  tlioy  wero 
liviuj;,  and  •uarcely  uiurv  allerwurdii.— .\l 
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North.  That  seems  to  be  the  general  o[)iniiin.  Yet  even  I  am 
not  I'crti'ction. 

Shi'phcrd.  Dinna  allow  yoursell  to  say  sae,  sir;  you're  far  ower 
modtsi. 

North.  There's  Mr.  David  Lester  Richardson,  or  some  other  dis- 
satisfied person,  who  says,  in  that  entertaining  work,  the  Loudon 
Weekly  IJtview,  tliat  tlie  last  d("<.'rada;ion  that  can  befall  a  writer, 
is  to  lie  I'i'.iised  in  Blackwood's  Magazine. 

S/irphrrc/.  Faith,  he's  mayl)e  no  far  wrang  there.  Is  that  the 
Diamond  Poet,  who  puhlished  three  himder  and  sixty-five  pane- 
gyric-^ on  his  ain  genius,  by  way  o'  Notes  and  Illustrations  to  his 
Sonnets — aiie  for  every  day  in  the  year? 

North.  The  same.* 

Shepherd.  His  modesty's  amaist  as  great's  your  ain,  sir  ;  for  he 
canna  bring  himsell  to  believe  that  ony  body  will  credit  his  being  a 
poet,  without  ha'en  his  judgment  overpowered  by  the  testinu)ny  o' 
a  cloud  o'  witnesses. 

"North.  Perhaps  he  was  nettled,  James,  by  my  exposure  of  that 
pufK-ry  ;  but  the  truth  is,  I  have  a  great  kindness  for  David,  and 
the  very  first  volume,  either  of  prose  or  verse,  he  [niblishes,  1  shall 
try  him  with  praise  in  Blackwood  ;  and  he  will  be  surprised  to  find 
that  it  is  far  more  delightful,  and  not  nearly  so  degrading,  as  he  or 
his  contributor,  during  a  fit  of  the  jaundice,  imagined. 

Shepherd.  Tak  care  ye  dinna  turn  his  head — fori  should  be  sorry 
o'  that,  as,  if  he's  the  editor  o'  the  Weekly  lieview,  he's  a  clever 
fallow.  I 

North.  Ilazlitt,  too,  has  lately  somewhere  said — I  think  in  that 
acute  paper,  the  Examiner — that  Maga  is  a  work  of  which  no  man 
will  mention  the  name,  who  has  any  regard  to  his  own  character. 
Now,  Ilazlitt  has  not  written  a  paper  of  any  kind  whatever,  these 
last  ten  \ears,  without  using  the  most  unwarrantable,  and  unpro- 
voked, and  unnecessary  liberties,  with  Maga's  name.  Therefore, 
Ilazlitt  is  a  man  who  has  no  regard  to  his  own  character. 

Shepherd.  You  hae  him  on  the  hip,  there,  sir.  It's  a  good  syllo- 
gism. 

North.  Yet  you  see,  James,  the  inutility  of  the  syllogistic  form  of 
reasoning;  for  it  ends  with  proving  what  has  already  been  admitted 
by  all  the  world. 

•  N'r.  Richardson  published  his  verses  in  what  was  called  "  The  Diamond  Poets'" — becanso 
printed  in  diamond  type — and  part  of  the  volume  consisted  of  all  the  favorable  notices  whicli 
bad  appeared,  "for  love  or  money,"  in  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  newspapers.  Professor 
Wilfon  wrote  a  very  sharp  critique,  in  Htacliwiinil  on  Richardson  and  his  Sonnets. — M. 

t  The  Linidiin  ll'eckly  Hrvinw.  whii  h  coiiibinfd  the  best  features  of  Ihe  I .ilirnrii  iiiizHte  and 
the  jjilieiiifum.  was  in  existence  from  1^J7  to  183J.  Its  editors  were  Mr.  St.  John,  author  of  a 
Tour  in  Kpvpt.  (and  one  of  the  h  riters  in  the  Sumlny  Times  of  London.)  and  Leitch  Ritchie, 
Dow  editor  of  Chniiihcrs'  Jimrnal.  in  Kdinburgh.  The  money  was  found  by  Mr.  Kichardson, 
who  had  made  it  in  India. — M. 


MAGA.  199 

Shepherd.  I  see  your  incaniir,  sir — Oh!  l)iit  you're  a  desperate 
sateerical  auld  chiel,  and  plant  your  skein  dhu 

North.  Tlie  l)lnndeiin<r  blockhead,  James,  drove  his  own  knife  up 
to  the  hilt  in  his  own  side,  beneath  tlie  fifth  rib,  in  his  rage  to  stiike 
a  harmless  old  man  like  me,  who  was  not  minding  the  maniac,  and 
had  not  kicked  him  for  years. 

biirj^herd.  Oh  !  man,  hut  there's  a  cawm,  cauld,  clear,  glitterin 
cruelty  in  the  expression  o'  your  een  the  noo,  that's  no  canny,  and 
you'll  obleege  me  by  takin'  aff  your  glass;  fir  the  taste  o'  that 
Gleiiiivot's  enench  to  safteii  the  sowl  towards  the  gif^atest  reproliate. 
A.  caulker  o't  could  make  a  man  for  a  minute  or  twa  auiaist  endure 
a  Cockney. 

North.  Ma^a,  J.imes,  is  an  engine. 

Shepherd.  An  ingine  ! — Lord  safe  us  ! — She  is  that  I — An  Ingine 
o'  five  hunder  elephant-power.  Nae  mortal  man  should  be  entrusted 
wi'  sic  an  Ingine ;  it's  aneuch  to  make  ony  man  as  prood  as  Nebu- 
chadnezzcr — and  if  you  dinna  tak  tent,  wha  kens  but  you  may  share 
the  fale  o'  that  uiit'ortunate  monarch.  You  would  be  a  curious 
crecter  on  a'  fowres,  munchin'  gerse  ! 

North.  Al.iga  is,  \  on  know,  my  dear  James,  an  omnipresence.  In 
hall  and  hut  alike,  her  visits  are  hailed  by  the  heart-acclamation  of 
young  and  old — h<-r  fico  beams  in  equal  beauty  by  the  fire-light  re- 
fl>-cled  from  brass  mirrors  biiLiht  as  yold,  within  a  chimney-piece  of 
the  dove-colored  Italian  marble — and  by  the  peat-low  frae  the  ingle 
o'  the  "auld  clay  biggin' " 

Sheplierd.  As  noo  and  then  the  melted  snaw-flakes  drip  doun  the 
open  lumm,  sir,  and  the  reading  lassie,  while  the  flickering  flame 
nunnentaiily  leaves  a  darker  shade  ower  the  gav  or  serious  page, 
loots  doon  her  silken  snood  nearer  to  the  embers,  that  the  circle 
Tnayna  lose  a  wonl  o'  auld  (-'hristophcr  Ncn-lh,  or  the  iShepherd,  or 
J>.-lla,  whetht-r  Delta  Ik;  singin'  a  swi-ci  sang,  aiblins  aliout  Mary 
(^iieen  o'  Scotland,  or  tdlin'  a  comical  story  in  a  Chapter  in  the 
\.\U-.  and  Adveninrt's  o' that  curious  J  )alkeith  tailor  body,  now  re- 
tired, as  1  hear,  frae  bizzimss,  hain'  tacn  out  his  capital  altogether, 
and  becom<!  a  Box-propricter  on  the  Ksk — Maiisie  VVauch. 

North.  That,  James,  is  true  fame.  The  consciousness  of  a  circu- 
lation confined  to  certain  classes — an  exclusive  circulation,  would  l)o 
llie  fleath,  or  paralysis  of  my  genius. 

Shipherd.  'Cause  in  that  case  you  woidil  have  to  compose  for  an 
exclusive  circulation — Oh,  dear!  oh,  dear!  oh,  dear!  perhaps  :i 
Cockiu-y  oott^rie, — and  thin  to  a'  inaidiind  you  would  beconie  either 
nnintflligible  or  disgiistin'!  Does  your  l>ody,  sir,  ever  get  wearied 
wi'  writin'?  for  as  to  your  mind,  ane  micht  as  weel  asl\  if  the  vis 
yrnrran'trix  Nuti'rcc  ever  got  wearied. 

North.  1    write,  James,   hy   screeds.      Whenever    I    feci    the    fit 
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coming  on,  wliicli  it  often  does  aUoiit  ten  in  the  tnnrniiifir — never 
Soulier — I  eneouiiigii  il  liy  a  caulker — a  mere  niitslicll,  wliicli  my 
dear  friend,  the  English  Opium-Eater,  would  toss  olf  in  laudanum  ; 
IS  soon  as  I  feel  that  there  is  no  danger  of  a  relapse — that  my 
demon  will  he  with  me  during  the  whole  day — I  order  dinner  at 
nine — shut  myself  up  within  triple  doors — and  as  I  look  at  the 
inner  one  in  its  green-haized  l)rass-knol)l)ediiess,  there  comes  upon 
me  an  inspiring  sense  of  security  fiom  all  interruption,  nay,  from  all 
connection,  or  even  rememlirance  of  the  outer  woi-ld.  The  silver 
salver — you  know  it,  James — with  a  few  rusks,  and  half  a  pint  of 
Madi'ira — a  modernti(Mi  which  Sir  Ilumphre}*  must  approve — stands 
within  a  few  inches  of  my  writing  hand.  No  desk!  an  inclined 
plane — except  in  bed — hi  tny  abhorrence.  All  glorious  articles 
mnst  1(('  written  on  a  dead  flat. 

Shepherd.   No  if  you  use  the  sclate. 

North.  At  two  o'clock,  from  September  to  March — true  to  a 
minute — Robin  Redbreast  comes  hopping  in  through  one  unglazed 
dianuMid  of  my  low  lattice — Mousey  peers  with  his  black  eyes  and 
whiskered  nose  out  o'  his  hole,  and  the  two  contend  in  pretty  gam- 
bols about  the  crumbs. 

Shepherd.  What  a  pictur'  o'  Innocence  !  Oh,  my  dear,  dear  Mr. 
North,  I've  aflen  thooht  you  were  ower  gude — ower  tender  o'  natur — 
ower  simple  for  this  wicked,  hard,  cunnin'  warld. 

North.  Mousey,  after  feeding  and  fun,  glides  into  his  hole  behind 
the  Wainscot,  and  Robin  flits,  with  a  small  sweet  song,  into  the 
shrultbery — and  then  I  at  it  again  tooth  and  nail  — 

SliepJierd.  Sacrifeeein',  perhaps,  the  peace  not  only  o'  individuals 
but  o'  families — by  making  them,  and  a'  that's  connecket  wi'  them, 
nieeserable  in  life,  and  sae  odious  and  infamous  after  death,  that  the 
son  gies  up  his  father's  name  a'thegither  ;  if  the  surname  be  ane  o' 
ae  >y liable,  the  better  to  obliterate  a  rememl)rance  o't  even  in  his 
ain  mind,  adoptin'  ane  o'  four  or  five — and  changin'  the  Christian 
name,  too,  into  something  heathenish,  as,  for  example,  Tain  into 
Ueliogabawlus. 

North.  Just  as  the  gloaming  begins  to  deepen  on  the  wire-wove 
paper,  so  that  there  is  felt  a  slight  strain  on  the  optic  nerve,  and  pots 
and  hooks  assume  a  hieroglyphical  character — inaudibly  doth  door 
al'tt-r  do(jr  open  I'ke  a  dieam — and  Helen, j  with  a  wax  candle  in 
titlur  pretty  small  hand,  between  which  are  seen  shining  her  large 
blue  eyes,  soft  in  their  brightness,  in  a  moment  is  at  my  side,  and 
inv  manuscrijits  are  at  once  illuminated. 

•  .Sir  Humphrey  Davy,  the  great  chemiKt,  and  President  of  the  Royal  Society,  in  London. 
An  Italian,  who  had  to  write  to  him,  addreBsing  the  letter  by  the  sound  of  his  name,  direct«J 
It  to  ••  .Somfredevi,  Loudon.  ' — M 

t  U<>leD  (ie'itle, — an  eidolon  of  the  Noctes. — M. 
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Shepherd.  She's  a  lioimy  lassie.  I  saw  a  pictur  very  like  her  the 
day  ill  Mr.  Galli's  exhibition  on  the  Mound  — 

Norlh.  An  exhibition  which  all  people  should  visit.  It  contains 
many  excellent,  and  some  splendid  pictures. 

Shephycrd.  Oh  !  but  the  Auld  Masters,  sir,  had  a  deep  sense  o'  the 
beautifu'  — 

North.  No  soup — but  first  a  sole,  then  a  beef-steak,  and  then  a 
chicken — with  a  fniish  of  a  few  tartlets,  and  a  saucer  of  pannesan — 
judiciously  interspersed  with  an  occasional  sip  of  old  hock  ending 
ill  a  gulp — a  caulker,  of  course — and  then  at  the  MSS.  again,  over  a 
Scutch  pint  of  claret.     By  midnight — 

"  Ae  wee  short  hour  ayont  the  twal ;" 

and  lo !  ready  for  the  devil  a  sheet  of  Maga ! 

Shepherd.  And  whan  do  you  rise? 

North.  Early.      Precisely  at  nine  (I  speak  of  winter,)  Helen  is  at 

uiy  bedside  — 

"  And,  like  the  murmur  of  a  dream, 
I  Lear  her  breathe  my  name." 

Shepherd.  That's  scarcely  safe,  sir. 

North.  God  bless  the  dear  child  ! — she  loves  me  with  all  the  rev- 
erinlial  affection  nf  a  grand-daughter.  While  I  keep  getting  fairly 
awake,  she  stirs  up  the  (ire,  that  has  been  najiping  during  the  night, 
and,  arranging  witli  delicate  dexterity  my  shirt,  drawers,  stockings, 
breeches.  &c.,  on  a  neat  mahogany  screen,  ])laces  it  before  the  glow 
— and  disappears.  In  aliout  half  an  hour,  1  am  ap{iarelled— 
and  just  as  I  have  given  the  last  touch  lo  the  t(jpmost  curl  of  my 
wig  — 

Shepherd.   I  like  ye  best  bald  — 

North.  The  clear  liiigle-ingle-ing  of  the  small  brass  bell  in  the 
hand  of  my  pretty  maiden  — 

Shepherd.  Tiiat's  the  thing — and  no  nne  o'  thae  infernal  bells  that 
the  man-servant  in  some  houses  keeps  ringing  for  ten  minutes,  as  if 
he  meant  to  awawken  a'  the  folk  in  the  neist  street  — 

North.  Chimes  tne  down  to  the  j);irlor  — 

Shcjiherd.  Nae  mair  aboot  your  domestic  economy,  sir.  You're 
getlin'  egoutistical. 

North.  I  wrote  "  Christopher  in  his  Sporting  Jacket,"  James — 
fully  pages  of  M.iga — at  two  sucii  sittings. 

Shephinl.    I  dinna  believe  you — though  you  should  swear't  on  the 

Bil)le. 

North.  At  five  such  sittings  1  have  mure  than  once  wiitlen  -vvilh 
this  hand  — 
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S/cphcrd.  And  ;v  laiig-fiinrorctl,  liony,  jirliaimt,  foriiiidabU'-lookiii' 
haun  it  is,  like  the  liauii  o'  grim  death — clutchiii'  — 

North.  Written  the  whule  Magazine* — an  entire  Number, 
James  — 

Slu'plierd.  And  a  desperate  bad  ane  it  must  hae  been  — 

JVorfh.  No,  Jatnes, — brilliant  as  the  Aurora  Borealis — musical  as 
is  Apol'u's  lute. 

Skvphcrd.  And  that's  the  wixy  ye  serve  your  contributors ! 
Flingiu'  their  capital  articles  intil  the  Balaam-box  that  your  ain  tra.>h 
may  — 

Xurth.  Trash  !      \Vhat  the  devil  do  you  mean  by  trash,  sir? 

Shepherd.  I  just  mean  a  haiitle  o'  your  ain  articles — especially 
them  that  you're  fondest  and  proodest  o' — sic  as  "Streams" — 
"  Cottages"—"  Hints  for  Iloiidavs"  — 

North.  Oh  !  James — James — that  genius  should  be  thus  debased 
by  jealousy  — 

Shepherd.  Me  jealous  o'  yon  ?  That's  a  gude  ane.  But  what 
fir  didna  vou  send  me  out  a'  the  Annwalls  o'  the  year  as  you 
promised  ?      I  hate  folk  that  promises  and  ne'er  performs. 

North.  Bv  the  rule  o'  contraries,  mv  eharacter  to  a  tittle.  I 
promise  nothing — and  perf  )rm  everything.  But  the  reason,  James, 
was,  that  I  had  not  them  to  send.  The  Keepsake  I  have  not  got; 
yetf — but  1  have  Mr.  Alaric  Watts'  Souvenir,  in  my  pocket — there, 
well-caught,  ye  cricketer — aye,  you  may  well  turn  up  your  eyes  in 
admiration — for  of  all  the  embellishments — of  all  the  engravings  1 
ever  beheld,  these  are  the  most  exquisitely  beautiful. 

Shepherd.  Sir  Walter  ?  Ma  faiih  !  The  thing's  dune  at  last. 
The  verra  man  himsell,  as  if  vou  were  lookin'  at  him  through  the 
wrang  end  o'  a  telescope!  Only  see  his  hauns  !  The  big,  fat, 
ruun',  firm  back  o'  his  liauns  !  1  shou'd  hae  said  in  an  instant — 
that's  Sir  Walter — had  I  seen  him  nae  mair  than  just  hy  themsells 
thae  hauns!  Hoo  are  ye,  Sir  Walter?  IIoo  are  ye,  sir?  I'm  glad 
to  see  vou  lookin'  sae  weel.  Na — am  na  J  a  fule,  Mr.  North,  to  be 
speakin'  till  an  eemage,  as  if  it  were — the  Lord  bless  hiu) — the  verra 
■  leevin'  glory  o'  Scotland  ? 

North.  I  request  postiM'ity  to  be  informed,  that  Leslie's  is  the  best 
likeness  of  Sir  Walter  Scott  ever  achieved — face,  figure,  air,  man- 
ner— all  characteristically  complete.|  Leslie  is  a  genuine  genius— 
so  is  Stephanoff. 

•  Wilton  used  to  boast  that  ho  could  write  an  entire  number  of  Alaga  between  Monday  and 
Saturday.     Whether  he  ever  did  is  not  known  to  nie. — M- 

t  The  Keepsake  was  edited  by  Frederick  iSIansel  Reynolds,  son  of  Frederick  Reynolds,  the 
Jramatigt.     lie  aUo  wrote  the  novel  called  '   .Miscrriinu-s." — \\. 

X  This  portrait  of  .Scott  by  C.  R.  Leslie,  the  American  artist,  was  enjjraved  for  the  Literary 
Bouveiiir  for  IHJK,  and  was  painted  in  1^24.  fur  Mr.  Ticknor,  of  Boston,  in  whose  possession  it 
now  in.  I  think  it  the  best  likeness  extant  of  Scott  in  his  later  years. — my  own  first  view  of 
tho  Giuat  Unknown  having  been  in  18i5,  wht.ii  he  was  in  Ireland. — M. 
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Shepherd.   And  is  the  w  ritiii'  in  the  Souvenir  gude,  sir  ] 

Nurlh.  Excellent.     Taken  altogether,  the  volume  is  a  formidable 

rival,  competitor,  or  compeer,  to  the  Anniversary 

Shepherd.  In  K-eterature — my  cry  has  ever  been — Free  Tredd, 
Free  J'redd.  If  the  Keepsake  beats  the  beauty  o'  the  Souvenir, 
she  may  change  her  name  into  the  Phcenix  or  the  Bird  o'  Para- 
dise. 

North.   Pocket  the  affront,  James. 

Shepherd.  Ilae  you  made  me  a  present  o't,  sir,  outright  ?  You 
hae  ? — then  alloo  me  to  treat  you  \vi'  the  eisters  at  my  ain  ex- 
pense. 

North.  To  purchase  the  Souvenir  in  oysters  !  Oh  !  the  horrid 
thoiiglit ! 

Shepherd.  Rax  me  ower  that  newspaper,  my  dear  sir,  that  I  may 

wrap  it 

North.  Nay,  we  must  not  destroy  Mr.  Ambrose's  Courier. 
Shepherd,  is  that  the  Coureer  ?     It's  the  best  paper,  the  Coureer 
o'  the  liaii  set. 

North.  There  cannot  be  a  better  paper,  James — but  there  may  be 
as  good — and  the  Standard  is  so — the  two  together,  well  studied, 
may  seta  young  Menilier  of  Parliament  up  in  politics.*  Bolh  true 
to  the  backbone,  "Alike — yet  oh,  how  different!"  Mr.  Street  is 
a  man  of  great  talents — and  Mr.  Giffard    an  admirable  writer.     As 

fur  the  Doctor 

Slu'pherd.  lie  has  na  his  match  in  a'  England,  Tm  sure,  for  wut, 
satire,  ami  fun,  and  deevil  fak  me  if  he's  no  also  a  maist  poorfu'  rea- 
M'Uer.  VVut  and  Intellect  are  twun-brithcrs,  and  sae  like  that  imt 
for  a  sort  o'  smile  native  to  the  face  o'  the  first,  I'll  defy  you  to  tell 
the  aue  frae  the  it  her. 

North.  Thi'sc  ar(;  my  evening  papers,  James  ;  and  my  morning 
ones  are  the  Morning  Post,  always  full  of  news  of  the  liishioiiaMe 
world,  and  excellent  and  able  in  its  politics;  the  Morning  Journal, 
most  s[)irited  and  vigorous;  lh(!  Morning  Herald,  miscellaneous  to 
a  tllo^t  amusing  degree,  and  teeming  with  various  matter;  the 
Morning  Chronicle — you  kiKJW  the  w<»rthy  cdit(jr,  Mr.  Hhukiej, 
J  amen  ? 

iihejiherd.    A  fnie  fallow — 'gin  he  were   na   a  Whig— and   a  great 

freen'  o'  dear  (jray's 

North.  Of  itsell  a  good  sign  of  his  heart; — but  though  a  Whig,  not 
a  bitter  one,  and,  though  ratlier  lengthy — a  writer  of  mneli  talent  and 
inrormation. 

*  TliB  (oiirirr,  own'-il  by  lli<>  l.ile  Mr.  Dnnicl  .'^tuarl.  wan  a  Virar  of  llray  atn.inj;  noMnp.i- 
f><!r«.  a'd,  whonver  M<!r8  mwimlrrH.  innitx  a  pmnt  of  iiii|ip<iriin|;  llifin.  Thn  Sliinilurd,  a  vrry 
younjt  pap'T  vrhnn  thu»  prai>P(i  by  North.  ba«  bnon  rditnd.  from  Um  (ir»t,  by  l)r  I.ei-B  liilfard, 
und  lia«  alway»  been  ve^y  Aiiti-Catholic  and  Conin:rvativB.   Ma^inn  wmlM  for  it  for  yi'.ir» — .\| 

t  Coirimoniy  callfid  "  Dortor"  Black,  and  on  abl«,  ttiouyh  h'Mvy  wiilur.  Ui«  connaclion 
wiiti  iLe  nevipa|/ar  preM  coaiKd  Mveral  yoar*  ago.— M. 
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S/ii'/)/iCi(f.    l>o  \(Mi  no  I'tii'l  'I'lic  Auld  'I'i tiles'? 

Norlli.  \\  hat  !  not  ri'.iil  tin-  l(iulin<r  journal  of  Europe?  Daily. 
Int\|ilic.il>U^  iilt>'<rfilK'r  in  its  poliiical  nnu-liinory,  I  admirt".  the 
stri'iiutli  and  iuidacity  ot"  llie  bold  C)l<i  Times.  1  also  see  that  mode. 
late  and  very  able  paper,  the  Globe.* 

Slxplurd  Faith,  there's  the  Etnluo'  Saturday  Evening;  Post  turn- 
in' out  a  luaist  capital  paper.      'J'here's  snieddum  yonner,  Mr.  North. 

North.  There  is  sniedduin  yonder,  James.  The  pen  of  one  first- 
role  writer  may  be  weekly  traced  in  its  leading  articles,  and  occa- 
sionallv  elsewhere,  and  some  of  his  coadjutors  are  apparently  men 
of  power  and  principle,  it  has,  though  )(>ung,  a  good  circulation, 
and  is  sure  to  succeed.     A  true  Tory. 

Sh<])herd.  What's  the  n  al  bonmj  feedy  state  o'  »he  case,  sir,  the 
noo,  wi'  what's  ea'd  the  Question  o'  Catholic  Emancipaw  tion  ? 

Tickler^  [yawninff  out  of  a  profound  sleep.)  Hallo  !  where  am  1  ? 
Who  are  you,  gentlemen,  intrudinji  on  a  sober  citizen's  privacy  at 
this  hour  of  the  night  ?     I  say,  who  are  }ou  ? 

Shepherd.  He  thinks  hinisell  at  harne.  1  really  had  nae  notion, 
sir,  that  Mr.  Tickler  was  sae  soon  made  fou  ! 

Tickler.   Made  fou  ?      Heavens,  at  Ambrose's  ! 

Shepherd.  At  Awmrose's  sure  aneuch.  You've  been  sleepin'  this 
twa  hours,  wi'  vour  mouth  wide  open,  and  it  required  great  forbear- 
ance no  to  put  a  halfleiiK^n  into  your  mouth.  1  would  hae  duue't, 
hail  \e  snored — but  as  ye  did  na  snore  nane 

Tickler.    1  have  awoke  to  all  my  "aitches  !" 

Shr/dierd.  When  you  gang  hanie,  let  me  recommend  you  to  get  a 
flaiiiu-n-petticoal  fi  ae  ane  o'  the  servant  lasses,  and  wrap  itroun'your 
chowks. 

Tickler.  Oh !  1  am  in  great  pain,  James  !  Let  me  lie  down  on 
the  sola. 

Shepherd.  Do  sac,  do  sae,  but  dinna  snore  nane.  Weel,  Mr. 
North,  what's  the  bonny  feedy  state  o'  the  case,  wi'  what's  ca'd  the 
Question  o'  Catholic  Emancipaw  tion  1  You  dinna  think  it'll  be 
carried  or  conciliated  ? 

JS'orth.  Unquestionably,  James,  there  is  a  belief  among  certain 
riicles,  that  think  themselves  vvell-informed,  with  respect  to  authen- 
tic rumors  of  intended  measures  uf  government,  that  something  is  to 
be  done  for  the  Catholics  in  next  session  of  Parliament.  One  can- 
not dine  out  without  having  much  sickening  stuff  of  the  sort  dinned 
into  his  ears.  I'mt  the  nation  has  the  Duke  of  Wellington'!-  wonJ  for 
it,  that  nothing  will  he  done  fur  the  Catholics  in  the  next  Session  ot 
Parliauiiiit. 

•  'I'he  Titnes  was  tlien  edited  hy  the  late  Thomas  Barnei,  and  the  Globe,  (which  Cobbcti 
OBed  to  call  "  the  ball  of  dung/)  by  Colonel  Torrens,  a  noted  writer  on  I'olilical  Economy, 
i.nd  a  Mernbei  cf  Parliament. — AI 
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Shepherd.  Haq  it  ? 

North.  Yes.  the  Duke  of  WelUngton  said,  in  his  simple  strong 
style,  in  the  House,  that  "  if  they  kept  quiet,  perhaps  something 
might  be  done  for  them  ;"  buttliey  have  not  kept  quiet  ;  and,  there- 
fore,  certainly  nothing  will  he  done  for  them  next  Parliament.* 

Shejyherd.  Quiet,  indeed  !  ay,  ay,  there's  different  kinds  o'  qtiiet, 
as  the  Duke,  nae  doot,  kens  as  vveel  as  either  you  or  me,  Mr.  North. 

North.  True.  James.  The  French  marshals  in  Spain  used  to  i<eep 
quiet,  sometimes  for  weeks  and  months  at  a  time,  but  the  great 
Lord,  for  all  that,  lay  asleep  in  his  position  like  a  lion  with  his  eyes 
open,  and  on  an  alarm,  in  half  an  hour  the  whole  British  army  had 
been  in  order  of  battle. 

Shepherd.  A  toon  coof,  comin'  intil  the  kintra,  and  kennin'  o' 
coorse  naethirg  at  a'  about  the  symptcuns  o'  the  atinosjihere,  having 
C"ontented  himsell  a'  his  life  wi'  notiein'  the  quicksilver  in  his  glass, 
and  in  spile  o' a'  its  daily  deceits  keepit  still  |iayin'the  maist  shaine- 
fu'  deference  to  its  authority,  —  a  toon  coof,  I  say,  sir,  cornin'  intil  the 
Forest,  cocks  his  ee  up  to  the  heavens,  without  attendin'  to  what  airt 
the  wind  blaws  frae,  and  prophecying  a  fine,  clear,  dry,  breezy  day, 
\lhu■^ties  out  Pouto,  and  awa  t(j  the  hills  after  the  groose.  The  lift 
looked,  he  thocht,  sae  cawm,  the  weather  sae  settled  !  There  was  a 
cawm  in  heaven,  nae  doot — a  dead  cawm.  But  then  far  aff  on  the 
weather-gleam,  there  was  a  froonin',  threatenin',  sullen,  sulky,  dark, 
dismal,  d(tur  expression  o'  face  in  the  sky — no  the  le>s  fearsome 
'<ause  o'  the  noo  and  then  glimmerin'  out  o'  something  like  a  grim 
ghastly  sriiile.  as  if  it  were  slifllt-d  lichtnin' — ahint  the  cloud  that  noo 
lies  black  and  dense  on  the  towerin'  mountain,  is  heard  first  a  sigh, 
then  a  groan,  then  a  growl,  then  a  clap,  and  then  a  rattle  o' thunder, 
till  ejirth  shakes  wi'  a'  her  quiveriii'  woods,  and  the  Inchs  are  seen 
tumbling  a  fii.-iin  on  the  levin  ! — a  deluge  droons  the  misty  hills,  and 
doon  come  the  hay-rucks,  or  the  corn-stooks,  wi'  aiblins  a  liuman 
dwelling  or  twa,  sailing  alang  the  n.eadows,  in  which  llu^  main  course 
o'  the  Tweed  is  lost  as  in  a  sea — sae  sudden,  sae  re<l  ami  sae  roaring  is 
the  spate,  ihat  sweeps  the  vale  o'  half  its  harvest,  and  leaves  farmer, 
hind,  and  shepherd,  in  ruin. 

I^'orlh.  Strong  as  your  imagery  is,  .lames,  and  vivid — most  vivid 
vour  picture — it  is  neither  over-charged,  nor  in  one  point  inapplica- 

i.le. 

Shrphrid.  I'm  sure  it's  no,  sir.  Then  b-t  nae  man  tell  me  that 
seven  million  o'  Eeri>hmcii, — for  if  there  were  sax  million  at  the 
last  Noctes,  they'll  be  seven  noo, — will  ever  kit-p  a  cawm  sugh — 
unless  when  they're  brooiri'  miscliicf  I  would  despise  tliem  if  they 
did,    fi.ie    the    bottom   o'  my  heart — ami    I'm    lar    frae  despisiu    iho 

•  Thcj  diJ  Hi  (  keep  qaiat  — tbercfora  (omething  hnJ  to  be  done  for  them.— M 
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Eerish,  whti,  but  for  priests  and  priestcraft,  would  be,  ccites,  a 
glorious  people. 

Tickler.  Whv,  according  to  that  rule  of  judgment,  James,  you 
su<peet  thi-ni  alike,  wliellier  they  are  tame  or  tumultuous. 

IShepherd.  Ye  niauniia  argue  wi'  me,  Mr.  Tickler;  fa'  asleep — 
for,  vvi'  a'  your  poors  o'  reasoiiin',  I'll  set  ye  doon,  and  nail  your 
coat-tails  to  the  chair,  so  as  you'll  no  Ite  able  to  get  up  again,  wi' 
ihe  strong  haun  o'  j)lain,  gude,  common  sense.  A'  Eerland's  under 
the  thoombs  o"  the  Agitawtors.  Thoombs  doon,  and  a's  cawm  ; 
— thoombs  up,  and  rebellion  wud  wade  the  bogs  breast-deep  in 
blood. 

North.  I  repeat  what  I  have  said  to  you,  James,  a  hundred  times 
within  these  four  years,  that  the  government  of  this  country  has 
miuh  to  answer  for  to  civil  and  religious  liberty  on  account  of  its 
shameful  supineness  —  must  1  say  of  a  British  government — its 
cowardice  1 

Tickler.   Well,  then,  pray  is  this  state  of  things  to  be  eternal  1 

Shepherd.  Let  ine  answer  that,  Mr.  North.  It  will  last,  Mr, 
Tiekler,  as  \;\\vz  as  the  Bible  is  a  sealed  book.  Break  the  seal — let 
the  leaves  flutter  free — and  Superstition,  blinded  l)y  the  licht  o' 
heaven,  will  dwine  and  die.  She  will  dwiue  for  mony  years  afore 
she  dies  ;  but,  during  a'  that  time,  knowledge  will  be  gainin'  head 
o'  iiriiorance — Eerishmen  will  be  becomin'  mair  and  mair  like  Scotch- 
men  and  Kiiiilishmeii  in  their  character  and  condition — and  when  the 
similitude  grows  strong  and  secure, — for  naebody  wants  perAct 
identity,  -  then,  and  not  till  then,  "something  perhaps  may  be  done 
for  the  Catholics;" — and,  feenall}, — for  you  maunna  talk  nonsense 
about  eternity, — the  Roman  religi(Mi  will  be  undermined  and  fall, 
and  then  there  will  indeed  be  a  glorious  Emaneipawtion. 

North.  Meanwhile,  good  heavens!  what  might  not  the  Irish 
landlords — Protestant  and  Roman  Catholic  alike — do  for  their 
beautiful  country  !  There  are  immy  difliculties  to  contend  against; 
but  1.  f(>r  one,  never  could  see  anv  mystery  in  the  evils  that  afllict 
Ireland.  She  wants  an  enlighlened  system  of  education; — she 
wants  an  enlightened  system  of  employment ; — she  wants  an  en- 
lightened system  of  poor-laws  ; — she  wants  an  enlightened,  generous, 
patriotic,  fatherland  loving  resident  gentry — lords  and  commoners; 
— and  with  these,  Erin  would  indeed  be  the  Emerald  Gem  of  the 
Sea  ! 

Shepherd.  What  blesses  ae  kintra,  blesses  anither;  and  o'  a' 
blessin's  what's  mair  blessed  than  a  resident  gentry  1 — O  that  ugly 
sumph !  that  first  daured  to  write  doon  in  the  English  language  that 
a  kintra  was  the  better  o'  Absenteeism  ! 

North.  A  paltry  paradox,  that  stunk  in  the  nostrils  before  it  was 
a  day  old. 
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Shepherd.  O  the  ugly  sumph  !  The  doctrine  was  an  outrage  on 
hiiinan  nature,  and  an  insult  to  Divine  Providence !  Would  a 
kintra  be  the  better  if  a'  its  clergy  were  non-resident  in  it, — absentees 
al)road, — and  tlieir  duties  discharged  universally  by  pru.xy  curates? 
Likewise  a'  its  Judges  ?  Likewise  if  a'  partners  in  mercantile  con- 
cerns were  to  leave  them  to  the  foreman,  and  gang  ouer  to  Bou- 
joiiue  tf  play  billiards  ?  And,  to  crown  a',  would  the  sumph  say, 
that  it  w  .>uld  be  better  for  The  Magazine,  if  its  Editor,^ — even  your- 
sell,  sir,  Cliristupher  Nortii,  God  bless  you  !-— were  an  absentee  ? 
Na,  na  !  that  you'll  never  be.  Easier  would  it  be  to  root  up  an 
auid  oak  tree. 

North.  A  blind,  base  blunder  it  was,  indeed,  James ;  and  how 
the  owl  did  hoot  in  the  sunshine,  starinix  and  winking  most  absurdly, 
with  eyes  made  only  for  the  twilight  !  What  books  could  the 
sumph,  as  you  call  him,  have  read  ?  With  what  manner  of  men 
held  converse? — that  his  ear  had  not  got  acciistomed,  in  some 
ineasure,  to  the  expression  of  those  natural  feelings  and  affections, 
that  bind  the  human  heart  to  the  natale  solvin. — feelings  and  affec- 
tions so  inevitable,  that  he  is  jirobably  the  first,  and  will  be  the  last 
man,  that  ever  avowed  himself  born  without  thiin,— insensible  to 
their  influence,  or,  rather,  unaware  of  their  existence  ! 

Shepherd.  Better  fur  a  kintra  that  a'  the  gentry  should  live 
abroad  !  O  the  sumph  !  But,  eh,  sir  !  is  na't  clieerin'  to  see  and 
hear  how  suddenly  a  sumjih's  j)ut  down  in  Great  Britain,  when,  wi* 
open  jaws  and  lung-laboring  sides,  he  sticks  out  his  lang-lugged 
pericranium,  and,  reckless  o'  breakiti'  the  wund  o'  the  puir  harmless 
echoes,  Ijrays  out  insupportable  nonsense,  a'  the  while  never  dootin' 
himsell  to  be  ane  o'  the  great  profihets,  lifting  up  a  warning,  as  in 
an  angelic  voice,  unto  some  foolish  f)eople  determined  to  perish  in 
their  pride — were  the  ass  to  bray  on  till  Domesday  ? 

North.  Yes,  James,  the  British  nation  are  not,  in  the  long  run,  by 
any  means  easily  humbugged.  'I'hey  have  their  temporary  follies 
—  why  not?  'J'he  proprietor  f)f  "the  wonderfid  duck,"  may  make 
monev  for  a  month  (»r  so,  asserting  tiiat  she  sings  like  a  idifhtin- 
gale  ;  but  |)eople  will  not  pay  sixpence  twice  to  hear  what,  if  tiieir 
ears  "ar«-  to  be  in  aught  believed,''  is  neither  more  nor  le^s,  in  tono 
or  articulation,  than  —  quack — (juack — quack!  '1  hen,  what  a  dis- 
grace, what  a  degradation  to  Ireland — the  land  <if  eloquence  atiii 
Biiike.  to  have  pri>diieed,  in  these  latter  days,  no  lietter  dennigoguus 
than  Sheil  and  (><'oiinell!  Scrape  O'lNinneH's  tongue  of  blaek- 
gunrrJiim,  and  Sheil'-s  of  blarney,  and  they  will  be  as  dry  as  that  of 
an  old  panot. 

Shi /'herd.  I'm  sure  that  Sheil's  nae  orator.  I'uttin'  politics,  and 
peace  o'  Iielaiid,  and  thi;  cause  o'  civil  and  rcliyious  liberty  a'  ower 
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the  world,  a'thogither  aside — and  ane  can  easily  do  that  in  tho 
Noctes 

Kviili.   With  all  the  ease  in  the  world,  James. 

ISIicpherd.  1  iiiysell  am  an  agitawtor !  And  not  only  can  I  mak  a' 
allowance  for  them,  but  as  ae  human  being  wi'  ither  human  beings, 
I  can  sympalheeze,  sir,  frae  the  very  bottom  o'  my  sowl,  wi'  agi- 
tawtors. 

Korili.  And  so  can  I. 

Tickler,   {yawning.)  And — I. 

Shejjheid.  Dear  me,  Mr.  Tickler!  are  you  no  asleep?  But,  pity 
me  the  day  !  when  1  tak  up  a  speech  o'  Sheil's,  houpin'  to  get  my 
heart  made  to  loup  like  a  cod  in  a  creel;  to  be  stung  by  his  sharp 
swarming  syllables  into  rebellion  against  the  state,  like  a  colley 
attacked  by  bees,  and  in  the  madness  o'  pain  bitin'  iiis  master  ;  or 
rather,  like  a  bull  stung  by  a  hornet  in  the  Hank,  or  a  redrag  in  the 
ee,  pUingin'  after  the  herds  and  hinds,  wha  a'  rin  helter-skelter  into 
the  woods — or,  like  a  teeger,  or  a  lion,  that  has  lain  peacealjly  lick- 
ing his  paws,  till  a  man  in  a  hairy  fur-cap,  stirs  him  up  with  a  long 
pole,  and  gars  him  roar  as  if  about  to  carry  afl'in  his  mouth  the  son 
o'  Sir  George  Monro  across  his  shoother — or  like  an  elephant 
that  — 

North.  Stop,  James — stop,  for  Heaven's  sake,  stop ! 

Shepherd.  Or  like  a  whale  that 

North.  Stop,  James  — stop,  for  Heaven's  sake,  stop! 

Shepherd.  Weel,  then,  I  will  stop.  When,  instead  o'  ony  thing 
o'  that  sort,  ae  pert,  pralin'  fribble  o'  a  coxcomb  o'  a  Cockney  o'  a 
paragraph  follows  after  anither,  a'  as  like's  they  can  smirk  or  stare, 
brither  on  brilher  o'  the  same  conceited  family,  wi'  faces  and  voices 
no  to  be  distinguished,  were  it  no  that  ane  seems  to  be  greetin'  and 
ane  to  be  lauchin',  and  ane  to  be  troubled  wi'  a  sair  cough,  and  ane 
to  hae  the  colic,  and  ane  to  be  dressed  as  for  a  bridal,  and  ane  for  a 
ffneral — ane  wi'  a  sodger's  green  coat,  and  ane  ap|)arelled  in  brown 
like  a  Quaker — yet  a'  the  hail  set  equally  cauldrife,  formal,  pedan- 
ticalj  and  pragmatic, — and  what's  waurst  than  a',  and  damijatioii  to 
the  soul  o'  oratory,  when  I  see  hyjH)crisy,  meanness,  trucklin'f  insin- 
cerity, cruelty,  and  what's  akin  to  cruelty,  political  cowardice, 
staining  all  the  pairts  o'  speech — so  that  when  a'  the  paragraphs 
liave  passed  aft"  and  awa,  and  the  orawtion  is  closed,  you  know  by 
a  feeling  no  to  be  mistaken  nor  mistrusted,  that  Shell  is  after  a'  only 
a  playactor,  sir,  who  has  taken  to  the  stage  l>y  chance,  idleness,  or 
impidence,  but  whom  natur  has  barely  fitted  to  perform  even  the 
maist  inferior  and  subordinate  characters,  either  in  farce  or  tragedy  ;* 

•  Sheil  was  not  an  orator  to  rouse  and  agitate  a  nation;  O'Cornell  was.  SI  eil,  it  w.iii 
known,  elaborately  composi,-d  his  speecliet ;  O'Connell's  were  extein]>oraneous.  1  cannot  aJe- 
quately  convey  the  contempt  which,  in  Ireland,  falls  upon  an  oration  tliat  i.^  cm  aiid-cJry 
beforehand.     No  oratory  is  thought  well  in  Ireland,  which  is  not  really  and   truly   pruduLid 
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nlthoiigh  on  the  total  eclipse  of  that  sort  of  dramatic  talent  amang 
the  Roman  Catholics  o'  Eerland,  he  plays  Captain  Rock  himself, 
even  as  in  the  siil>niarine  waild,  in  the  dearth  o'  ihenti  ical  talent 
aumng  the  cet.iwceoiis  tiil)e,  ane  niicht  imagine  a  ^liiinip,  to  tlie 
astonishment  of  all  other  fishes,  acting  a  whale,  •'  wallowing 
ntiwieldy  enormous  in  his  gait,"  from  a  quarter  to  half  an  inch 
ion  jr. 

North.  Charles  Phillips  was  worth  a  gross  of  Shells.  There 
Were  trequt-nt  flashes  of  fine  imagination,  and  strains  of  genuine 
feeling  in  his  speeches,  that  showed  Nature  intendid  him  for  an 
orator.  In  the  midst  of  his  most  tedious  and  tasteless  exaggera- 
tions, you  still  felt  that  Charles  Phillips  had  a  heart;  that  he  was  a 
fine,  bold,  open,  gi-ncrous  Irishman,  in  whom,  more  especially  in 
youth  and  early  manhood,  you  are  delighted  with  a  strong  dash  of 
folly — and  who  is  entitled,  in  seasons  of  real  or  pretended  passion, 
to  avail  himself  of  the  [uivilege  of  his  birth,  to  the  very  verge  of 
madness,  without  being  thought  in  the  least  insane — while  in  his 
more  felicitous  efforts,  he  n)se  fairly  into  the  regions  of  eloquence, 
and  remained  there  on  unwearied  wing,  either  like  a  Glead  on  poise, 
or  a  Peregrine  in  pursuit,  sufficiently  long  and  light  to  prove  the 
strength  of  his  pinion,  and  the  purity  of  his  breed. 

Shepherd.   What's  become  o'  (Jhairley  Phnllups'? 

North.  In  good  practice  at  the  English  bar,  James — and  at  the 
Old  Hallfv.  making  a  fair  strussle  even  with  Adolphus*.  who  is  one 
of  the  cleverest  and  acutest  men  I  ever  heard  conduct  a  cross-exami- 
nation, or  address  a  jury. 

Shepherd.  I'm  glad  o'  that,  sir.  The  lad  was  rather  flowery  ;  but 
he   pu'd  the   flowers  for   himsell,  frae  the  spt)ts  wliere   nature  bade 

6y  and  (a  the  occasion.  To  this  hour,  though  five-and -twenty  years  ab.«ent  from  Ireland,  I 
fully  retain  this  feeling.  There  Ik  one  thing  even  more  contemptible — nainely.  to  be  bored, 
by  the  orator,  with  hnatches  of  hin  harangue,  tbe  delivery  of  which  you  had  tlie  good  forliine 
Ijj  encspe  A  good  ^])eech  xhouid  be  reiriirnbered  and  quoted  by  all  — save  him  who  exteiiii'ora- 
neounly  made  it  JJy  the  way,  a  man  with  a  f.rej)ared  itpecch  unfairly  contendK  with  hiiu  who 
'.peaks  on  the  moment.  For  in  one  cahe  there  ha><  bmn  leisure  lor  deliberate  thought,  while 
in  the  other  there  is  none.  Hut  the  eifect  is  dilfcrent.  V\  iiile  one  may  ]iliMse  ciUtivati-d 
rnindii,  and,  when  published,  delight  in  tiie  closet— as  a  composition  ;  the  other  will  iiroli:ibly 
«lir  the  heart  of  a  nation.  tSuch  was  the  dilference  between  the  oratory  of  .^heil  and  O  Con- 
nell-.M. 

•  (.'harlei  I'hillips  w.is  called  to  the  irinh  bar  in  Hl-J,  where  his  very  flowery  style  of  oratory, 
chiefly  exercised  in  Criin-Con  and  breach-of-iiromise-of-marriage  cases,  gained  him  many 
adiiiirerB.  In  1-17  he  collected  his  foreni-ic  and  political  speeches,  and  the  (Jiiiirtrr<!i  Unura, 
(and,  I  think,  the  IMnibiiiiili,  alfo,)  so  severely  rriiicihed  his  florid  style,  that  ho  was  iH^arly  as 
niucii  laughed  nl,  at  List,  as  he  had  formerly  been  admired.  After  he  went  tn  the  )^ngli^h 
bar  in  l-MI,  he  had  to  abandon  liis  peculiar  style,  and  speak  the  plain  language  of  coiiiiiion 
f.rnse.  lie  obtained  a  good  share  of  Old  11a i ley  (or  criiiiinal)  prarth  e,  and,  in  l-i;f  w.is  iii.iili|  a 
llankruptiy  Jnilt'e.  As  a  man  of  lettrrs.  he  will  be  favorably  rei  ollirti'd  by  his  delightful 
ami  ;inerdotal  work  on  Curran  and  Inn  Ci.liiiiporaries.— John  Adulphiis,  with  whom,  in  Old 
Haili-y  prartire,  I'hillips  had  to  contend,  w.is  author  of  a  History  of  Kiigland.  .Memoir  ol  .lohn 
llanniKler,  and  other  works— po|Milar  in  their  day.  He  was  little  known  at  the  bar,  although 
always  fully  employed,  until  ^^•ill.  when  he  alily  defended  Arthur  'i'hicllewnoil,  and  the  rest 
of  the  Cato-street  conspirators  lie  died  in  IKI.'i,  aged  s<-venty-nine.  llis  son.  .Ii'hn  I.cycrster 
Adolphus,  who  i»  a>o  a  barrister,  wrote  the  I.ctt'-rs  lo  Hichard  llebcr  on  iho  Authori-hip  (d  tlia 
Waverley  Novels,  which,  by  \n  accumulation  of  critical  evidence  such  as  no  sophistry  coulJ 
ivkde,  identified  Sc»tt  M  "The  Ofat  Unknown." — M. 

Vol.  III.— l.-i 
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tlioin  grow — and  oli !  but  thoy  tell  me  Eerland's  a  flowery  kintra — 
and  didiiii  buy  iheiu  in  shops  like  Shell,  out  o'  green  wicker  baskets 
set  in  the  shade,  or  glass  l)ottles  wi'  some  water  in  them  to  enable 
the  [links  aiui  |iii[i|iifs  fur  a  tew  hours  to  stnigi^Jc  \t\)  iheir  droopin' 
heads,  while  to  the  eo  o'  a  florist  they  are  visibly  faded  t'r-Ai-  the  very 
first — faded,  sir,  and  fusionless,  alike  destitute  o'  iiloom  and  bawm, 
and  to  a'  intents  and  purposes,  either  o"  utility  or  ornament,  worth 
less  as  weeds. 

North.  When  a  sudden  strong  frost  succeeds  a  week's  wet,  James, 
icicles  make  really  a  pretty  show,  as  depending  from  shite  or 
thatch  eaves  of  cot  or  palace,  they  glitter  in  the  sunlight,  with  some- 
thing even  of  the  lustre  of  the  rainbow.  The  eye  regards,  with  a 
sort  of  sensuous  pleasure,  the  fantastic  and  fairy  frostwt)rk.  But  it 
soon  is  satisfied  with  the  peg-like  disj)lay  of  prisms — for  even  to  the 
sense  of  siglit  they  are  cold,  James — cold — we  blow  our  fingers — 
on  with  our  gloves — and  leave  the  ieieles  to  the  admiration  of 
schoollioys,  who  regard  with  open  mouths  and  uplifted  hands  the 
raree-show — but  who  soon  pass  by  unheeding  when  familiar  with 
the  dripping  brotherhood,  as  they  melt  away  beneath  the  meridian 
heat  into  the  common  mire  of  the  stieet.  Sheil's  speeches  are  as 
formal  and  as  cold  as  any  long  low  level  eaves  of  icicles — and  can 
any  other  (juality,  James,  supposing  it  to  1)6  there,  compensate  for 
frigidity  ? 

Shi'iihcrd.  Neither  man  nor  woman  can  thole  frigidity.  It's  the 
death  o'  every  thing,  either  dangerous  or  delighttii — and  then,  be- 
cause in  his  case  it's  sae  totally  une.xjiectcd — it  strikes  a  chill  into 
tlie  marrow  o'  the  back-bane — comin'  eitlier  fiae  tiie  haun'  or  the 
tongue  o'  an  Eerishman, 

North.  Mr.  Sheil  is  a  man  of  education — and  something,  though 
not  much,  of  a  scholar.     You   have  read  his  plays? 

Shepherd.  No  me.     Are  they  tragedies,  comedies,  or  farces? 

North.  A  sort  of  unintended  mixture  of  the  three,  James.  Occa- 
sionally rather  elegant 

Shephtrd.  Kather  elegant!  Oh,  sir,  that's  damnation  to  a  drama! 
Pity  me  the  day  !  An  elegant  tragedy  !  Yet  aiblins  no  sae  very 
elegant  either,  if  we  tak  a  critical  look  at  it 

North.  I'eihaps  not,  James. 

Shepherd.  Just  as  my  leddy's  waitin'  maid,  or  my  leddy's  milli- 
ner, wliom  you  hae  mista'en,  at  a  hasty  glance,  for  my  leddv  her- 
sell,  is  suiie  seen  and  heard  thro',  when  you  begin  to  flirt  wi'  her  on 
the  ootside  o'  a  cotch  1 

North.  The  outside  of  a  coach,  James. 

Shepherd.  Yes,  the  outside  o'  a  cotch.  Kit.  For  she's  aye  sae 
fashous  in  pu'in'  her  petticoats  ower  her  coots,  though  you're  no 
lookiu' at   them;  and  aye  drawin' her  shawl   across  her  breist,  or 
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rather  wushin'  you  to  do  that  for  her,  though  there's  neither  cauld 
jior  wund  ;  and  instead  o'  lookiii'  straight  f  )rrit,  aye  leerlii'  unao- 
coontably  frae  aneath  her  curls  to  the  tae  side — and  every  noo  and 
then  pretendin'  to  be  frichtened  when  ane  o'  the  Idin'  leaders  gies  a 
start  or  a  stumble,  that  she  may  press  her  shoother  at  the  least 
again'  yours — and  then  when  she  dues  ventur  to  begin  to  spealc, 
keepin'  at  it  tongue  and  nail,  up  hill  and  doon  hill,  the  hail  fitteeu- 
mile-stage,  \vi'  an  h  afore  every  vooel  to  help  it  out,  and  makin'  u>e 
<)'  the  maist  cornicallest  words  th.it  are  no  even  provincialisms,  but 
peculiar  to  peculiar  butlers  in  peculiar  servants'  ha's  ;  sae  that  you're 
sair  bamboozled  to  form  a  conjecture  o'  her  meaiiin,'  and  out  o'  pure 
gude  breedin'  are  under  the  necessity,  the  first  ovvershadowin'  tree 
you  come  to  on  the  road,  to  loot  doon  aneath  her  bannet  and  gie  her 
a  kiss. 

North.  And  that  somewhat  amatory  description  of  a  would-be 
ladv,  you  conceive,  James,  to  answer,  at  tin-  same  time,  for  a  criti- 
cal dissertation  on  the  dramatic  genius  of  Mr.  iSheil  1 

Shepherd.  I  leave  you  to  judge  o'  that,  sir.  The  pictur's  drawn 
frae  natur  and  experience — but  it's  for  you  and  ithcrs  to  mak  the 
apfilication,  for  1  ne'er  read  a  verse  o'  Mr.  Sheil's  in  my  life — and 
after  yon  beastly  abuse,  in  a  speech  o'  his  that  has  long  been  dead 
and  stinkin',  o' the  late  gude  and  gracious  Duke  of  York,*  whom  all 
IJiitain  loved — gude  God  !  in  the  last  stage  o'  a  dropsy  !  and  a' 
Kerland  loved  too,  savin'  and  eccepin  i,..e  d'^gusi.'n'  imp  himsell — 
confoond  me  gin  1  ever  wull,  though  it  were  to  save  his  neck  frae 
the  iiallows. 

North.  With  that  sentiment,  my  dear  Shepherd,  all  mankind  will 
sympathize.     Yet  it  was  no  outrage  on  the  dying  Duke. 

Shepherd.   What? 

North.  Slieil,  as  he  uttered  those  foul  execrations,  was  simply  in 
the  condition  of  a  drunken  street-blackguard,  who,  in  attempting  to 
spit  in  the  face  of  some  sickly  gentleman  well  stricken  in  years, 
gr«?w  so  hick  with  l)lue  ruin  as  to  sjiew — while  a  sudden  blast  of 
wind  from  an  opposite  direction  blew  the  filth  back  with  a  blash  all 
over  his  own  ferocious  physiognomy,  forcing  the  seU-punished  brute, 
amidst  the  hootings  of  the  half-mirthful,  half-alihorring  mob,  to  stoop 
staggering  over  the  gutter,  and,  in  strong  convulsions,  to  emjity  his 
8toma(!h  into  the  common  sewer. 

Shepherd  Ma  fiilh!  you  tawk  o'  my  Strang  language?  WMiat's 
a'  the  coor>e  things  I  ever  said  at  the  Noctes  Amiirosiaiue  puttiu' 
thegitiier  in  comparison  wi'  that  ? 

North.   Far  too  mild,  James.     Let  him  or  her  who  thinks  other- 

•  The  r>uki!  of  York,  lli«  piiblirly  sworn  foe  of  Catholic  Eman-'ipation,  ilinJ  "'.irly  in  l*^?, 
iin'l,  duriOiJ  hi«  la»t  illncnn,  S1i<mI  li.iil  inudn  a  public  ripi'coli,  in  wlii^h  iIktc  wa^  nn  nxpre*- 
•loii  of  komPthinc  not  very  unlikn  I'Xiiltation  at  hi«  anticipali-'l  exit  N..i!,iin;  could  linva 
b««o  io  wor<*  lanlc,  ind  fbeil  repented  it  evar  alter. — .M. 
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wise  fling  Majra  into  the  fire — from  the  arms  of  "  the  rnJe  and  bois- 
terous North,"  fly  into  those  of  the  swet-t  and  simpering  Sheil — for 
''  rude  ani  1  in  spei'ch,  and  little  giaci-'d  with  the  sot  phrase  of  peace," 
iron  would  not  melt  in  my  inuutli  nor  l)iitter  in  his — yes,  he  is  as 
mealy-mouthed  on  occasion  as  a  fiour  sack  in  autumn — as  hijncy- 
li|)ped  as  a  bee-hive  in  spring.  Yet  hearken  to  me,  James.  His 
potato-trap — to  borrow  a  good  vulgarism  of  his  own  country,  is 
liker  the  hole  of  a  wasp's  nest,  when  in  the  heat  (jf  the  dog-days  all 
the  angry  insects  are  aswarm,  all  at  work,  heaven  only  knows 
t'Xactly  at  what,  but  manifestly  bent  on  mischief,  and  ready  to  bury 
themselves  with  a  bizz  in  the  hair  of  your  head,  or  to  sting  out  your 
eyes  lost  in  a  blue-swelling,  if  you  so  much  as  look  at  them  as  the 
yellow  Shanavests  are  robbing  the  hives  of  the  beautiful  industrious 
Orangemen,  the  bees — aye,  just  as  the  Catholic  crew  would,  if  they 
dared,  rob  the  domiciles  of  the  Protestants,  upset  if  they  could, 
James,  the  great  hives  of  nati(»nal  industry,  and  — 

Shepherd.   Murder  a'  the  Queen  Bees.     There's  a  cleemax ! 

North.  Do  they,  or  do  they  not,  seek  the  destruction  of  the  Pro- 
testant Established  Church  in  Ireland  ? 

Shepherd.  Leears,  as  most  o'  the  Roman  leaders  are,  they  some- 
times speak  the  truth — and  I  believe  them  when  they  say,  as  they 
have  said  a  thousand  times  coram  popido,  that  that  will  be  the  most 
glorious,  the  most  blessed  day  for  Ireland,  which  sees  that  church 
razed  to  its  foundation-stane,  and  hears  the  huzzas  o'  the  seven  mil- 
lions mixed  wi'  the  dusty  thunder  o'  its  overthrow. 

North.  Let  all  Protestants,  therefore,  who  hope  to  hear  the  echoes 
of  that  consummation,  vote  for  Catholic  emancipation.  Let  all  Pro- 
testants who  venerate  the  holy  altar  of  the  Living  Temple  resist 
Catholic  emancipation,  even  t(j  the  death  !  though  to  avert  that 
calamity,  they  once  more  must  see  the  green  shamrock — (zod  bless 
it — blush  red — and  for  a  season  trodden  with  paiu  under  patriotic 
feet,  torn  from  the  foreheads  of  traitors  and  rel)els. 

Shepherd.    What!    mercy  on    us!  ye're  for  fechtin' — are  ye,  sir? 

North.  No,  James,  I  am  for  peace ;  but  though  blustering  and 
bullying  may  for  a  long  time  be  despised,  yet  when  ruffians  shake 
their  fi^ts  or  flourish  their  shillelahs  in  your  face,  or  begin  sharpening 
their  pikes,  James — then  it  is  time  to  poiut  with  your  hand  to  your 
sword — so,  James — so — to  recite  with  the  alteration  of  one  word 
those  lines  of  Milton — 

"  He   spoke — AND    TO    CONirittM    HIS    ■WORDS,  OUT    FLEW 

millio.ns  ok  flaming  swolids,  dbawn  f^om  the  tuiqh 
Of  Mightv  Puotestants  1" 

Shepherd.    Wha  s|)ak  ? 
North.   Wellington.* 

•  North's  exppctation   was  defeated  in  two  months   after  it  was  pub'.ishej.     In  Febinary, 
1B29,  Wellington  and  Peel  announced  Catholic  Kinancipation  as  a  Qoverniuent  measire. — jyi. 
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Shepherd.  Oh  !  do,  my  dear  sir,  I  beseech  you,  tell  me  what  can 
br.  the  nieanin',  in  a  case  liiie  this,  o' — securities. 

North.  A  man  of  comtiion  prudence,  James — a  man  who  was  not 
a  downright  alisolute  born  idi"t,  would  not  knd  five  pounds  on  such 
securities  as  are  talked  of  by  some  politicians  as  sufficient  to  lend 
upon  them  the  dearest  and  most  vital  rights  and  privileges  that  be- 
long to  us  as  Protestants,  to  our  avowed  enemies  the  Catholics, 
whose  religious  duty  it  is — let  frightened  fools  deny  it,  and  get 
lanjihed  at  and  murdered  for  their  cowardly  falsehoods — to  over- 
throw  Church  and  State.  For  we,  James,  the  prime  of  the  people 
of  England,  Scotland,  and  Ireland — that  is,  of  the  earth — are  Heretics 
— that  is,  we  love  the  Tree  of  Freedom  that  is  planted  on  earth,  be- 
cause it  is  a  scion  from  the  Tree  of  Life  that  grows  in  heaven  "  fast 
bv  the  Throne  of  God."  For  centuries  now  have  we  flourished  be- 
neath its  shade,  and  been  refreshed  with  its  fruitage.  But  had  the 
Roinan  Catholics  sway,  the  axe  would  be  laid  to  its  root  — 

Shepherd.  Mony  a  thump  it  would  thole  afore  the  bark  even  was 
chipped  through  o'  the  gnarled  aik  ;  for,  wi'your  permission,  I  change 
the  eemage  frae  a  fruit  intil  a  forest  tree  ;  but  then,  sir,  as  you  weel 
ken,  the  bark's  — 

North.   Not  like  "the  unfeeling  armor  of  old  Time — " 

Shepherd.  Na,  sir,  but  like  the  very  hide  o'  a  man,  a  horse,  or  an 
oleplmnt,  protectin'  the  beautifu'  and  fine  vein-machinery  through 
w  liich  the  blood  or  the  sap  keeps  ebbing  and  flow  ing,  just  as  myste- 
riously as  the  tides  o'  the  great  sea.  For  my  aiu  pairt,  I  hae  nae 
f-ars  that  a'  th(;  axes  o'  our  enemies,  lang-artncd  and  romi'-shoolher- 
ed  though  the  race  o'  Eerishers  lie,  could  ever,  wx-re  they  to  hack 
awa  for  ten  ihousan'  years,  penetrate  through  the  outer  ring  o' the 
flitit-hard  wood,  far  less  lab  awa  into  the  heart  o'  the  michty  bole  o' 
the  tree  — 

North. —  "  Like  a  ce<l;ir  on  the  top  of  Lebanon, 

Darkening  the  aea." 

Shepherd.  Na,  na,  na.  For  there's  nae  saft  silly  sap  in  the  body 
o'  the  tremendous  auld  giant,  lie's  a'  heart,  sir,  and  the  edges  o' 
their  axes  wouhl  be  turned  as  if  strucken  against  granite. 

North.  True,  James — most  beautifully,  sul)limely  true! 

Shepherd.  Yet  still  an  aik-tree  (be  thinkin'o'  the  British  Constitu- 
tif)n,  >ir,)  though  o'  a'  things  that  grow,  wi'  roofs  far  down  in  earth, 
and  branches  high  up  in  heaven,  the  maist  slorm-lovin'  and  ihunder- 
pro»jf,  de[)eni]H  for  its  verra  life  amaist  as  muckle  on  its  outer  lind  as 
on  its  imicr  heart.  Tear  alf  or  cut  ihro'igh  the.  lind,  and  the,  bole 
festers  with  fungus's,  that,  lik(!  verra  cancers,  keep  eatin',  anti  eatin', 
and  eatin',  day  and  nicht,  summer  and  winter,  into  the  mysterious 
principle  o'  leafy  life. 
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North.  You  spoak  liUr  ;i  man  inspired,  James. 

Shepherd,  llae  iia  ye  seen,  sir,  and  atnaist  grut  in  the  solitude  to 
SCO,  some  nolile  tree,  it  matters  not  vvhcthi-r  olm,  ash,  ora'k,  slaunin' 
sick  .silk-like  in  liie  forest — why  or  wherefore  ye  eanna  wcl-I  tell — lor 
a'  loun'  the  blaek  deep  soil  is  pervious  to  the  rains  ancJ  dews,  and  a 
gn-at  river  yaiigs  sueepin'  by  its  roots,  gently  waierin'  them  when 
it  rins  hiigh,  and  dashiu'  drumly  yards  up  the  banks  when  it's  in 
spate,  and  yet  the  ci>nstitution  o'  the  tree,  sir,  isgane — its  big  branches 
a'  lattery  wi'  unhealtlif'n'  moss,  and  its  wee  anes  a'  frush  as  saiigii- 
wands,  and  try  in'  in  vain  to  shoot  out  their  buds  unto  the  spring — 
so  the  hawk  or  heron  builds  there  nae  mair — and  you  are  willing, 
rather  than  the  monarch  o'  the  wood  should  thus  dee  o'  con- 
sumption, that  axes  should  be  laid  to  his  root,  and  pulh-ys  fastened 
to  his  bole  and  branehes,  to  I'ug  him  doon  onto'  that  lang  slaw  linger 
o'  dwining  death,  till  at  last,  wi'  ae  crash  no  miworthy  o'  him,  doou 
he  Comes,  owerwhelming  hunders  o'  sma'  sajjliiis,  and  inferior  stan- 
nards,  and  alarinin'  distant  vales  wi'  the  unaccountable  thunder  o' 
his  fa',  no  the  less  awfu'  because  lang  expecket,  and  leavin'  a  gap 
that'ill  no  be  filled  up  for  centuries,  perhaps  never  while  the  earth  is 
the  earth,  and  wi'  a'  its  ither  trees  gangs  circlin'  round  the  sun,  who 
misses,  as  niest  morning  he  rises  in  the  east,  the  lang-illuniined 
Glory. 

North.  Better  and  better  still,  my  dear  James.  The  bold,  blnfT, 
sea-breeze-bronzed  men  of  Kent,*  James,  how  their  strong  lungs 
must  have  crowed  within  their  broad  bosoms,  to  see  Shell  attempt- 
iuif  to  introduce  on  that  stage  the  principal  [lart  in  the  farce  of  the 
Fantoccini ! 

Shepherd.   Oh  !  the  puppy  ! — Oh  !   the  puppet  ! 

North.  A  great  soul  in  a  small  body — and  1  know  some  such — is 
a  noble — yes,  a  noble  spectaeU;  !  for  there  mind  triumphs  over  mat- 
ter, or,  rather,  dilates  tlie  diminutive  form  into  kindred  majesty  ;  or, 
■what  is  most  likely,  the  sliajie  is  sunk,  and  we  see,  wlide  we  hear, 
only  the  soul. 

Sheplierd.  That's  as  true  a  word's  ever  was  spoken,  sir.      As  rea- 

•  In  October,  IfliS,  a  great  Anti-Catholic  meeting  of  the  freeholders  of  Kent  was  held  at 
I'enenden  Heath,  in  that  county.  A  freehold  was  given  to  Mr.  Sliei!,  to  qualify  hiin  to  take 
part  in  the  proceedings.  He  composed  a  brilliant  oration,  which  was  put  into  type,  tielore  ha 
left  l/ondon,  for  appearance  in  Thr  Sun  newspaper  of  tiiat  evening,  'i'he  meeting  waa 
ttoriny  and  boi.Kterous— CoKbett  and  Hunt  attending  and  spi'aking  again-t  the  I'rolestan'  party 
—and  Mr.  Shell,  vainly  atlempting  to  be  heard,  actually  spoke  only  on«.sente  ce  of  his  :.peech. 
'J'liiit.  however,  to  tlie  extent  of  sever.nl  columns,  was  duly  published  in  '/'/ic  ■Sim,  and  found 
numerous  reailers  and  admirers.  That  evening  .Mr  Sheil  tupped  at  the  .Swn  olfi'e,  "  ilh  .Mr. 
Murdo  Young, the  proprietor.  (I  was  of  the  party.)  and  hegave  us  a  most  amusing  description  ot 
the  day's  proceedings— turning  every  thing  into  ridicule — and  charming  us  much  Tha 
account  of  the  I'enenden  Heath  .Meeting,  which  he  afterwards  wrote  for  the  jViw  Jilinillily 
.M  trnziiie,  (and  which  I  have  preserved  in  his  Sketches  of  the  Irish  Bar  )  was  not  half  so  pra- 
phi';  as  his  rird  vuc  narrative  over  the  supper-table.  1  recollect  that  he  announced  as  a  r.er- 
tiiiita,  that  Catholic  Emancipation  was  on  the  eve  of  being  granted.  This  was  more  than 
three  months  before  the  public  received  any  intimation  of  Wellin^jton's  intentions  on  that 
(Core. — M 
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5?onal)Iy  admire  a  great,  big,  hulkiii'  fallow  wi'  a  wee  sow],  as  think 
o'  uiidervaiuin'  a  man  wi'  a  wee,  neat  body — or  even  if  it's  no  mat 
— wi'  a  sowl  fit  f(»r  a  giant.  Never  mind  the  size  o'  a  man.  Let 
him,  on  risiii'  to  speak,  tak  the  advantage  o'  a  stool  t^ae  that  his 
head  he  on  a  level  wi*  the  lave,  and  when  the  fire  o'  genius  Hashes 
frae  his  een,  and  the  flood  o'  ehiqiK'nce  frae  his  lips,  a'  the  waves  o' 
that  livin'  sea  will  be  charmed  into  »  f^awni  ;  and  when  he  ceases 
speakin',  and  jiimpin' afF  the  stooi,  disappears,  that  livin'  sta  will 
hail  him  wi'  its  thunder,  like  fifty  thousan'  billows,  at  full  tide, 
breakin'  against  the  beach. 

2iurlh.  Admirable,  my  dear  James,  admirable!  But  here  was  a 
pnppet  indeed!  jerking  legs  and  arms,  and  contorting  nose  and 
joouth,  as  if  to  a  string,  managed  by  Punch,  or  Punch's  wife,  beneath 
the  platform. 

Shepherd.  Sputterin'  ont  amang  shoots  and  shrieks  o'  involuntary 
lauchter — for  man's  by  nature  a  lauchin'  aiiinnd,  and  that  distin- 
gui.shcs  him  frae  a'  the  beasts,  no  ecceppin'  the  lauchin'  hyena,  who 
after  a'  only  grunts — sentences  o'  a  speech,  written  a  fortnight  afire 
in  Ecrland  ! 

North.  Something  inexpressiljly  ludicrous  in  the  whole  concern 
from  beginning  to  end,  James.  The  farewell  to  his  native  shores — 
the  passage  to  Liverpool  by  steam — his  approach  in  the  mail  to- 
wanls  London,  of  which  that  mighty  metropolis  lay,  with  all  its 
millions,  nnconscious  and  unaware;  and  finally,  the  irresistible  ap- 
pearance of  the  ape  in  a  cart  on  the  Heath,  with  his  mows  and  grins, 
and  stranuelv  accented  chatter,  so  ditrerent  from  that  of  the.  same 
species  in  the  Tower  or  Exeter  'Change  ;*  the  rage  of  the  animal  on 
being  what  is  absurdly  called  insulted,  that  is,  treated  in  one  univer- 
sal and  varied  roar,  with  the  tribute  felt  by  sixty — or  say  thirty 
thoijsiind  Englishmen — to  be  due  to  one  snnill  J'addy,  self  elected 
re|)res.'ntative  of  the  seven  millions,  and  whom  any  Jack  Tibbuttsof 
a  Kent  yeoman  could  have  put  into  his  breechi^s-pocket,  where  the 
little  orator,  like  the  caterwauling  voice  of  a  ventrilofpiist  suddenly 
thrown  into  voiir  apparel,  would  have  didivered  a  speech  just  as  like 
the  one  he,  did  fimii  the  cart,  as  its  n|)oii  in  ihi'  Sun  new>pa|icr. 

She/third.  Haw— haw — haw!  about  midnight,  sir,  yon  begin  to 
open  out  graidy,  and  to  wax  wondrous  comical.  But  what  say  yo 
t<.  U'Connell  ? 

North.    Dan,  again,  James 

Amhroup,  {eii.tvriiiff  ii}ilh  his  sua  rest  j/hi/siof/iioini/.)  IJe^  paoloii.  Mr. 
North,  for  venturing  in  unrung,  but  there's  a  young  hidy  wishing  to 
Bpeuk  with  you 

•  ThR  collection  of  wild  bfutii  onr.n  kupt  ar.d  exliibileJ  in  tlie  Tower  of  l.nnJcn  hi*  lon>; 
i.ncc  |pp«-n  broki^n  un.  Mr.  Crom  had  a  iiienaccric  in  Kxi:l"^r 'Cliant'o.  in  Ihe  Sir  »nil.  whicJ 
wa«  removed  wlicn  that  building  wan  taken  down  for  re-conntruotion.— M. 
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Shrpherd.  A  young  lady  !  show  her  ben. 

North.  An  unonymoiis  article  ? 

A)ii()rosi'.    No,  sir, — Miss  Hilon  Sanflford,  fror.    the  Lodge. 

JS'orfh.    llc'li'ii  !   wiuvt  does  she  vviiiil  ? 

Ambrose.   Miss  S.uidford  haa  got  alarmed,  sir • 

Shcj)hcnl.  Safe  us  !  only  look  at  the  time-piece  !  Four  o'cloclt 
in  the  mornin' ! 

Ainftrose.  And  has  walked  up  from  the  Lodge  — 

North.  What  ?     Alone  ! 

Ambrose.  No,  sir.  Her  father  is  with  her — and  she  bids  me  say 
now  that  she  knows  her  master  is  well  —  that  here  is  your  Kilmar- 
nock nightcap. 

(Mr.  North  submits  his  head  to  Picardy,  who  adjusts  (he 
nightcap.) 

Sheplierd.   What  a  cowl ! 

North.  A  capote,  James.  Mr.  Ambrose,  we  three  must  sleep 
here  all  night. 

Shepherd.  A'  mornin',  ye  mean,  Tak'  care  o'  Tickler  amang  ye 
— l)ut  recollect  it's  no  safe  to  wauken  sleepin'  dowgs.  Oh,  tnan  ! 
Mr.  North!  sir!  hut  that  was  touchin'  attention  in  pnir  Eelen. 
She's  like  a  dochter,  indeed.  Come  awa',  you  aiild  vagal)on',  to 
your  bed.  I'll  kick  open  the  door  o'  your  dormitory  wi'  my  fit,  as 
I  pass  alang  the  trans  in  the  mornin',  Tiie  mornin'  !  Faith  I'm 
begiiinin'  abeady  to  get  hungry  for  breakfast!  Come  awa,  you 
auld  vagabon' — come  awa. 

(^Exevnl   North  and   Shepherd,  followed  by  the  Height  of 
Tickler,  to  roost.) 

North,  {singing  as  they  go.) 

"  Early  to  bed,  and  early  to  rise, 
Is  the  way  to  be  healthy,  wealthy,  and  wise  I" 

Da  Capo. 
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SCENE  I. — Tlie  Snuggcrrj.    North — Tickler.     Time — Nine  in  the 

Evening. 

Tickler.  I  paid  a  visit  to-day,  North,  to  a  family  which  has  some- 
thiii<^  extraordinary  in  its  constitution. 

North.   A.vl 

Tickler.  The  lady  of  the  house  has  been  married  four  times,  and 
the  gentleman  f>f  the  house  four  times;  and,  as  all  the  seven  mar- 
riages have  been  productive,  you  may  conjecture  the  general  cha- 
racter of  the  interior. 

North.   What  may  be  the  population  ? 

Tirkler.  Not  so  immense  as  various.  I  should  not  think  it 
exceeds  a  score,  from  what  1  saw  and  heard,  but  it  is  most  diver- 
sified. 

North.  Patchwork. 

Tickler.  The  lady's  first  husband  was  a  Cockney,  and  there  are 
twins  as  like  as  f>eas,  which  is  indeed  the  only  description  of  which 
they  are  susceptible.  Her  second,  of  course,  was  an  Irishman,  to 
whf)m  she  bore  a  couple  of  semi-Catholic  cubs — both  boys — bullet- 
headed,  and  with  faces  like — you  have  seen  him,  I  believe — that  of 
Ibirke,  the  murderer,  with  grim,  but  not  ferocious  expression,  deci- 
sive month,  and  determined  eyes  and  brows,  which,  though  rather 
atrrt'cable  over  a  glass,  yet,  when  frowning  in  an  angry  parle,  or  a 
throttling  match,  must  have  been  far  from  j)leasant.  These  pro- 
mising youths  are  at  present  assistants  to  Dr.  Knox.  Caroline 
then  married  a  Highland  clergyman — very  far  north — and  of  that 
connection  the  fruit  was  three  heather  U-gged  animals,  a]i[)arenlly 
of  the  female  sex — hair  not  absolutely  red,  but  foxy — fairnitickled 
clneks — eyes  of  the  color  of  "three  times  skimmed  sky-blue" 
milk — papa's  buck  teeth  —  what  seems  very  unaeeonntaMe,  liair- 
lipptrd  all  ;  and,  though  their  mamma  asserted,  smilingly,  that  they 
wcr(!  hue  growing  girls,  of  such  a  set  ^hape,  that  1  Venturis  to 
alhrin,  that  f  t  the  two  last  years  they  have  grown  about  as  mm-h 
as  the  leg  of  that  table.  They  have,  however,  I  was  given  to 
understand,  ^ni^hed  their  education,  and  one  of  them  had  very 
nearly  played  us  a  tune  f»n  the  [»iano.  'I'o  her  present  l<»rd  and 
master,  my  friend,  with  whom  I  was  in   love  a  cpiarter  of  a  century 
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ago,  has  prosi'iitcd  four  pnidiictions,  of  which  the  one  in  flounced 
trowscis,  with  enormous  feet  aud  legs,  is  said  to  he  a  girl,  and  tiie 
three  in  fancy  kilts — in  eoin|)liinent,  I  suppose,  to  the  father  of 
the  other  brood — hoy>,  but  so  wishy-washy,  that  their  sex  seetns 
prt)liieMiatical. 

North.   What  is  the  total  of  the  whole? 

Tickler.  Eleven — liy  that  side  of  the  house — in  Cockneys,  Irish, 
and  Highlanders  halfaud-half — and  in  Lowlanders  entire. 

North.   By  the  other  side  of  the  house  ? 

Thkler.  One  Dutch  girl  liorn  at  the  Cape — very  round,  and 
ratiier  pretty — down-looking,  and  on  the  eve  of  marriage — two  tall 
and  not  inelegant  creatures,  seemingly  Chinese,  but  in  fact  l)y  the 
mother's  side  Hindoos — and  four  mulattoes,  of  which  two  boys, 
would  look  well  in  livery,  with  a  cockade  in  their  hats  as  captain's 
servants — and  two,  girls,  would  he  producible  on  wagons  in  the  rear 
of  a  marching  regiment.  It  being  a  coarse  day,  the  whole  family 
were  at  home,  sitting  on  chairs,  and  sofas,  and  stools,  and  the  carpet, 
and  what  ntjt;  aud  1  nmst  say,  I  never  saw,  North,  a  set  of  more 
contented  creatures,  or  a  richer  set  of  connubial  felicity  in  all  my 
life. 

North.  Kich? 

Tickler.  Their  income  is  under  three  hundred  a-year,  and  at  this 
hour  they  don't  owe  twenty  pounds. 

North.  You  must  bring  the  Captain,  honest  fellow,  to  the  next 
Noctes.  By-the-by,  Tickler,  we  must  rescind  that  resolution  by 
which  strangers  are  excluded  from  the  Noctes. 

Tickler.  Let  us  wait  till  the  Fiftieth  Noctes — to  speak  grammati- 
cally, and  then  wo  shall  celebrate  a  Jubilke. 

North.  Be  it  so.  The  Noctes  shall  endure  till  all  eternity  ;  and 
as  soon  as  the  Millennium  comes,  we  shall  bring  down  by  spec'al 
retainer,  Edward  Irving. 

Tickler.  (After  a  long  pause) — Come,  North,  none  of  your  fits  of 
absence.      Where  were  you  just  now  ? 

North.  Meditating  on  my  many  infirmities. 

Tickler.  Lay  your  hand  on  your  heart,  North,  and  tell  me  truly 
what  is  the  sin  that  most  easily  besets  you — while  I  keep  a  phreno- 
logical eye  on  your  development. 

North.   Personal  vanitv.     Niyht  and  dav  do  I  struirjrle  against  it 
• — but  all  in  vain — Tickler.     I  am  an  incorrigible  puppy. 

Tickler.    I  camiot  deny  it. 

North.  My  liafipiness  is  in  the  hands  of  my  tailor.  In  a  perfectly 
well  cut  coat  and  faultless  pair  of  breeches,  I  am  in  heaven — a 
wrinkle  on  my  pantaloons  puts  me  into  a  purgatcjry — and  a  — 

Tickler.  Stop  ;  your  language!  may  get  too  strong. 

North.  Many  a  leading  article  have  1  stuck,  by  attempting  it  in 
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tijrhts  that  unduly  confined  the  play  of  muscle.  Last  year,  Scaife 
and  Willis  raised  the  sale  a  thousand,  by  a  pair  that  were  perfect, 
if  ever  there  were  a  pair  of  perfect  breeches  in  this  sublunary 
world. 

Tickler.  Yet  you  never  were  a  handsome  man,  Kit, — never  le 
Beau  Subrenr. 

North.  That  may  be  your  opinion,  sir;  but  it  was  not  that  of  the 
World  durini^  tiie  hist  quarter  of  the  ei^;hteenth  century.  My  error 
never  lay  in  thinkinj;  myself  a  fine  animal — for  that  1  certainly  was 
— but  in  feelinjr  inordinate  pleasure  and  pride  in  the  possession  of 
those  personal  endowments,  which,  alas !  proved  fatal  to  so  many 
of  the  most  amiable  of  the  sex  :  and  in  bejfinninsr  too 

Tickler.  The  last  victim  of  disappointed  passion  had  certainly 
while  teeth — but  she  was  a  lady  of  a  very  dark  conifilexion — her 
lips,  either  for  ornament  or  use,  were  to  my  taste  by  far  too  thick. 
Surely,  my  dear  North,  her  hair  was  strongly  disposL-d  to  be  woolly 
— and,  in  short,  pardcjii  me  fir  saying  it,  she  had  the  universal  repu- 
tation of  lieiiiix  p'lsiiively,  iiitus  et  in  cute,  a  negn^ss. 

North.   Pshaw!   But  do  you  remember  poor  Alpina  ? 

Tickler.   An  alisojute  Albino. 

North.  Tliesc,  TickK^r,  wire  extreme  cases — but,  l)etween  the 
ncgrt'ss  and  the  Albino,  what  infinitte  varieties  of  female  loveliness 
had  to  lay  tiuir  deaths  at  my  door  ! 

Tickler.  I  inuch  doubt  if  any  one  single  woman  ever  ate  half  a 
pound  of  mutton  the  less/^tv  diem  on  your  accojut,  taking  the  aver- 
age of  her  year's  dinners. 

North.  VV'ould  it  were  so!  But,  alas!  my  sleep  is  haunted  by 
the  uhosts 

Tickler.  Never  when  you  sleep  in  your  easy  chair,  North — else 
your  fice  is  an  ad(!pt  in  fal>ehood — f )r  th<'M  your  features  smile  like 
lh«jse  of  a  sleeping  child  during  the  holidays.  You  are  then  the 
Very  heau  ideal  of  a  ha|tpy  and  harmless  old  gentleman. 

Norlk.   What,  a  leg,  Tickler! 

Tickler.    Which  of  the  two  do  you  allude  to? 

North.   'J'liis  one — the;  right  one — tlu'  out!  willi  \\u'  calf. 

Tickler.  W  v\\  —  1  confess  I  |.n  fii-  tlic  oIIut — it  is  so  .slim — nav, 
so  ••Icgiint  in  tights.  Hut  you  must  havti  had  your  advaiitagi-  in 
having  legs  o(  such  opposite  characters;  while  to  virgins,  wiih 
downcast  eyes,  yoii  had  gently  to  put  forth  the  leg  that,  ever  since 
1  knew  it,  looked  all  ankle  from  instep  to  kiure-pan,  an  iiuioceul- 
lf»oking  leg  that  would  not  harm  a  (ly— to  svidows,  with  b;ss  timor- 
ouH  eyes,  you  coidd,  at  the  same  moment,  ('xliibit  the  leg  that,  ever 
since  I  knew  it,  looked  all  calf — .i  dangerous  leg  that  coidd  trample 
a  dragon — uiid  thus  vou  miirlit  bring  down  vnir  liird,  right  and 
l«ft. 
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North.  No  more  impertinonce,  if  you  pl?asc,  Tim.  I  know  r,(» 
purer — no  higher  pleasure  than  to  sit  in  full  fi;^  before  a  larji;e  mirror, 
and  admire  myself — my  person — my  body — the  outer  man  of  Chris- 
f<)[)ht'r  North.  From  an  hour's  such  contemplation,  I  always  feel 
that  I  rise  up  a  better — a  wiser — a  happier  man. 

Tickler.   No  wonder. 

North.  Never  surely  was  there  a  countenance  that  so  happily 
united  in  its  every  feature  the  expression  of  moial  goodness  and 
that  of  intellectual  grandeur.  But  perhaps  my  person  is  eveu 
more 

Tickler.  A  mere  atomy.  I  wonder  you  are  not  afraid  to  sleep  by 
yourself;  you  must  be  so  like  a  skeleton  in  u  shroud. 

North.  All  living  creatures,  Tickler,  derive  their  chief  happiness 
frf)m  self-admiration.  Not  a  more  complete  coxcomb  than  a  toad. 
lie  is  willing  to  cuifess  that  he  may  be  rather  yellowi>h — rather 
tawny  or  so  about  the  gills  ;  but  then  what  an  eye  in  his  head — so 
full  of  the  fire  of  genius  !  It  is  not  possible  to  look  at  a  rat  for  five 
Miituites  sitting  by  himself  on  a  dunghill,  without  being  convinced 
that  he  esteems  his  tail  one  of  the  niost  captivating  producti(jns  of 
animated  nature.  A  png-dog  would  never  twist  his  tail  so  over  one 
side  of  his  rump,  did  he  not  live  under  the  blessed  delusion  of  know- 
ing himself  to  be  a  million  times  more  beautiful  than  any  of 
Adonis's  darlings  that  used  to  lick  the  hands  of  Venus.  No  degree 
of  dumpiness  in  women  is  incompatible  with  a  belief  in  a  good 
figiire. 

Tickler.  Oh  !  North  !  North  !  There  are  some  truly  ugly  women 
in  Eflin burgh  ! 

North.  There  are,  indeed.  Tickler.  Strong,  bony,  flat,  men -like 
women,  who  walk  fast  and  firm  ;  look  you  hard  in  the  fiice,  God 
knows  why,  while  the  forehead  immediately  above  their  eyebrows 
is  puckered  u[>  into  a  knot  of  wrinkles;  their  mouth  unconsciously 
wide  open.  While  all  intent  in  scrutinizing  the  olject  of  their 
search,  they  totally  forget  all  the  rest  of  the  external  world,  and 
run  themselves  back  front  foremost,  perhaps  against  some  unlucky 
baker  with  a  board  of  loaves  on  his  luad,  which  all  tumble  into  the 
kennel. 

Tickler.  Why,  there  may  perhaps  be  some  little  excuse  for  the 
u^ly  devils,  when  fascinated  by  such  a  rattlesnake  as  Christopher 
North;  but  wha-t  the  deuce  do  they  see  in  an  ordinary-looking  man, 
of  six  feet  four,  like  me,  or  what  the  deuce  do  they  want  with  me  at 
mv  time  of  life?  1  declare,  Noitli,  that  the  v.-i'v  next,  time  one  of 
those  great  gray -eyed  glowering  gawkies  opens  her  month  at  me  in 
Prince-street,  and  selects  me  fr(un  all  the  mighty  multitude  of  man- 
kind, for  ocular  inspection,  I  will  dematid  a  public  explanation, 
[<erhaps  apology;  or,  should  the  day  be  warm,  uH'cr    to  strip  on  the 
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spot,  provided  slie  will  do  the  same,  on  conditit)n,  after  a  mutual 
lecture  <>n  comparative  anatomy,  of  my  ever  after  being  suiTered  to 
pass  by  her  and  all  her  female  relatives,  without  farther  scrutiny. 

North.  They  positively  have  not  the  manners  of  modest  women. 
Tickler.   Nor  the  minds  of  modest  women. 

North.  You  never  see  any  thing  of  the  kind  in  the  stranger, 
■within  our  gates — in  the  English  women  wlio  honor,  by  their  fair 
and  sweet  presence,  our  metropolis.  Tliey  walk  along  with  soft  and 
gentle,  but  not  unobservant  eyes,  like  ladies,  and  1  love  them  all, 
tor  they  are  all  lovable,  whereas 

Tickler.  Come,  Kit,  don't  let  us  two  sour  old  cynics  be  too  se- 
vere on  our  countrywomen,  for  they  make  excellent  wives  and 
mothers. 

North.  So  I  am  told.  Wives  and  mothers!  Alas!  Tickler!  our 
siirnt  homes  ! 

Tickler.  Keplenish.  That  last  jug  was  most  illustrious.  I  wish 
Jam<-s  were  here. 

North.  Ilush  !  hark  !  It  must  be  he  !  and  yet  'tis  not  just  the 
pastoral  tread  either  of  the  Bard  of  Benger.  "  Alike,  but  oh  !  how 
ditn-r.nl !" 

Tickler.  "  His  very  step  has  music  in't  as  he  comes  up  the 
stair!" 

iShe^'hrrd,  {biir.'iting  in  with  a  hang.)  Iluzzaw  !  huzzaw  !  huzzaw  ! 

North.   Gild  itiess  you,  James;   your  paw,  my  dear  Sus. 

Shi pheril.    Frt'sh  frae  the  Forest,  in  three  hours 

Tickler.    What!   thirty -six  miles? 

North.  So  it  is  true  that  you  have  purchased  the  famous  Ameri- 
can I  rotter  ? 

Sliepherd.  Nae  trotters  like  my  ain  trotters!  I've  won  my  bate, 
sirs. 

North.   Will. 

tShrphrnl.   Ay,  —  a  bate, — a  bate  o'  twenty  guinea?. 

Tickler.   W  hat  the  deuce  have  you  got  on  your  feet,  James  ? 

Shri>hi'rd.  Skites.  I've  skited  frat;  St.  Mary's  f^och  to  the  Canawl 
Bii>iii  in  fowre  minouts  and  a  half  within  the  three  hours,  without 
turnin'  a  hair. 

Tirklir.  Do  keep  a  little  furthc^r  off,  .James,  for  your  fiee  has 
waxed  iiitcWerably  hot,  and  1  perceive  that  you  have  raised  the 
thermometer  a  dozen  dcgiei-s. 

S/itphrrd,  {jlinijing  a  purnr  of  (jold  on  the  table.)  It'll  re(piire  a 
gae  strung  lliaw  U)  milt  that.  (•Iiids  ;  sae  tak  your  change  i>nt  o' 
that,  as  .Joseph  says,  eilhcr  ti  champat/ne,  or  yill,  or  potter,  or 
Burgimdy,  or  ceder,  or  (ilenlivet,  just  whatsomuver  you  like  i)est  to 
drink  and  devocir  ;  and  wi-  shamia  bi'  long  without  siippt-r,  for  in 
Cumin'  along  the  tiaiis  1   shouted   to  'i'appy  loui  ie   forthwith  to  hcnd 
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in   sain|)li?s  o'  all  the  several   ealaljles  ami   drinkahKs  in  Picardy. 
I'm  desperate  hiingrv.      Lowse  my  skites,  Tickler. 

(TiCKLKR  succumbs  to  unthong  the  Shepherd's  skates.) 

Tidier.   What  an  iiistcp  ! 

Shvpln rd.  Ay,  nane  o'  your  plain  soles  that  pang  shifTlf-sliaflliiig 
ainauii  the  chiicky-stanes  assassiiiatin'  o'  the  iiisfcts;  but  a  foot 
aiclietl  like  Apollo's  bow  when  he  shot  the  Python — heel,  of  a  firm 
and  decided,  bnt  unobtrusive  character — and  taes,  ilka  aiie  a  thoeht 
I;ir<:cr  th:in  the  ither,  like  a  family  o'  cliilder,  or  a  fliylit  o'  steps 
leading  up  to  the  pillared  portico  o'  a  Grecian  teirple. 

[Enter  Signor  Ambhosio  Susun-ans  with  it  below  his  arin.) 

Shepherd.  That's  richt — O  but  Greeny  has  a  gran'  gurgle!  A 
mouthlii' o'  Millliank  never  comes  amiss.  Oh!  but  it's  potent ! — 
('//•»/////.)      I  wuss  it  be  na  ile  o'  vitro!. 

jVorth.  James,  enlighten  our  weak  minds. 

Shepherd.  An  Engli>h  bagman,  }ou  see, — he's  unco  fond  of  poetry 
and  the  picturesque,  a  traveller  in  the  soft  line — paid  me  a  visit  the 
(lay  just  at  denner-time,  in  a  yellow  gig,  drawn  i)y  a  chestnut  l)lude 
iiuer;  and  aftei  we  had  discussed  tlie  com|)arative  meiits  o'  my 
poems,  and  Lord  Byron's,  and  Sir  Walter's,  he  rather  altribiitin'  to 
me,  a'  things  considered,  the  superiority  over  baith  ;  it's  no  impos- 
sililc  that  my  freen  got  rather  fuildhMJ  a  wee,  for,  after  rousin'  his 
mier  to  the  skies,  a:,  if  she  were  fit  for  Castor  himsell  to  ride  upon 
up  and  donn  the  blue  lift,  frae  less  to  mair  he  offered  to  trot  her  in 
the  gig  into  Emiiro,  against  me  on  the  best  horse  in  a'  my  stable, 
and  gie  me  a  half  hour's  start  before  puttin'  her  into  the  shafts ; 
when,  my  birses  being  up,  faith  I  challenged  hiu),  on  the  same  con- 
dition, to  run  him  intil  Embro'  on  shank's  naiggie. 

North.    What!   bij)ed  against  quadruped  ? 

Shepherd.  Just.  The  cretur,  as  soon  as  he  came  to  the  clear  un- 
dcrsiandin'  o'  my  tneanin',  gied  ane  o'  these  but  creenklin' cackles  o' 
a  cockney  lanch,  that  can  oidy  be  forgiven  by  a  Christian  when  his 
saul  is  saften'd  by  the  sunny  hush  o'  a  Sabbath  morning. 

North.   Forgotten,  perhafis,  James,  but  not  forjrivcn. 

Sliejiherd.  The  bate  was  coriimitt<'d  to  black  and  white  ;  and  then 
on  wi'  my  skates,  and  awa'  like  a  reindeer. 

Tiekler.  What!  down  the  Yarrow  to  Selkiik — then  up  the 
Tweed  ] 

Shepherd.  Na — na !  naething  like  keepin'  the  high  road  f)r  safety 
in  a  skiting-match.  There  it  was — noo  stretchin' slraught  afore  me, 
noo  serpenleezin'  like  a  great  congor  eel,  and  noo  amaist  coilin'  it- 
self up  like  a  sleepin'  adder ;  but  whether  straught  or  crooked  or 
circlin',  ayont  a'  imagination  sliddery,  sliddery  ! 
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Tickler.  Confound  nie — if  I  knew  that  we  had  fiost. 

Shepherd.  That  comes  o'  trustin'  till  a  barometer  to  tell  you  when 
Miiiigs  hae  Come  to  the  fretziii' pint.  Frost!  The  ice  is  fourteen 
feet  thic-k  in  the  Loch — and  thou<fh  you  hae  nae  frost  al)out  Embro' 
like  our  tVost  in  the  Forest,  yet  I  wadna  advise  you,  Mr.  Tickler,  to 
|>ut  vour  tonsjue  on  the  airn  rim  o'  a  cart  or  cotch-wheel. 

North.  1  remember,  James,  being  beguiled — sixty-four  years  ago  ! 
— by  a  pretty  little,  light-haired,  blue-eyed  lassie,  one  starry  night  ot 
black  frost,  just  to  touch  a  cart-wheel  for  one  moment  with  the  tip 
ofmv  tongue. 

Shepherd.   What  a  gowmeril ! 

North.  And  the  bonny  May  had  to  run  all  the  way  to  the  manse 
for  a  jug  of  hot  water  to  relieve  me  from  that  bondage. 

Sliepherd.  You  had  a  gude  excuse,  sir,  for  gieii  the  cutty  a  gude 
kissin'. 

N'irth.  IIow  fragments  of  one's  past  existence  come  suddenly 
fla>liing  back  upon 

Shepherd.  IIoo  1  siiuved  alang  the  snaw  !  Like  a  verra  cnrlin' 
stane,  whfu  a  dizzon  besoms  are  soopin'  the  ice  afore  it,  and  the 
granite  gangs  groanin'  gloriously  alang,  as  if  instinpt  vvi'  spirit,  and 
the  water-kelpie  below  strives  in  vain  to  keep  up  wi'  the  straight- 
forrit  planet,  still  accompanied  as  it  spins  wi'  a  sort  o'  spray,  like 
the  shiveriu'  atoms  o'  diamonds,  and  wi'  a  noise  to  which  the  hills 
far  and  near  respond,  like  a  water-quake,  the  verra  ice  itsidf  seemin' 
at  tinics  to  sink  and  swell,  just  as  if  the  loch  were  a  great  wide 
glilterin'  tin-plate,  beaten  out  by  that  cunnin'  whitesmith,  Wunter, 
— and 

Tickler.  And  every  mouth,  in  spite  of  frost,  thaws  to  the  thought 
of  c<^»rned  beef.-uul  greens, 

Sheplierd.  Hoo  i  snuved  alang  !  Some  colleys  keepit  jieyan  wecl 
up  M'i'  me  as  fur's  Traqiniir  Manse,  but  ere  1  crossed  the  Tweed  my 
canine  tail  had  drapped  quite  away,  and  I  had  l)ut  the  company  of  a 
couple  of  crows  to  l*eel)les. 

North,.    Did  you  iline  on    the  ro;id.  .J;imps  ? 

Shepherd.  IMfl'nt  I  tell  von  I  had  ilimd  Ik  fore  I  setoff?  I  ettled 
at  a  caulker  at  Ivldlestone.  but  in  vain  attempted  to  moderate  my 
velocity  as  I  neared  the  village,  and  had  merely  time  to  (ling  a  look 
to  my  worthy  friend  the  minister,  as  I  flew  by  that  tree  hidden 
manse,  and  its  rill-divided  gardiii,  beautiful  alike  in  dew  and  in 
cranreuch  ! 

Tickler.    Helpless  as  Mazeppa  ! 

Shepherd.  It's  far  worse  to  be  ridden  afl'  wi'  by  ane's  ain  sowle 
than  by  the  wildest  o'  the  desert  loon. 

North.  At  this  moment  the  soul  seems  running  aw;iy  with  the 
])ody, — at  that,  the  body  is  od'uilh  the  soul.      Spirit  and  matter  are 
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]>I;ivin<j  at  fust  and  loose  with  each  other,  and  at  full  speed  you  get 
skeptical  as  S[)inoza. 

S/irp/iml.  Sometimes  the  nits  are  for  miles  thegither  rcfrular  as 
niilrnads,  and  your  skite  gets  litted  intil  a  groove,  sac  that  you  can 
ii;ml  out  ane  o'  your  legs  like  an  opera  dancer  playin'  a  peryette; 
md  on  the  ilher  glint  liy,  to  tlie  astonishment  o'  toll-keepers,  who  at 
first  suspect  you  to  he  on  horseback — then  that  you  may  be  a  bird — 
and  finally  that  you  must  be  a  ghost. 

Tickler.  Did  you  upset  any  carriage,  James  1 

Shepherd.  Nane  that  1  recollect — 1  saw  severals,  but  whether  they 
were  coming  or  going,  in  motion  or  at  rest,  it  is  not  for  me  to  say  ; 
but  they,  and  the  hills,  and  wt)ods,  and  clouds,  seemed  a'  to  be  floatin' 
awa'  thegither  in  the  direction  o'  the  mountains  at  the  head  o'  Clydes- 
dale. 

T(ckler.  And  where  all  this  while  was  the  Bagman? 

Shepherd.  Wanderin',  nae  doubt,  a'  afoam,  leagues  ahint ;  for  the 
chestnut  meer  was  well  cauked,  and  she  ance  won  a  King's  Plate  at 
Doncaster.  You  may  hae  seen,  Mr.  North,  a  cloud-giant  on  a  stormy 
day  striding  alang  the  sky,  coverin'  a  parish  wi'  ilka  stretch  o'  his 
spawl.  and  pausin',  ail)lins,  to  tak'  his  breath  now  and  then  at  the 
meetin'  o'  twa  counties;  it'sae,  you  hae  seen  an  image  o'  me, — only 
he  was  in  the  heavens  and  Ion  the  yerth — he  an  unsubstantial  phan- 
tcnii,  and  I  twal  stane  wecht — he  silent  and  sullen  in  his  flight,  I 
musical  and  merry  in  mine 

Tickler.  But  on  what  principle  came  you  to  stop,  James  ? 

Shepherd.  Luckily  the  Peiitland  Hills  came  to  my  succor.  By 
means  of  one  of  iheir  ridges  I  got  gradually  rid  of  a  portion  of  my 
velocity — subdued  down  into  about  seven  miles  an  hour,  which  rate 
got  gradually  diminished  to  aljout  four;  and  here  I  am,  gentlemen, 
after  havini;  made  a  narrow  escape  from  a  stumble,  that  in  York 
Place  threatened  to  set  me  ofl' again  down  Leith  Walk,  in  which  case 
I  must  have  gone  on  to  Portobello  or  Musselburgh. 

North.  Well,  if  I  did  not  know  you,  my  dear  James,  to  be  a 
matter-of-fact  man,  I  should  absolutely  begin  to  entertain  some 
doubt  of  your  veracity. 

Shepherd.  What  the  deevil's  that  hingin'  frae  the  roof? 

North.    Why,  the  chandelier. 

Shepherd.  The  shandleerl  It's  a  cage,  wi'  an  outlandish  bird 
in't.  A  pawrot,  1  declare  !  Pretty  poll  !  Pretty  Poll !  Pretty 
poll  ! 

J'arrot.   Go  to  the  devil  and  shake  yourself. 

Shepherd.  Heaven  preserve  us! — heard  you  ever  the  likes  o'that? 
A  bird  cursin' !  What  sort  o'  an  education  must  the  crctur  hae  had  1 
Poor  beast,  do  you  ken  what  you're  sayin'  1 
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Parrot.  ^Nfiich  cry  and  little  wool,  as  the  devil  said  when  he  was 
shearino;  the  II'.><;. 

Shepherd.  You're  gettin'  personal,  sir,  or  madam,  for  I  dinna  pre- 
tend to  ken  your  sex. 

Horth.  That  every  body  does,  James,  who  has  any  thing  to  do 
with  Blackwood's  Magazine. 

Shepherd.  True  enough,  sir.     If  it  wad  but  keep  a  gude  tongue  in  ' 
its  head — it  s  really  a  bonny  cretur.     What  plumage!     What'li  you 
hae,  Polly,  for  sooper  ? 

Parrot.  Molly  put  the  kettle  on, 

Molly  put  the  kettle  ou, 
Mully  put  the  kettle  on, 
Aud  I  shall  have  some  punch. 

Shepherd.  That's  fearsome.  Yet,  wliislit!  What  ither  vice  was 
that  Mpeakin' ?     A  gruff  vice.     There  again  !   whisht! 

Voice.  The  devil  he  ciime  to  our  to-wn, 

Aud  rode  away  wi'  the  exciseiiiiin  1 

Shepherd.  This  room's  no  canny.  I'm  all",  [rising  to  go.)  Mercy 
me  !  A  Raven  hoppin'  aiieath  the  sideboard  !  Look  at  him,  how  he 
turns  his  great  big  bro;iil  head  to  the  ae  side,  and  keeps  regardin' 
me  wi'  an  evil  eye  !     Satan  ! 

North.   My  familiar,  James. 

Sh'j/herd.    Whence  came  he  ? 

N<>rt!i.   One  gloomy  night  1  heard  him  croaking  in  the  garden. 

Shi/ilierd.  You  did  wrang,  sir, — it  was  rash  to  let  him  in;  wha 
ever  heard  o'  a  real  Raven  in  a  suburban  garden?  It's  some  demon 
f)rftriidin'  to  be  a  raven.  Only  look  at  him  wi'  the  silver  ladle  in 
his  bill.  Xoo  he  draps  it,  and  is  riiggin'  at  the  Tiirkiy  carpet,  as 
if  h<-  were  eollecktin'  lining  for  his  nest.  Let  alaue  the  carpet,  you 
ugl\    villain. 

linvni.  The  devil  woidd  a  wooin'  go — ho — ho!   the  w<;oiu'  ho! 

Shepherd.  Ay — ay — you  hear  how  it  is,  gentlemen — "Love  is  a' 
the  theme" — 

Jiaren.  To  woo  bis  honny  lassie  when  the  kye  come  hame  ! 

Shepherd.  Satan  singin'  ane  o'  my  sangs  !  Frae  this  hour  I  for- 
fiw  ear  poetry. 

\  oice.  0  love — love — love, 

Love's  like  a  dizziuesa. 

Shepherd.   What!   another  voice  ? 
Tickler.  James — James — he's  on  your  shoulder. 
Shijiherd,     [sturtiiifj     up     in    ijnat    emotion.)       Wha's     on     my 
bliouther  ? 

Vol.  III.— 16 
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North.  Only  Matthew. 

Shepherd.  Piiir  hit  hoiiny  burdie !  What!  you'ni  a  Stirlinjj,  are 
you  \  Ay — ay — ^jiist  pick  ami  daU  awa  there  at  tlie  hair  in  tny  lug. 
Yet  I  wad  rather  see  you  lleeiii'  and  flutterin'  in  and  out  o'  a  hit 
bole  aneath  a  wall-Hower  high  up  on  some  auld  and  ruined  castle 
standin'  hy  itsell  among  the  woods. 

Raven.  0  love— love— love, 

Love's  like  u  dizziness. 

Shepherd.  Rax  me  ower  the  poker,  Mr.  North — or  lend  me  your 
crutch,  that  I  may  brain  sooty. 

Slarlirif/.  It  wunie  let  a  piiir  bodie 

Gaug  about  his  bissiiiess. 

Parrot.   Fie,  Whigs,  awa' — fie,  Whigs,  awa'. 
Shepherd.  Na — the  bird  does  na  want  sense. 

Haven.  Tlie  deil  sat  girnin'  iti  a  neiik, 

Riviug  sticks  to  roast  the  Duke. 

Shepherd.   Oh  ho!  you  are  fond  of  picking  up  Jacobite  relics. 

Raven.  Ho  !   blood — blood — blood — hlood — blood  ! 

Shepherd.    What  do  you  mean,  you  sinner? 

Raven.  Burke  him — Burke  him — Burke  him.  Ho — ho — ho^ 
blood — blood — blood  ! 

Bronte.  Bow — wow — wow — bow — wow — wow —  bow  —  wow  — 
wow. 

Shepherd.  A  complete  aviary,  Mr.  North.  Weel,  that's  a  sight 
worth  lookin'  at.  Bronte  lying  on  the  rug — never  perceivin'  that 
it's  on  the  tap  o'  a  worsted  teegger — a  raven,  either  real  or  pre- 
tended, amusiii'  himsell  wi'  rugtiin'  at  the  dog's  toosey  tail — the 
pawrot,  wha  maun  hae  opened  the  door  o'  his  cage  himsell,  sittin' 
on  Bronte's  shoiither — and  the  Stirling,  Matthew,  hiding  hitiisell 
ahint  his  head — no  less  than  fjur  irrational  creturs,  as  they  are 
called,  on  the  rug — each  wi'  a  natur  o'  its  ain — and  then  atiain  four 
rational  creturs,  as  they  are  called,  sittin'  round  them  on  chairs — 
each  wi'  his  specific  character  too — and  the  aught  makiii'  ane  aggre- 
gate— or  whole — of  parts  not  unharmoniousiy  combined. 

North.   Why,  James,  there  are  but  three  of  the  ratiouals. 

Shepherd.   1  find  1  was  counting  mysei!  twice  over. 

Tickler.  Now  iie  persuaded,  my  dear  Shepiierd,  l^efore  supper  is 
hi  ought  ben,  to  take  a  warm  hath,  and  then  rig  yourself  out  in  your 
Sunday  suit  of  black,  which  Mr.  Ambrose  keeps  sweet  for  you  in 
his  own  drawer,  iiestrewed  with  sprigs  of  thyme,  whose  scent  fadeth 
not  for  a  century. 

Shepherd.  Faith,  I  think  I  shall  tak  a  plouter. 
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(Shepherd  retires  inL  the  marble  bath  adjoining  the  Siiuygcry.      The 

hot  water  is  let  on  with  a  mighty  noise.) 

Korth.   Do  v<iu  want  the  flfsh- brushes;,  James? 

Shepherd,  {from  within.)  1  wish  I  had  some  female  slaves,  wi' 
\vood Ti  swurds,  to  scrape  me  wi'  like  the  Shah  o'  Persia. 

Tir.kler.   Are  you  in,  James  1 

Shepherd.    Hearken  ! 

{A  sullen  plunge  is  heard  as  of  a  huge  stone  into  the  deep-down 
waters  of  a  draiv-well.) 

North,  [looking  at  his  watch.)  Two  minutes  have  elapsed.  I 
hope.  Tickler,  imthing  ap<)[)Ieetical  has  occurred. 

Shepherd.   Bh)W — o — wo — ho — wro  ! 

Tickler.   Why,  James, 

"  You  are  gargling  Italian  half-way  down  your  throat" 

North.  What  temperature,  James  ? 

Shepherd.  Nearly  up  at  ejig-boiliiig.  But  you  had  better,  sirs,  be 
niakin'  anither  jug — for  that  ane  was  geyan  sair  dune  afore  I  left 
vou — and  I  maun  hae  a  glass  of  het  and  het  as  sune  as  I  come  out, 
to  prevent  me  takiu'  the  cauld.  1  hope  there's  nae  current  o'  air  in 
the  room.  Wha's  this  that  bled  himsell  to  death  in  a  bath  !  Was 
na't  Seneca? 

North.  James,  who  is  the  best  female  poet  of  the  age? 

Shepherd.   Female  what  ? 

Ticklir.   Poet. 

Shifiherd.  Mrs.  John  Biley.  In  her  Plays  on  the  Passions,  she 
has  a'  the  vigor  o'  a  man,  and  a'  the  delicacy  o'  a  woman.  And  oh, 
sirs!  but  her  lyrics  are  gems,  and  she  wears  thcin  gracefully,  like 
diamond  dra[>s  danglin'  frae  the  ears  o'  Melpomene.  The  very 
war^t  play  >he  ever  wrote  is  better  than  the  best  o'  ony  ilher  body's 
that  hasna  kickt  the  bucket. 

North.    Yet  they  won't  act,  James. 

Shrpherd.  They  wull  ack.  Count  Bosii  'II  ack — and  De  Mont- 
ford  'II  ack — and  Constantino  'II  ack — and  they'll  a'  ack. 

Tickler.    Miss  Miiloid.  .lames? 

Sht'/,hrrd.  I'm  ju-t  verra  fond  o'  that  lassie — Mitford.  She  has 
an  i-v  like  a  hawk's,  that  misses  naething,  however  far  atf— and  yet 
like  a  dove's,  that  sees  only  what  is  nearest  and  dearest,  and  round 
ttlioul  thi'  hami-circle  o'  its  central  nest.  I'm  just  excessive  fond  o' 
Mi«s  Miifird. 

Tickler.    Fond  is  not  the  right  word,  James. 

Shepherd.  It  is  the  rieht  word.  Timothy^either  in  the  het  l)ath  or 
out  ot.  I'm  fond  o'  a'  gude  female  writers.  They're  a'  bonnie — 
and  every  passage  they  write  carries,  as  it  ought  to  do,  their  fiuni- 
nity  alang    wi'  it.      The    young    gentlemen   o'  England    should   be 
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a^liMimd  ()'  tliciiM-lU  loi  Kttiii^  licr  name  lie  Mitford.  They  should 
inuriv  Ih'i-  \\  lutluT  slie  \\  nil  ur  no  -for  she  would  inak  baith  a  useful 
and  .•('ju'ealde  wife.     Thai's  the  best  creetishisni  on  her  warks. 

Tickln:   L.  E.  L.  ? 

Shepherd.   A  delightfu'  cretur. 

Tkkler.   Mrs.  Ilemansl 

Sheplierd.  Hand  vour  tongue,  ye  sinner.  I  see  your  di  ift  now — 
suggi'stitr  to  Miy  iiuaginaiioii  a'  the  flower  o'  the  ft;rnale  genius  o' 
the  Three  Kingdoms.  What?  you  are  for  drawiii' a  pectur  o'  me 
as  Ajxillo  in  the  h.-t  liath  surrounded  wi'  the  Muses?  That  wouhl 
bo  a  fine  suliject  for  Etty.=* 

I^orth.  Isn't  his  Judith  and  Ilolofernes,  my  dear  Shepherd,  a 
noltle.  a  majestic  performance? 

tS/iej)herd.  Yon's  colorin' !  Judith's  rioht  leg's  as  flesh-like  as  my 
ain  noo  lyin'  on  the  rim  o'  the  baith,  and  amaist  as  muscular. 

Tickler.   Not  so  hairy,  though,  James. 

Shepherd.  That's  worse.  You  think  you  hear  the  heroine's  prayer 
or  invocation.  .  The  energy  in  that  bonny  fair  straught  arm  comes 
direct  frae  heaven.  That  swurd  is  not  for  a  murder,  but  for  a  sacri- 
tice.  In  those  upraised  eyes  m^thinks  I  see  reluctance  to  shed  blood 
giving  way  to  the  holy  resolve  to  set  her  country  fiee  frae  the  op- 
pressor. Her  face  is  M)inewhat  pale — for  Judith  in  her  widowhood, 
amang  the  shades  o'  her  rural  retirement,  was  a  lover  o'  pensive 
j)e;ice  ;  liut  her  dead  husband's  spirit  stood  in-fore  her  in  a  dnam, 
and  inspired  her  to  go  to  the  camp  before  the  city,  and  by  one  great 
and  dreadfu'  deed  to  render  her  name  immortal  in  national  san^:. 
What  matronly  majesty  in  that  swelling  bosom,  which  the  enamored 
giant  was  not  sutfi'red  with  one  touch  to  profane!  Pure  as  stern 
she  stands  amid  the  golden  cups  drained  by  that  warrior- wassailer— 
in  another  moment  to  "be  red,  but  not  with  wine;"  when,  like 
lightning  descending  from  heaven,  that  sword  shall  smite  him  in  his 
sleep  through  the  spouting  s[)ine — and  niethinks  I  see,  at  morning 
dawn,  the  fires  o'  liberty  sun  kindled,  and  glintin'  gloriously  on  all 
the  city  towers. 

North.   Bravo!  James. 

Shepherd.  I'm  geyaii  weel  sodden  noo,  and  I  think  1*11  come  out. 
RiuL'  the  bell,  sir,  for  mv  black  claes. 

North.  1  have  lieen  toasting  your  shirt,  James,  at  the  fire.  Will 
you  come  out  for  it  ] 

Shepherd.  Flingt  in  at  the  door.  Thank  you,  sir.  IIo !  here's 
the  claes,  I  declare,  hiugin'  on  the  tenters.  Is  that  sooper  comin'  in  ? 
Noo,  I'm    rubbed    down — ae   stoekin'  mi — anillirr — noo,  tlio   flnnnen 

•  'TVilliam  EUy.  an  K'p!i>li  artJBt  of  preat  talfint,  whose  style  was  formpil  on  that  of  the 
Venetian  school,  whose  manner  aid  colorinp  he  had  closely  studied.  His  "Judith."  now  be- 
longing t)  the  Edinburjh  Academy,  i.<  one  of  the  finest  of  modern  p.aintings.  Ilij  best  worlcj 
fprescn'  1^  «  "Vmale  figi.ri-  nude.     {)\kA  in  18,t0  — M. 
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drawer^ — and   noo,  the   breeks.     Oh  !  but   that   turkey  has  a  grau' 
smell!     Mr.  A-uiuruse,  ma  slippers!     Noo  for't. 

{The  Shepherd  reappears,  in  full  sables,  bloominri  like  a  rose.) 

North.  Come  a\say,  my  dear  Shei'lierd.  is  he  not,  Tickler,  like 
a  black  ea;;le  that  has  renewed  his  youihl 

{Ti'ei/  take  their  seats  at  the  Supper  Table — Mulligatawny — 
Roasted  Turkey — Fillet  of  Veal — Sdes — A  Pie — and  the 
Cold.  Round — Potatoes — Oysters,  d:c.  dx.  d'c.  d'c. 

North.  The  turkey  is  uoi  a  large  une,  James,  and  after  a  thirty- 
six  miles'  run,  1  think  you  had  better  take  it  on  your  plate. 

Shepherd.  Na,  na,  sir.  Just  set  the  ashet  afore  me — tak  you  the 
fillet — L'ie  I'ickler  the  pie — and  uuo,  let  us  hae  some  discourse  about 
the  fine  airts. 

Tickler.  The  Opposition  is  strong  this  seasc^n — reinforced  by  Etty, 
Linton,*  and  Martin. 

North.  But  how  came  you,  James,  to  see  the  Judith,  having  only 
arrived  within  the  hour  at  Edinburgh? 

Shepherd.  Ask  no  questions,  and  you'll  hear  tell  no  lies.  I  hae 
seen  her,  as  my  description  pruves.  As  to  the  Deluge,  yon  picture's 
at  first  altcjgelher  incomprehensible.  But  the  langer  you  glower  at 
it,  the  mair  and  mair  intelligiijie  does  a'  the  confusion  become,  and 
v<»u  begin  to  f.-el  that  you're  looking  on  some  dreadfu'  disaster. 
Phantoms,  like  the  taps  o'  mountains,  grow  distincter  in  the  gloom, 
and  the  gloom  it>ell,  that  at  first  seemed  clud,  is  noo  seen  to  be 
water.  \Vhaty<JU  thocht  to  be  Miawy  rocks,  bt'c<jme  sea  like  waves, 
and  shudderin'  you  cry  out,  wi'  a  stifled  vice,  "  L "id  j reserve  us,  if 
that's  no  the  Deluge!"  Mr.  Tickler,  dinna  blaw  llie  froth  o' your 
porter  in  my  face. 

Tickler.   Beg  your  [)ardon,  James — Perge. 

Shepherd.  But  share's  a'  the  folk]  That  canna  be  them — that 
huddle  o'  specks  like  flocks  o'  sheep  driven  to  and  fro  by  the  tem- 
j)e.st.-» !  ll  is  !  The  demeiiled  t-urvivors  o'  the  human  race  a' gath- 
ered together  on  ledges  o'  rocks,  up,  nj>,  up,  ae  Jidge  aboon  anilher, 
a'  frowiiiii"  o'er  the  biink  o'  eternitv.  'Unit's  even  waur  than  the 
d»-eks  o'  a  vessel  in  >hip\\ieck.  Gang  neari'r  tht;  pictur — and  there 
thou>uiis  on  thousand  o'  folk  broken  out  o'  Bedlam  a'  mad  !  and  nae 
wondtT,  for  v'»n's  a  f-aisome  moon,  ji'  diiiiclu'd  in  blood,  in  con- 
junction wi'  a  liery  comi-t,  and  there's  liciiu  nin'  too  spiintcrin'  ihe 
crags  till  they  topple  dooii  on  the  raging  multitude  o'  nun  an<l 
women  mixed  wi'  horses  and  elfp!iant>.,  and  lions  roarin'  in  ili>ir 
fear — anle<Jiluvian  lions,  far,  far  bi^'gcr  than  the  liiggesl  that,  ever 
birice  fougiit  in  a  Jioman  ainphithealre,  or  are  at  this  moment  lying 
with  their  mouths  atweeii  their  paws  in  ihe  sands  o'   Aliica. 

•   Willi&m    Linton,  nn  Eng'ich  trtint,   with   fanciful  imnginatiuii,  but  rallicr  a  fi :«1>I«  colnr- 
irt.— M 
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Tickler.  Why,  James,  you  are  nut  unlike  a  lion  yourself  just  now, 
growling  over  the  carcass  of  a  young  bufialo.  Shall  1  ring  for 
another  turkey  1 

Shiplurd.  Mind  your  ain  pie,  sir.  Here's  to  you — what  yill  ! 
lierwirk  is  the  best  of  l)revveis  in  Britain. 

Nurth.  Linton's  "lieturnof  a  Victorious  Armament"  is  splendid  ; 
but  it  is  pure  iniaginalion.  His  architecture  is  not  to  my  eye 
Grecian.      It  is  loo  lofiv  and  too  li^lit. 

T(ckler.  But  what  a  glorious  dream.  North  !  And  the  triumphal 
pageant  glides  majestically  along,  beneath  those  aerial  pillars,  and 
piles,  and  domes,  and  temples,  and  pure  celestial  clime — fit  dwelling 
for  heroes  and  deniiiiods. 

Shepherd.  Mind  your  pie,  sir,  and  dinna  imitate  me  in  speakin'as 
weel  as  in  eatin'. 

Tickler.  'Tis  a  noble  ambition,  James,  to  emulate  your  excellence 
in  either. 

Shepherd.  But  then,  sir,  your  natural  capacity  is  greater  for  tlie 
ane  than  the  ither. 

North.  But  what  think  you,  Jamos,  of  our  own  artists  this  year? 

Shepherd.  Just  very  muckle.  But  let  us  no  particulaieeze,  tor 
fear  o'  gien  otTence,  or  doin'  injustice  to  men  o'  genius.  Baith  insti- 
tutions are  capital ;  and  if  you  were  gude  for  ony  thing,  you 
would  write  an  article  o'  thirty  pages  on  them,  when  you  would  hae 
scope  

North.  Perhaps  I  may,  for  next  Number.  Meanwhile,  shall  we 
clear  decks  ] 

Shejjherd.  Did  you  ever  see  sic  a  preparation  o'  a  skeleton  o'  a 
turkey  ]  We  maun  send  it  to  the  College  Museum,  to  staun  in  a 
glass  case  aside  Burke's. 

North.  What  did  you  think,  James,  of  the  proceedings  of  these 
two  Iri-hmen  ] 

Shepherd.  That  they  were  too  monotonous  to  impress  the  imagi- 
nation. First  ae  drunk  auld  wife,  and  then  anither  drunk  auld  wife 
— and  then  a  third  drunk  auld  wife — and  then  a  drunk  auld  or  sick 
man  or  twa.  The  confession  got  unco  monotonous — the  Lights  and 
Shadows  o'  Scottish  Death  want  relief — though,  to  be  sure,  poor 
Peggy  Paterson,  that  Unfortiin.ite,  broke  in  a  little  on  the  uniformity  ; 
and  sae  did  Daft  Jamie  ;  tor  wliilk  last  murder,  without  ony  impiety, 
ane  may  venture  to  say,  the  Devil  is  at  this  moment  ruggin'  that 
Burke  out  o'  hell  fire  wi'  a  ihree-iirong'd  fork,  and  then  in  w  i'  him 
again,  through  the  ribs — and  then  stirring  up  the  coals  wi'  that 
eternal  poker — and  then  wi'  the  great  bellows  blawin'  up  the  fur- 
nace, till,  like  an  Etna,  or  Mount  Vesuvius,  it  vomits  the  murderer 
out  again  far  ower  into  the  very  middle  o'  the  floor  o'  the  infernal 
regions. 
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Tickler.  Whisht — w hisht — James ! 

Shepherd.  Nae  system  o'  divinity  shuts  mortal  mouths  against 
/?uch  enormous  monsters.  I  am  but  a  worm.  We  are  all  worms. 
But  we  crawl  in  the  licht  of  heaven  ;  and  God  has  given  us  voices 
to  be  lifted  up  from  the  dust,  when  horrid  guilt  loosens  our  tongues, 
and  the  moral  sense,  roused  by  religion,  then  denounces,  without 
misgivings,  the  cur>e  o'  heaven  on  the  hell-doom'd  soul  o'  the  Athe- 
istic murderer.      What  forbids  ? 

iVorth.  Base,  blind  su[ierstition,  in  the  crimes  of  the  creature  f()r- 
getfiil  of  the  laws  of  the  Creator.     Nothing  else. 

Shepherd.   Was  he  penitent  ?     If  sae,  I  abhor  my  words. 

North.  lin[)enitent  as  a  snake — remorseless  as  a  tiger.  I  studied 
in  his  Cell,  his  hard,  cruel  eyes,  from  whose  lids  had  never  dropped 
the  tear 

"  That  sacred  pity  had  eiigender'd"' — 

his  hardened  lips,  which  truth  never  touched  nor  moved  from  their 
cuiMiing  compression — his  voice  rather  soft  and  calm,  l)ut  steeped  in 
hypocrisy  and  deceit — his  collected  and  giiiirded  demeanor,  full  of 
danger  and  guile — all,  all  betrayed,  as  he  lay  in  his  shackles,  the  cool, 
calculating,  callous,  and  unrelenting  villain.  As  the  day  of  execu- 
tion drew  near,  his  anxiety  was  often — I  am  told  by  those  who  saw 
him,  and  marked  him  well — manifest  in  his  dim  or  darkened  coun- 
tenance— for  (he  felon's  throat  felt  in  ima<riii:ition  the  suffocatinu 
halter;  but  when  that  dream  passed  off  he  would  smile — nay,  laujzh 
— and  inly  exult  in  his  series  of  murders,  so  long  successfully  per- 
petrated— and  the  bodies  of  the  slaughtered  still  carried  to  a  ready 
niarket — prompt  payment  yvithout  di>eount — eight  or  ten  pounds 
for  a  corpse,  and  whisky  cheap! — so  that  murderers,  and  those  about 
to  be  murdered,  might  all  get  speedily  fuddled,  and  drunk  together, 
nnd  then  the  hand  on  the  month  and  throat — a  few  gasps  and  con- 
vulsions— and  ihen  corpse  afier  corpse  hiuldied  in  among  strayv,  <tr 
beneath  chairbeds,  or  into  herring-barrels,  tlieii  into  tea-chests — and 
off  to  the  most  unsuspicious  and  geueious  of  surgeons  that  ever  gave 
a  bounty  on  the  dead  lor  the  benelit  of  the  living.* 

*  For  tha  better  understaridinK  of  the  inridents  which  occurred  in  Kdinburgh,  in  182^,  and 
cave  the  name  of  "  liurking''  to  a  certain  dtucrijuion  of  niurdi-r,  it  ii>  neciotiary  to  utate  the 
leading  detailit,  a*  elicited  in  ihe  Court  ol  .lufiice  in  winch  the  cane  was  tried.  They  occurred 
Y'  lr^  before  I  viMti;d  Kdiiibuch.  but  Irft  micli  an  iiiijirrKMon  (from  their  enormity )  ax  nothing 
<  1.1  obliterate.— In  the  11  ifli  Court  of  .lunti.  iary.  at  \'A\  burj;h.  on  t'ecembcr  -4.  \^'i~,  Wil- 
...iiii  llurke  and  Helen  Mojioupiil,  (hix  |iarainoiir.)  were  indicted  fo>  wilful  murder  'I  ha 
Jodgea  were  tlie  l.ord  Juklire  Cleric,  I.ordii  Ciiiiiilley,  .Meudowbank,  and  .Ma  ki.nzie.  The  Law 
Othcert  bl  the  Crown  r)ro^ecutcd  ;— the  iirifonem  were  defended  by  the  lleaii  of  l-'aeiilty,  Mr. 
Cockburn.  and  .Mr.  Koberinon,  each  o(  whom  nulmequenlly  became  a  .hid^e.  'I'lie  indntinent 
«hiri;ed  th<-  partiex  with  the  rornmiMion  cf  three  murdera.  by  aullocaiion,  with  the  leloiiiouj 
doign  of  »ellin(,'  the  bndiea  for  the  nurjofea  of  dinoectimi.  The  hrhl  coi-«  wan  tlinl  of  .MarjT 
I'atiniin  or  Michell.  murdered  at  tiibfiii'  Clone,  in  the  <,'an(in);ate,  IOdinburt;h,  in  A|iril  l"^'. 
The  nei-ond  wa*  that  of  .l.imes  WiUon,  (a  half-witle<l  and  deloriiied  peri.cn  iiKually  ralUd 
"  Iiafl  Jamie,")  at  a  huure  m  Tanner'n  fJloi.e.  We^te  n  l'orri:!;urth,  Kdin!  urjjh,  in  October, 
IHa-^.  'I'he  tliird,  for  Ihe  murder,  alfo  in  the  hou»e  at  Went  rprmhurgh.  on  I'miay,  October  :j|, 
H-.ia,  of  .Margaret  or  Madgy  McUonogal,  or  Duniiv,  or  Campbell,  or   Uocherty,— a  woman  ad- 
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Shrphenl.   Was  he  a  strong  fallow,  l?urke  ? 

Korih.  No,  a  in'al  little  man  of  about  five  feet  five,  well  proper 
tioned,  especially  in  his  legs  and  thighs — ronnd-bodied,  but  narrow- 
che^ted — arms  rather  thin — small  wrists,  and  a  moderate-sized  hand 
— no  mass  of  muscle  anywhere  about  his  limbs  or  frame — but 
vigorously  neeked — with  liaid  forehead  and  cheek-bones — a  very 
active,  but  not  a  powerful  man — and  intended  by  nature  for  a  dan. 
cing-master.     Indeed  he  danced  well  —  excelling  in   the   Iri&h  jig — 

Tancod  in  yenrs,  who  had  had  several  hushandR,  and  therefure  had  several  alin.ir.i.  When 
called  upon  to  plead.  Burke  objected,  on  the  ground  that  he  wascharj-ed  with  three  unconnected 
murders,  said  to  have  occurred  at  diflerent  places  and  limes,  and  that  the  indictment  charged 
him  in  company  with  a  jierson  who  "was  accused  of  participation  in  only  tivi'  of  these.  l'"or 
Helen  McDougall  a  similar  objection  was  made.  The  Judges  decided  that  the  prLsontrs  must 
plead,  but  that  each  accusation  should  be  dis))osed  of  .iinalim.  Whereujion  the  Lord  Advocate 
(Sir  WUliam  Rea.l  decided  on  commencing  with  the  List  case, — that  if  Margaret  Campbell. 
From  the  evidence  given  it  ap])eared  thai  Burke  met  this  woman  in  a  grocer's  shop  at  Forts- 
burgh.  The  x\  Oman  Wins  a  stranger,  looking  for  her  son,  and  Burke,  pretending  that  he  knew 
some  of  her  family,  offered  to  take  her  to  his  residence  hard  by,  and  give  her  breakf.rst.  She 
accompanied  him,  being  (luite  sober  at  the  lime,  and,  as  was  ])roved  by  those  "who  knew  her, 
not  in  the  habit  of  taking  strong  drink.  William  Ilare.  partner  and  coadjutor  in  the  crime, 
having  been  admitted  as  King's  evidence  or  approver,  test i tied  that  the  prisoner  Helen  Mc- 
Dougal  h.'id  come  to  him  with  a  reqmst  from  Burke  that  he  would  at  once  go  to  West  I'orts- 
burgh  "  to  see  the  sliot'^ — that  being  their  distinguishing  name  for  a  victim  who  was  entrap- 
ped and  was  to  be  murdered, — that  he  found  Madgy  Campbell  silting  in  Burke's  room,— that 
some  dispute,  which  ended  in  a  row,  arose  between  himself  and  liurke, — that  Madgy  (Campbell, 
who  was  then  in  liquor,  got  alormed,  and  opened  the  door,  calling  out  "  Murder'  and  for  tlie 
police, — that,  v\hen  the  quarrel  ended,  more  whi^ky  was  drank, —  that  the  woman  Camiibell, 
lying  on  the  floor  upon  some  .'traw,  fell  asleep,— that  Burke  then  thri'W  himself  ujjon  her, 
covering  her  face  with  his  breast, —  that  she  cried  and  moaned  while  with  one  hand  he  held 
her  nose  and  mouth,  the  other  being  undei  her  throat, —  that  he  remained  thus,  stopjiing  her 
breath  and  suflbcating  her,  for  ten  or  fifteen  minutes,— thai  I\lrs.  Hare  and  Helen  iMcDongal 
were  lying  on  the  bed  while  lliis  was  doing,  and  went  out  of  the  room,  returning  when  it 
■was  over, —  that  the  corpse  was  let  lie  on  the  floor,  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  covered  wilh  stra  w, — 
that  they  purchased  a  tea-chest  at  a  grocer's,  in  which  they  stuffed  the  bod;. ,— that  they  em- 
ployed a  porter  to  take  this  tea-chest  to  Dr.  Knox's,  10  Surgeon's  ,^quare,  at  twelve  o'clock  at 
night, — and  that  Pater.'-on,  the  keeper  of  Dr.  Knox's  Anatomical  Museum,  {)rlut  hint  pn  rmusly 
been  to  Burke's  liunse  nvil  sent  the  liinbi.)  then  gave  them  XS,  promising  as  much  more  on  the 
following  ^'onday.  This  evidence  was  corroborated  by  other  witnesses,  and  pariicularly  by 
Pater.son,  who  dejiosed  to  receiving  the  body,  packed  up  and  crushed  into  a  tea-chest,  it  having 
been  doubled  up  to  make  it  fit  in  such  a  narrow  receptacle;  that,  when  he  examined  the  tody 
he  found  that  blood  had  flowed  from  the  mouth  :  that  Dr.  Knox  had  received  forty  or  fifty 
"  subjects''  from  Burke  and  Hare,  usually  paying  about  £^  fcr  each  ;  and  that  when  bodies  o( 
newly  decea--ed  were  brought  in,  which  evidently  had  never  been  intern  d,  it  was  not  the  cus- 
tom at  Dr.  Knox's  to  ask  any  questions  or  make  any  remark.  The  murder  was  discovered  by 
Mrs.  Grey,  who  lodged  at  Burke's,  and  accidentally  saw  the  corpse  on  the  floor,  jiartially 
covered  with  straw.  She  told  her  hu>band,  and  they  resolved  to  leave  the  place  at  once.  Mrs. 
Burke  asked  them  why  they  went  away,  and  they  stated  what  they  h.nd  seen.  She  oflered 
them  five  shillings  not  to  mention  it.  and  said  that  if  they  ]deased  it  would  be  "as  good  as 
JtlO  a  week  to  them  1''  Mrs.  Grey  gave  informolion  to  the  jiolice.  by  whom  all  the  parlies 
were  arrested.  The  dead  body  was  found  at  Dr.  Knox's,  and  it  was  proved,  on  the  trial,  that 
it  presented  every  appearance  of  violent  suflbcation  In  defence  Burke  denied  all  knowledge 
of  the  body,  and  said  it  had  been  left  at  his  house  by  a  porter.  The  female  ]irisoner  made  no 
defence.  The  verdict  was  "  Not  I'roven.''  as  regarded  her.  and  "Guilty,''  as  resjiected  him. 
The  sentence  was.  Burke  should  be  executed  on  January  UH.  l-'39  A  fewr  days  alter  convic- 
tion, Burke  made  a  voluntary  and  an  apparently  full  confession.  He  said  that.  ?bout  Christ- 
laas,  l.riT,  a  man  had  died  in  the  house  where  he  and  Hare  then  resided,  and,  being  left 
alone  with  the  coffin,  they  removed  the  body,  filled  the  cofjin  with  tanners'  bark,  (to  give  it 
the  requisite  weight,)  screwed  it  down  as  before,  concealed  the  body,  :  nd  look  it  in  a  herring 
oarrel,  at  night,  to  Dr.  Knox's.  They  saw  himself,  he  asked  no  questions,  gave  them  i7  Ills  . 
and  said  he  was  gbd  to  see  tliem.  Thus  encouraged,  they  commenced  a  series  of  mu  ders,  by 
Jnticing  people  into  their  houses,  making  them  drunk,  and  tlien  suflbcating  them.  Including 
■'  Daft  Jamie,''  the  list  of  victims  amounted  to  about  sixteen  persons.  Doi  herty,  he  said,  was 
the  only  j/erson  who  resisted.  Mo  other  corpse  showed  signs  of  violence,  but  on  one  occa-iion, 
when  tney  had  taken  a  body  so  recently  killed  as  to  be  quite  Itnber  and  scarcely  cold,  Dr 
Knox  made  no  observation,  though  he  apjeared  aware  of  the  circumstance. — M. 
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and  when  working;  about  Peebles  and  Inverleithcn  he  was  very 
fuud  of  that  recreation.  In  that  neighborhood  he  was  reckoned  a 
good  ppeciiiun  of  the  Iri^h  character — nut  quarrelsome — expert 
with  the  >p;ide  —  and  a  pleasant  enough  companion  over  a  jug  of 
toddy.  jSoihing  repulsive  about  him,  to  ordinaiy  observers  al  least, 
and  certainJN  not  d.  ficieiit  in  intellieence.  But  he  "  had  that  within 
which  passttii  show" — '■  there  was  a  laughing  devil  in  his  eye," 
James — and  in  his  tell  he  applied  in  my  hearing  over  and  «)ver 
again  the  words  "humane  man,"  to  those  who  had  visited  him, 
laying  the  emphasis  on  humane,  with  a  hypocritical  tone,  as  1 
thought,  that  showed  he  had  not  attached  its  appropriate  meaning 
to  the  word,  hut  used  it  by  rote  like  a  parrot  — 

Shepherd.  Safe  us  !   what  like  was  Hare  1 

North.  The  most  brutal  man  ever  subjected  to  mv  siijht — and  at 
first  looked  seemiuirlv  an  idiot.  His  dull,  dead,  blackish  eves,  wide 
apart,  one  rather  higher  up  than  the  other,  his  large,  thick,  or  rather 
coarse-lij«ped  mouth — his  high,  broad  cheek-bones,  and  sunken  cheeks, 
each  of  which  when  he  laughed — which  he  did  often — collapsed  into 
a  perpendicular  hollow,  sho(jting  up  ghastlily  from  chin  to  cheek- 
bone— ail  steejied  in  a  sullenness  and  squalor  not  born  of  the  jail, 
but  native  to  the  almost  deformed  face  of  the  leering  miscreant 
— inspired  not  fear,  for  the  aspect  was  scarcely  ferocious,  but  dis- 
gust and  abhorrence — so  utterly  loathsome  was  the  whole  look  of 
the  reptile  I  He  did  not  look  so  much  like  a  murderer  as  a 
resurrectionist — a  brute  that  would  grope  in  the  grave  for  the  dead 
rather  than  stifle  the  living — though,  to  be  sure,  that  required 
about  an  equal  degree  of  the  same  kind  of  courage  as  stifling  old 
drunk  women,  and  bedridden  old  men,  and  helpless  idiots — i\tr  Daft 
Jamie  was  a  we;dv  creutmc  in  body,  and  though  he  might  in  sore 
atli  ighl  iiave  lun'bk(<  lumself  and  his  murderer  oft'  tlu;  bi-d  upon 
the  floor,  was  in<^vipable  of  making  any  effort  deserving  the  name, 
of  resistance. 

Hhejiherd.  \Vhs  he  no  sorry  and  ashamed,  at  least  i\*v  what  he 
hud  dune  ? 

Nor'h  >\v  r.orc  than  if  he  had  killed  so  many  rabbits.  He  was 
really  U>  ',j>u';h,  and  leer,  and  claw  his  ell)ow,  at  every  (|iU'stion  put 
f'l  nim  whien  he  did  not  cotuj)rihend,  or  in  vvliieh  he  thought  he  heard 
»''>m»-thing  (unny  ;  his  sleep,  he  said,  was  always  sound,  and  that  hn 
"never  dreamed  none;"  he  was  mu<h  tickled  by  the  <juisiion 
"Did  he  btdieve  in  ghf)sts  ?"  or  '"Did  he  ever  see  any  in  the 
dark  ?"  and  gobbled  out,  grinning  all  the  while  a  l.rniid  laugh,  an 
uncouth  expression  of  contempt  for  such  foolery — .md  then  mut- 
tering •' tliuiik  (.jod" — woids  lie  used  more  than  ono  —  c.dioiisly, 
and  sullenly,  jumj  vacantly  as  to  iheir  nic;ining.  lie  llioujzlil — 'that 
hi    had  d<jne  ]"j'j»{ht  to  be  afearcd  for;"  his  di.ilc.  t   lieing  to  our   ears 
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a  sort  of  slovenly  mixture  of  the  "lower  than  the  lowest"  Irish,  ami 
the  most  brutflike  of  the  most  sunken  "  Cooinberland." 

Shrjilierd.  Hark  ye,  sir, — «ne  likes  to  hear  about  monsters.  Was 
Haie  a  Strang  deevil  incarnate? 

Nortli.  Not  very.  Sluircii^h  and  inert — l)ut  a  heavier  and  more 
museular  man  above  than  Bnrke.  He  prided  himself,  however,  on 
his  strt'ngth,  and  vaunted  that  he  could  lift  five  sixty-fives,  by  his 
teeth,  fastened  to  a  rope,  and  placed  between  his  knees.  But  it  was 
easy  to  see  he  lied,  and  that  the  anecdote  was  but  a  trait  of  vanity  ; 
— the  look  he  had  in  all  things  of  an  abject,  though  perhaps  quarrel- 
some coward — and  his  brows  and  head  had  scars  of  wound  from 
stone  or  shilellah,  such  as  are  to  be  seen  on  the  head  and  brows  of 
many  a  brutal  craven. 

Shepherd.  Did  ye  see  their  leddiesl 

North.  Poor,  miserable,  bony,  skinny,  scranky,  wizened  jades 
both,  without  the  mo^t  distant  approach  to  good-Iookingness,  either 
in  any  part  of  their  form,  or  any  feature  of  their  face — peevish, 
sulky,  savage,  and  cruel,  and  evidently  familiar,  from  earliest  life, 
with  all  the  woe  and  wretchedness  of  guilt  and  polution — most 
mean  in  look,  manner,  mind,  dress — the  very  dregs  of  the  dregs 
of  prostitution.  Hare  has  most  of  the  she-devil.  She  looked  at 
you  brazen-facedly,  and  spoke  with  an  afiected  plaintive  voice, 
"gentle  and  low,  an  excellent  thing  in  woman,"  and  held  her 
yellow,  "  yammering"  infant,  (the  image  of  its  father,)  in  her  arm 
—  in  prison  we  saw  her — as  if  it  were  a  bundle  of  rags — but  now 
and  then  looking  at  it  with  that  species  of  maternal  fondness,  with 
which  impo.^tois  sit  on  house-steps,  staring  at  their  babies,  as  if  their 
whole  souls  yearned  towards  them — while  no  sooner  have  you 
passed  liy,  than  the  angry  beggar  dashes  its  head,  to  make  it  cry 
better,  against  the  pavement. 

Tickler.  Prodigious  ncmsense,  James,  was  written,  in  the  news- 
papers about  the  "  dens"  of  the  monsters.  Burke's  room  was  one 
of  the  neatest  and  snuggest  little  places  1  ever  saw — walls  well 
plastered  and  washed — a  good  w(»od-floor  —  respectal>le  fire-place — 
and  light,  well-paned  window,  without  a  single  spider's  web.  You 
reached  the  room  by  going  along  a  comfortable,  and  liy  no  means 
dark  passage,  about  fifteen  feet  long — on  each  sid'i  of  which  was  a 
room  inhaiiited,  the  one  b)  Mrs.  Law,  and  the  <  ther  by  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Connoway.  Another  short  passage  (with  outer  and  inner  door 
of  course)  turned  ofi'  int«j  the  dwelling  of  Mr.  Buike — the  only 
possible  way  of  making  it  a  room  by  itself — and  the  character  of 
the  vNhoIe  flat  was  that  of  comfort  and  cheeifulness  to  a  degree 
seldom  seen  in  the  dwellings  of  the  jKxir,  Burke's  room,  therefore, 
bO  far  from  being  remote  or  solitary,  or  adapted  to  murder,  was  in 
the  very  heart  of  lite,  and  no  more  like  a  den  than  any  other  room 
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in  Edinburgh — say  that  in  which  we,  who  ninnler  nobody,  are  now 
^itting  at  supper.  Neitlier  was  any  other  nuitder  than  that  of 
'•t'ould  woman"  there  perpetrated.  Yet  Sir  Walter  Scott,  it  was 
said,  declared,  that  with  all  his  wonderful  imagination,  he  could 
picture  to  himself  nothing  so  hideous.  Sir  Walter  is  not  given  to 
compliment  his  own  imagination  so — and  if  ever  he  saw  the  room, 
must  have  approved  of  it  as  a  room  of  a  very  comfortable  but 
oonimonplace  and  unpretending  character. 

Shephtrd.  But  isna  Hare's  house  a  dreadfu'  place]  I  houp  it  is, 
sir  ? 

Norlh.  It  is  at  the  bottom  of  a  close — and  I  presume  that  one 
house  must  always  he  at  the  bottom  of  a  close — but  the  flat  above 
Hare's  dwelling  was  inhabited,  and  two  of  his  apartments  are  large 
and  roomy,  well  fitted  fur  a  range  of  chaff-beds,  but  not  ptarticularly 
so  for  murder.  A  small  place,  eight  feet  or  ten  by  four  or  live, 
seems  to  have  been  formed  l)y  the  staircase  of  another  dwelling  and 
the  outer  wall,  and  no  doubt,  were  murder  committed  there,  it  would 
seem  a  murderous  place.  But  we  have  sU-pt  in  such  a  place  fifty 
times,  without  having  l)een  murdered;  and  a  den,  consisting  of  two 
large  rooms,  with  excellent  fire-places  and  windows,  and  one  small 
one,  is  not,  to  our  appreliensidii,  like  the  den  of  a  fox  or  a  wolf,  nor 
yet  of  a  lion  or  a  tiger.  The  house  outside  looks  like  a  minister's 
manse.     But  I  am  getting  tedious  and  wearisome  James! 

Shepherd.  No  you.  But  let  us  change  the  subject  a  wee.  I  houp, 
sirs,  \i}U  baith  went  to  the  han<;iiig  ? 

North.  We  intended  to  have  assisted  at  that  ceremony,  and  had 
taken  tickets  in  one  of  the  upper  boxes;  but  the  morning  was  raw 
and  rainy,  so  we  let  the  fiend  swing  away  into  perdition,  without  any 
visil)le  or  audii'ie  testimony  of  our  applause. 

Shi'/ihcrd.  The  congregation  behaved  maist  devootly  ? 

Tickler.  Like  Christians,  James.  Burke,  it  sciMiis,  was  told  to  give 
the  signal  with  the  name  of  his  Saviour  on  his  lips  !  l>ut  the  con- 
gregation, though  ignorant  of  thai  piofaiiatioii,  knew  that  the  demon, 
even  on  the  scallold,  endured  neilhi'r  rt'niorsu  nor  penitence;  and 
therefore,  natuial,  and  just,  and  proper  shouts  of  Iniman  vengi-ance 
assailed  the  savage  coward,  and  excommunicated  him  from<Mircom- 
inoti  lot  liy  yells  of  abhorrcnct;  that  delivered  his  body  over  to  the 
hangman,  and  his  soul  to  Sntau.*' 

*  No  BK^riitlon  had  excited  no  much  intereiit  in  Scotland  for  rnnny  yearn.  Sir  Walter  Rcott 
Ibus  chrunicleJ  it  in  hi«  hinry  :■-'■  Hiir.c.  tli«  murdi-rnr,  waji  h.incid  thin  morninc.  The  mob, 
which  wnii  iinnienre.  deniand''d  Knox  and  lliire  bill  thnuph  ([reedy  for  iniire  victiina.  rcrcivaJ 
with  >houtj<  the  rolitsry  wretch  who  foiiml  hl^  way  to  the  (.'alloWH  out  of  five  or  hix  who  i.eiiiii 
not  ienn  cuilty  than  he.''  Anotlier  acroiinl,  which  I  received  fripni  a  jierhon  who  wa»  |iri'Kinl, 
wa»  that  over  'Jd.lHKI  prrnonii  witnemiej  the  execution  When  Biirke  opnc-in  J  on  the  ncallold 
Iherv  Bfone  wild  rhoutu  an  if  from  ten  thoiiimnd  niiMiillancoiin  voicen.  of  '  llinhr  hint  !-  flirt 
kim  no  Titpr  — llavg  thr  <it/i<Tii  —  II  htrr  nrr  h'nm  mitl  lliirr  7"  When  In-  wim  turned  off',  a 
lend  crv  of  joy  rent  the  air.  At  each  convuluve  motion  of  the  bodv,  in  the  aconicK  of  den'.h. 
Ilie  multili'de  (houlcd  thoir  delif>ht,— huzzamt;  aii  if  .'or a  viclory.   When  the  body  uf  the  erim 
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Shepherd.  Yet  a  puir,  senseless,  heartless  driveller  in  the  Ci)urant, 
I  observed,  writing  for  a  penny  a  iiiic,  syinpatheezed  with  tlio 
Throttler,  and  daui'd  to  abuse  that  pious  congngiition  as  a  ferocinus 
mob.  Yea!  llie  pitiful  hypocrite  aljsolutely  called  bloody  Burke 
'•  their  victim  "! ! 

l^ickhr.  The  whining  cur  deserved  to  be  half-hanged  for  his  cant, 
atiii  resuscitated  to  his  senses  iu  Dr.  Knox's  shambles.  Tliat  con- 
gregation of  twenty  thousand  souls  was  the  most  respectable  ever 
assembled  at  an  execution  ;  and  had  they  stood  mute  at  a  moment 
when  nature  demandid  they  should  salute  the  immster  with  curses 
both  loud  and  deep,  they  would  have  been  traitors  to  the  trust  con- 
fided to  every  human  heart,  and  brutally  insensible  to  the  "  deep 
damnation  of  iheir  taking  oft',"  whom  week  after  week  "  the  victim'' 
had  smothered  with  those  lingers  now  clutched  in  prayer,  forsooth, 
but  at  home  and  free  from  awkwaidness  only  when  engaged  in  mur- 
der;  and  then  uniting  a  delicacy  with  a  strength  of  touch  decisively 
indicative  of  the  hand  of  a  master. 

Shepherd.  Independently  o'  a'  you  hae  sae  wee)  said,  sir,  only  think 
o'  the  satisfaction  o'  safety  to  the  whole  city — a  selfish  but  unco 
natural  satisfaction — in  riddance  o'  the  monster.  Had  he  no  been 
found  out,  wha  mightna  hae  been  Burked,  Uared,  Macdougal'd,  and 
Knoxed,  during  the  current  year  ? 

North.  James  Hogg,  to  a  dead  certainty. 

Shepherd.  Poo!  Puir  folk  thocht  o'  themselves  in  the  fate  o'  the 
saxteen  corpses — o'  their  fathers  and  mithers,  and  aiblins  idiot  brith- 
ers  or  sisters — and  therefore  they  hissed  and  shouted,  and  waved 
their  haiins  and  hats  aboon  their  heads,  as  soon  as  the  carcass  o'  the 
ruffian  blackened  on  the  scaffold. 

Tickler.  And  the  beautiful  and  eternal  fitness  of  thincs  was  exem- 
jdilied  to  their  souls'  full  desires,  iu  the  rope  dangling  over  his  organ 
of  destructiveness  — 

North.  In  the  knot  fastened — I  was  glad  to  hear — behind  his  neck 
to  keep  him  in  pain  — 

Shepherd.  In  Hangy's  allooin'  him  only  three  inches  o'  a  fa'  — 

Tickler.  In  the  funny  fashion  of  his  nightcap — put  on  between 
eight  and  nine  iu  the  morning,  when  other  people  have  taken  their.-s 

oir— 

Shepherd.  And  feenally,  in  that  consummating  swing,  "here  we 
go  round  al)i)Ut,  round  about" — and  that  drawin'  up  o'  the  knees, 
that  tells  death's  doure — and  the  labor  o'  the  luuifs  in  aironv,  when 

ina!  hung  motionless  from  the  pallows,  except  as  it  was  pendulously  swayed  to  and  fro  by 
the  wind  or  its  own  weight,  delight,  inttead  of  awe-struck  horror,  ajipeareJ  to  move  the  thou- 
sands who  gazed  at  it.  At  la»t.  when  the  body  was  cut  down,  there  burst  three  cheer-s  of 
hearty  applause  from  all,  and  if  ever  the  ia^t  minister  of  the  law  werp  popular,  i^  T»'a8  at  that 
0  iment. — M. 
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vou  can  breathe  neithei"  through  mouth  i.^r  nostrils,  and  a'  your  in- 
side is  \vori<iii'  like  a  barmy  barrel. 

North.  Did  the  Courant  idiot  e.xpect  that  the  wh^le  congregation 
were  to  have  melted  into  tears  at  tlie  patlietic  appearance  i>f  "  their 
victim?"  The  {Scottish  people — and  it  was  an  assemblage  of  the 
Scottish  people — are  not  such  slaves  of  the  hour.  They  will  not 
suffer  the  Voice  of  deep-alihorring  nature  to  be  stifled  within  tlieni  by 
the  decencies  due  to  a  hideous  nian-nionster  under  the  hands  of  the 
hangman.  Priests  may  pray,  and  niauistrates  tnay  beckon,  as  in 
duty  bound  ;  but  the  waves  of  the  sra  '•  flowed  not  back  when  Canute 
gHve  c(jmniand  " ;  and,  in  spite  of  clerical  and  lay  authorities,  the 
people  behaved  in  every  way  worthy  of  their  national  character. 

Shepherd.  Then  think  o'  sympathy,  sir,  woikin'  in  the  power  c' 
antipathy — twenty  thousand  sowles  a'  inflamed  wi'  ae  passion — and 
that  passion  eye-fed  even  to  gloatin'  and  gluttony  by  the  sight  o' 
'■  their  victim."  O,  sirs,  hoo  men's  sowles  fiver  through  their  een  ! 
In  love  or  hate  — 

Tickler.  1  am  credibly  informed,  James,  that  several  blind  men 
went  to  see  iiu'ke  hanged. 

Shepherd.  That  was  real  curious.  They  had  kent  intuitively,  }  ou 
see,  that  there  was  to  be  a  tremendous  shootin'.  They  went  to 
hear  him  han<^'d.  But  what  for  had  na  ye  a  lang  article  embracin' 
the  sul ject  ? 

North.  Tho  Edinburgh  newspapers,  especially  the  Mercury  and 
Clironicle,  were  >>o  powerful  and  picturesque,  that  really,  James, 
nothing  was  left  f<jr  me  to  say  ;  lusides,  1  did  not  see  how  i  could 
with  propriety  interfere  with  the  wish  to  hang  Hare,  or  any  one 
else  im[>lioatcd  in  the  sbxtcen  murders;  and  therefiM-e,  during  law 
proi-ecdiiigs,  meditated,  or  attempted,  I  kept  mute.  All  these  lieing 
now  at  all  end,  my  month  may  be  inisealed  ;  but,  at  jiresent,  I  have 
reallv  liltK^  to  say  on  the  sixteen  siilijects. 

Shepherd.   Weel,  let's  hear  that  little. 

North.  First  and  foremost,  tin-  Lord  Advocate  and  Sherifl*,  and 
all  tliK  law\  ers  of  the  town,  did  their  duty  thorouL;hty  and  fearlessly; 
and  so  did  all  tlu^  lawyers  for  their  piisoiu^rs,  Messrs.  MoiiericlF, 
('ockbuni,  Maciieil,  liobertson,  and  others;  and  so  did  llu'  jmy. 
Till- jurv  might,  with  safe  conscience,  have  found  Macdougal  guilty  ; 
I'lit  with  a  safe  conscience,  ihey  found  the  liliel  in  her  case.  Nut 
J'roven.     They  did  what,  on  the  whole,  was  peiluijis  liest. 

She/ihird.    I  tioot  that. 

Tirkkr.  S(»  do  I. 

North.  So  pirha[>sdid  they  ;  }>iit  let  her  live.  Death  is  one  jmn- 
i^hmeiit,  Life  aiiotlier.  bi  admitting  Hare  to  be  king's  evidence, 
the  Lord  Advocate  did  that  which  alone  could  have  ln-ou-iit  I'.urke  to 
iho  gallows.       Otherwise,   the  whole  gang  would    have  escaped,  and 
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might  havo  l)ooii  ;it  imirdtT  this  vory  iii;i;)it.  In  iiirlmliiijT  the  thr"e 
ohiirircs  ill  one  indii'tiiieiit,  his  h)rdship  was  iiifliioiiccd  s(ih;iy  hy  that 
feclinix  for  tlie  prisoners,  which  a  hiiMi;ine.  and  eniinhfeiu'd  man  may 
entertain  even  for  the  must  atrocious  criminal,  consistently  with  jus- 
tice. Their  counsel  chose  otherwise,  and  the  event  was  the  same. 
The  attempt  to  try  Hare,  at  first  appeared  to  me  infamous  ;  but  in 
that  I  showed  inv  iiinoriince,  for  Mr.  Sandtord  made  out  a  stronir 
case  ;  but  Mr.  Macneil's  masterly  argument  was  irresistible,  and  iho 
decision  of  the  judges  entirely  right — although  I  do  not  say  that  the 
view  of  the  law  so  aMy  given  by  Lords  Alloway  and  Gillies  was 
wrong.  As  to  any  wish  in  any  quarter  to  shape  the  proceedings  so 
as  to  shield  Dr.  Knox,  that  idea  is  mere  childishness  and  alisurdity, 
and  fit  only  for  the  old  women  whom  Burke  and  Hare  did  not  mur- 
der. 

Shepherd.  I'm  glad  to  hear  o'  that,  sir  ;  and  since  you  say't,  it 
maun  be  true.     But  what  o'  Dr.  Knox  ? 

North.  The  system  established  and  acted  on  in  the  dissecting- 
rooms  of  that  anatomist  is  manifestly  of  the  most  savage,  brutal, 
and  dreadful  character.  It  is  allowed  by  all  parties,  that  not  a  sin- 
gle question  was  ever  put — or  if  ever,  mere  mockery — to  the 
wretches  who  came  week  after  week  with  uninterred  bodies 
crammed  into  tea-chests — but  that  each  corpse  was  eagerly  received, 
and  fresh  orders  issued  for  more.  Nor  is  there  any  reason  to  be- 
lieve, but  every  reason  to  believe  the  contrary,  that  had  the  mur- 
derers brougtit  sixty  instead  of  sixteen  murdered  corpses,  they 
would  not  hive  met  an  instant  market. 

Shepherd.    Feaisome — fear>ome  ! 

Tickler.  We  shall  suppose,  then,  that  not  a  shade,  however  slight, 
of  suspicion  ever  crossed  Dr.  Knox's  mind,  or  the  minds  of  his 
assistants.  What  follows]  That  they  knew  that  the  poorer  inhab- 
itants of  Edinburgh  were  all  of  them  not  only  willing,  but  most 
eager  to  sell  the  bodies  of  their  husbands,  wives,  l)r<»thers,  and  sis- 
ters, and  sweethearts,  and  relations  in  general  :  ftir  if  these  two 
miscreants  could,  in  little  more  than  eight  months,  purchase  from 
off  the  deathbed  sixteen  corpses,  pray  how  many  might  have  been 
purchased  in  that  time  by  a  sufficient  numl)er  of  ;igents  ?  Unless 
the  practice  of  selling  the  dead  were  almost  universal,  and  known  l)y 
Dr,  Knox  and  his  assistants  to  be  so,  uninterred  body  after  unin- 
terred iiody  iiMiight  to  them  thus  must  have  struck  them  with  sur- 
prise and  astonishment.* 

•  Dr.  Robert  Tomss.  of  New  Yorlc.  -who  studied  medicine  and  s-ircery  at  Kilinbur;;h.  (183(1- 
IfilO)  and  associated  with  ma:.y  medical  men  who  (a*  connected  with  their  own  prof'ssioii,) 
had  full  knowledge  of.  and  fiequently  conversed  about,  the.se  occurrences,  then  coiiip.iratively 
recent,  has  been  so  obligine  aK  to  correct  my  general  recollection  by  his  own  more  minute  and 
recent  inforinatio:.  Dr.  Koburt  Knox,  who  resided  at  10  Sur^'con  .Square.  JOdinburt;li.  had 
one  of  the  mo»t  extensive  private  ai  atomical  collections  in  Kurope.  lie  wa.-.  an  ailiriir.iHe 
dcj)oD«trator,  as  a  lecturer  on  anatomy  ha*  had    few  equal;-,    and   his  class   wa.s    ihe   l;'te';»t 
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Shepherd.  That's  conclusive,  sir. 

North.  How,  in  the  nature  of  tilings,  could  Duike  and  TTare  have 
been  believed  endowed  with  an  instinct  that  led  theia  t->  sixteen  dif- 
ferent houses  in  eight  months,  where  the  inmates  were  ready  to  sell 
their  dead  to  the  doctors?  Did  Dr.  Knox  and  liis  assistants  believe 
that  these  two  wretches  were  each  like  a  vulture 

"  So  scented  the  Grim  Featuip,  and  upturn'd 
His  nostril  wide  into  the  murky  air, 
Sagacious  of  his  quarry  from  afiir" — 

that  they  dropped  in  at  every  sick-room,  and  sounded  the  sitters  by 
the  d\  iiig  lied,  to  know  if  ihey  v^ere  disposed  in  the  event  of  death, 
for  a  Yew  pounds  to  let  the  corpse  be  crammed  into  a  tea-chest,  and 
off  to  the  doctors  1 

Shejjhrr'l.  1  canua  say  ;  but  they  can  best  answer  the  question 
themsells  — 

North.  Av,  and  they  >liall  be  made  to  answer  the  question, /or /7ie 
subject  ahull  be  prohed  (o  the  bollom,  nor  shall  either  fear  or  favor  hin- 
der me  from  spreading  the  result  ail  over  Europe. 

Shepherd.   Ay,  America,  Asia,  and  Africa  too 

North.  The  Edinburgh  jiajiers  have  spoken  out  manfully,  and  Dr. 
Knox  stands  arraigned  at  the  bar  of  the  public,  his  accuser  being- 
Human  Nature. 

Shi/iherd.   Of  what  is  he  accused  ? 

North,  lie  is  ordered  to  open  his  mouth  and  speak,  or  I)e  for  ever 
dumb.  Sixieiii  uninterred  bodies — tor  the  present  I  sink  the  word 
muidert'd — have  been  purchased,  within  nine  months,  liy  him  and 
his,  from  the  two  iirntal  wretches  who  lived  by  that  tratie.  Lit  hini 
jirove,  to  the  conviction  of  all  reasonable  men,  that  it  was  impossible 
he  could  su>pect  any  evil, — that  the  practice  of  selling  the  dead  was 

in  the  world.  It  was  nececnary  that  he  Khould  have  a  constant  supply  of  subjects.  The  law, 
an  it  then  utooil.  (it  ha*  nincn  been  altered,)  threw  ifii|iediiiient8  in  his  way  as  to  obtaining  his 
tnpply.  It  iiidoubtful  whether  he  really  had  any  suspicion  of  the  unfair  means  by  which 
Burke  and  Hare  came  in  posi-ession  of  so  many  dead  boJies,  in  such  an  unwonted  condition  o( 
frenhnewi.  Mr.  Klli»,  his  own  lawyer,  slated  (years  alter  the  execution  of  fiurke,)  that  he.  for 
one,  acqu^rted  Dr.  Knox  ol  any  t'uilt,  arisinK  from  complicity.  Itut,  on  one  occasion  on 
»hov/i  E  a  •.ubject  to  a  friend,  Knox  said.  'There's  a  body  that  never  touched  urmind.' 
Knox's  house  waji  putted  hy  the  mob  durinj;  the  exiiiemenl  caused  by  the  discovery  of  the 
Kurke  and  llnre  murder,  lie  continued  in  l-;dinhur(;h  fur  several  years  ;ifier  this,  but  not 
without  having  sulfered  roi  «id.-rably  in  hi«  reputntimi,  Hltliou^h  his  popularity  wilh  his  pu- 
pils w«ji  gndiiiuiiished.  He  hnaily  migrated  to  l.onilo  >,  wliere  h«  becaiiw  a  sort  of  itinerant 
lecturer-— c hie II v  on  Kthnolngy.  |  am  luriher  i'  debled  to  Dr.  'I'omes,  who  studied  under  him, 
for  the  infortnatio  that  Knox  was  of  middle-sized  slaiure,  ineat.'re  in  person,  and  with  n  siiii»- 
ter  expn's»ion  of  countenance  arismt'  Iroiii  the  lo^s  of  an  eye  ;  lh.it  his  face  was  rouKh  like  a 
nutmeR-Rrater :  hiscounte  ance  flexible,  and  not  delicient  in  expreMMon;  his  mouth  curiou-ly 
piifkered  up.  As  a  lecturer  ho  was  accustomed  (liKe  Abernelhy  of  Ijondun  )  to  ui-e  ilio  most 
faiiiKiar  lancuace.  His  voice  wnji  full  and  clear  ;  hi')  illii«trations  striking  from  their  very 
timplicity.  He  had  va«t  professional  knowle.l|;e,  and  the  jiower  ol  readily  communuatin;;  it 
toolliers.  Ills  attire  was  very  unprofcKiional— Ko:;erally  in  the  jockey  style,  with  a  uiiarf 
neck  tie,  a  fla-hy  vest,  and  a  cut-a-way  coat.  In  l»'i\  the  time  of  the  criiiici  whirl  (;s  e  hin 
name  so  much  notoriety.  Dr.  Knox  wa«  not  forty  years  old.— .M. 
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so  gv'iuMal,  as  to  bo  almost  universal  among  the  po'H-  of  this  city, — • 
and  lliat  lie  knew  it  to  be  so — and  then  we  shall  send  his  vindication 
abioad  on  all  the  winds  of  heaven. 

2'icklcr.  Does  lie  ilare  to  pri-sume  to  command  all  niaid;ind  to  ba 
ninte  on  such  a  series  of  dii-adful  transactions  1  Does  he  not  know 
that  he  stands,  at  this  hour,  in  the  most  hideous  predicament  in 
which  a  man  can  stami — in  that  of  the  suspected  aceomj>lice  or  en. 
coiirajfer  of  unparalleled  murderers] 

North.  If  wholly  and  entirely  innocent,  he  need  not  fear  that  he 
shall  be  able  to  establisli  his  innocence.  Give  me  the  materials,  and 
1  will  do  it  for  him  ;  but  he  is  not  now  the  victim  of  some  wild  and 
foolish  calumny;  the  whole  woild  shudders  at  the  transactions  ;  and 
none  but  a  base,  blind,  brutal  beast  can  at  this  moment  dare  to  de- 
clare "  Dr.  Kno.\  stands  free  from  all  suspicion  of  being  accessory 
to  murder." 

Shepherd.  Your   offer  to  vindicate  him  is  like  yourself,  sir, — and 
tis  like  youiself  to  ulter  the  sentiments  that  hav«  now  flowed  from 
your  feailess  lips. 

North.  If  innocent,  still  he  caused  those  murders.  But  for  tho 
accursed  system  he  and  his  assistants  acted  on,  only  two  or  three 
experimental  murders  would  have  been  perpetrated — unless  we 
must  believe  that  other — nay,  all  other  lecturers  would  have  done 
as  he  did,  which,  in  my  belief,  would  be  wickedly  to  belie  the  charac- 
ter of  our  anatomists. 

Shepherd.  \>,\  true  that  his  class  received  him,  in  consequence  of 
these  horrid  disclosures,  with  three  cheers? 

North,  'i'hough  almost  incredible,  it  is  true.  But  that  savage  yell 
within  those  V)lood-stained  walls,  is  no  more  to  the  voice  of  the 
pulilic,  than  so  much  squeaking  and  grunting  in  a  pig-sty  during  a 
storm  of  thunder.  Besides,  many  of  those  who  thus  disgraced 
themselves  and  their  human  nature,  were  implicated  in  the  charge; 
and  instead  of  serving  to  convince  any  t)ne,  out  of  the  shambles,  of 
their  own  or  their  lecturei's  innocence,  it  has  had,  and  must  have 
had,  the  very  o[)po.site  efli'Ct — exhibiting  a  rufilan  recklessness  of 
general  opinion  and  feeling  on  a  most  appalling  subject,  as  yet  alto 
gether  unexplained,  and,  as  many  think,  incapable  of  any  explana- 
tion that  will  remove  from  the  public  mind,  even  in  its  calmest 
mood,  the  most  horrible  and  damning  suspicions.  The  shouts  and 
cheers  at  Buike's  appearance  on  the  scafTold,  were  right — human 
n.iture  being  ccjiistiiuted  as  it  is — but  the  shouts  and  cheers  on  Dr. 
Knox's  appearance  at  the  table  where  so  many  of  Burke's  victims 
had  been  dissected,  after  having  been  murdered,  were  "horrible, 
most  horrible,"  and  calculated — whatever  may  be  their  cfiect  on 
more  thinking  minds  —  to  coidirm  in  those  of  the  populace  the  con- 
viction   that   they  are  all   a  gang  of  murderers  together,  and  deter 
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miiu'd  to  insult,,  in  horrid  exultation,  till  the  deepest  feelings  of  hu- 
i.ianity — without  which  a  people  would  V)e  a  mob  more  fierce  and 
It'll  than  the  concentrated  essence  of  the  Burkes,  the  Hares,  and  the 
MacddUgals. 

Shejjherd.  Ae  thing's  plain — that  whatever  may  be  the  case  wi' 
ilhei  anatonii.sts,  here  or  elsewhere.  Dr.  Knox  at  least  has  nae  right 
to  ca'  on  tlie  legi^Iatu!■e  fur  some  legal  provision  for  the  procuiin' o' 
dead  bodies  for  dissection.  'J  he  legislature,  on  the  ither  hand,  has 
a  better  light  to  era' on  him  for  a  revision  o'  the  laws  regnlatin'  his 
ain  system.  Some  writers,  I  see,  blame  the  magistrates  o'  Edin- 
burgh, and  some  the  polish,  and  some  the  London  Parliament  House, 
for  a'  thae  murders — but  I  caiina  help  blamin',  especially,  Burke  and 
Hare — and  neist  to  them  Dr.  Knox  and  his  assistants.  Naebody 
belifVes  in  ghosts  in  tonus,  but  (i\evy  body  believes  in  ghosts  in  the 
kiiitra.  Lei  either  Hare  or  Knox  sleep  a'  night  in  a  lamly  wood, 
wi'  the  wund  roarin'  in  tlie  tap  liranches  u'  the  pines,  and  cheepin  in 
the  side  anes,  and  by  skreich  o'  day  he  will  be  seen  flyin'  wi'  his 
hair  on  end,  and  his  een  jumjiin'  out  o'  their  sockets,  doon  into  the 
nearest  toon,  pursued,  as  he  thinks,  by  saxteen  ghaists  a'  in  a  row 
wi'  Daft  Jamie  at  their  head,  caperin'  like  a  paralytic  as  he  was, 
and  lanching  like  to  split,  wi'  a  mouth  drawn  a'  to  the  ae  side,  at  the 
doctor  or  the  doctor's  man,  distracted  at  the  sicht  o' sae  mony  spirits 
deniaiidiu'  back  their  ain  atomies. 

2^'orlli.  It  is  an  ugly  business  altogether,  James;  far  worse  than 
the  Chaldean  MS. 

Shciiherd.   Ah  !  you  deevil  ! 

Ticklir.  HoIIdw.  North,  into  the  ear  of  Dionysius,  that  Ambrose 
may  appear  like  a  spirit,  and  sweep  away  7-i'/i(jincis  Uaiuinin. 

Norlli.  Mall  is  the  slave  of  habit.  So  accustomed  have  1  been  to 
pull  this  worsted  bell-mpe,  that  1  never  n-nunilier  the  ear.  Am- 
brose !   Ambrose!   JIo  ivru  !  [Eider  Si<jnur  Auuku&io.) 

2'icklcr.   Picardy,  wheel  out,  and  wheel  in. 

(PicAHDY  (ivd  Sir  David  Gam  vlicrl  out  the  oUoikj  Siipper- 
Tiihlc  Ihratujli  the  J'oldiui/  JJoors.  oiid  the  Circular  Cilentilt 
Marble  Slab  into  a  wunucr  :liiiiale.) 

Shiplitrd.  Ill  another  month,  sirs,  the  Forest  will  be  as  green  as 
the  Miminer  sea  rolling  in  its  foam-crested  waves  in  moonlight.  You 
maim  come  c)iif.     You  maun  baiih  come  out  this  spring. 

North.  I  will.  Kvery  breath  of  air  we  draw  is  terri'strialized  or 
ethirealized  bv  imaf,'ination.  Unr  siiburlian  air,  round  aiioiit  J'Min- 
liurgh,  especially  down  towaids  the  seti,  must  i>e  piircf,  James;  and 
yet,  my  fancy  being  haunted  by  these  easterly  haars.  the  fimst 
atiiiospliere  f.fteii  seems  to  me  afloat  wilh  lh»^  foulest  atoms.  My 
iiioiilli  i->  as  a  vortex,  that  engulfs  all  the  stray  wool  and  fratluMS  in 
Nui..  ill.-     17 
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the  \ioiiiity.  In  llic  counliy,  and  nowluTc  more  than  on  the  Tweed 
or  the  Yarrow,  I  inhale  always  the  gas  of  Paradise.  I  look  alioiit 
nie  for  flowers,  and  1  see  none — bnt  feel  the  breath  of  thousands. 
Country  smoke  from  eottages  or  kilns,  or  burning  heather,  is  not 
like  town  smoke.  It  ascends  into  clouds  on  which  angels  and  de- 
parted spirits  may  repose. 

Slii'pI.erd.   O'  a'  kintra  sonns,  which  do  you  like  best,  sir? 

Aorf/i.  The  crowing  of  cocks  before,  at,  and  after  sunrise.  They 
are  like  clocks  all  set  by  the  sun.  Some  hoarsely  scrauehing, 
.lames — some  with  a  long,  clear,  silver  chimt — and  now  and  then  a 
bit  bantam  crowing  twice  for  the  statelier  clianlicleer's  once — and, 
by  fancy's  eye,  seen  strutting  and  sidling  np,  in  his  im[)udence,  to 
hens  of  the  largest  size,  not  unaverse  to  the  flirtation  of  the  feathery- 
legged  coxcomb. 

Shepherd.  Few  folk  hae  seen  oftener  than  me  Natur'  gettin'  up 
i'  the  mornin'.  It's  no  possible  to  help  personifyin'  her  flr^t  into  a 
goddess,  and  then  into  a  humati  — 

l^ickler.  Thi're  again,  James. 

Shepherd.  She  sleeps  a'  nicht  in  her  claes,  yet  they're  rtever 
nmkled  ;  her  awakening  face  she  turns  up  dewy  to  the  sun,  and 
Zephyr  wipes  it  wi'  his  wing  without  disturbin'  its  dreamy  expres- 
sion ;  never  see  ye  her  hair  in  papers,  for  crisp  and  curly,  far- 
strt-amin'  and  wide-wavin'  are  her  locks,  as  alternate  shadows  and 
sunbeams  dancin'  on  the  dancin'  music  o'  some  joyous  river  roUin' 
awa  to  the  far-aff"  sea ;  her  ee  is  heaven — her  brow  the  marbled 
clouds,  and  after  a  lang  doon-gazing,  serene  and  spiritual  look  o' 
hersell,  breathin'  her  orison-prayers,  in  the  reflectin'  magic  o'  some 
loch  like  an  inland  ocean,  stately  steps  she  frae  the  East,  and  a'  that 
meet  her — mair  especially  the  Poet,  wha  diaps  doon  amid  the 
heather  in  devotion  on  his  knees — kens  that  she  is  indeed  the  Queen 
of  the  wliole  Universe. 

Tickler.   Incedit  Regina. 

North.  Then  what  a  bnakfast  at  Mount  Benger,  after  a  stroll  to 
and  fro'  the  Loch!  One  devours  the  most  material  breakfast 
spiritually  ;  and  none  of  the  ethereal  particles  are  lost  in  such  a 
nual. 

Shepherd.  Ethereal  particles!     What  are  they  like? 

North.  Of  the  soul,  James.  Wordswoith  says,  in  his  own  beau- 
tiful way,  of  a  sparrow's  nest, 

"  Look,  five  blue  eggs  are  gleaming  there! 
Few  visions  liave  I  seen  more  fair, 
Nor  many  j)i<»p]K'ct8  of  dtliglit 
More  toucLiug  iLau  that  simple  eight  I" 

But  five  or  six,  or  perhaps  a  dozen,  white  hen-eggs  gleaming  there — 
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nil  on  a  most  lovely,  a  most  beautiful,  a  most  glorious  round  white 
jilate  of  crockery — is  a  sight  even  more  simple  and  more  touching 
8liil. 

Tickler.  "What  a  difference  between  caller  eggs  and  caller 
baddies! 

North.  About  the  same  as  between  a  rural  lassie  step])ing  along 
the  grt'eiisward,  like  a  walking  rose  or  lily  endued  with  life  liy  tlie 
♦oiicli  of  a  fairy's  wand,  and  a  lodging-house  Girrzzie  laying  down  a 
bakie  fii'  o'  ashes  at  the  mouth  of  a  common  stair. 

Shipherd.   North — you're  a  curious  cretur. 

Tickler.  You  must  excuse  hiai — for  he  is  getting  into  his  pleasant 
thoui/h  somewhat  prosy  dotage. 

IShepla'rd.  A'  tni-n  liegin  to  get  into  a  kind  o'  dotage  after  five- 
aiid-twenty.  Tln-y  think  tlieirst-ils  wiser,  liut  they're  only  stupider. 
The  gh>ry  o'  the  heaven  and  earth  has  a'  flown  by  ;  there's  some- 
thing gaiie  wrang  wi'  the  macliinery  o' the  peiistrcphic  panorama, 
and  it'll  no  gang  roun' — nor  is  there  ony  great  matter,  for  the 
colors  hae  faded  on  the  canvas,  and  the  spirit  that  pervaded  the 
jiieture  is  dead. 

Tickler.   Poo,  poo,  James.     Yf)u're  haverin. 

North.  Do  you  think,  my  dear  James,  that  there  is  less  religion 
now  than  of  fild  in  Scotland? 

Sliephcrd.  I  really  <anna  say,  sir.  At  times  I  lliink  there  is  even 
less  sunshine;  at  lia-t.  that  a'  that  intensely  Initht  kind  oi"  licavenly 
licht  that  used  to  waukcn  inc;  in  the,  mornings  wluii  a  boy,  by 
dancin'  on  my  fice,  is  extinct,  or  withdrawn  to  anitlur  planet;  and 
yet  reason  serves  to  convince  me  that  the  sim  canna  he  mu(;kle  the 
waur  o'  haen  been  shining  these  forty  last  years  o'  his  life,  and  that 
the  fault  maiMi  lie  in  the  pupil  o'  the  iris  o'  my  twa  aiild  hazy  een 
— neither  can  1  see  cause  why  dew-draps  and  hiaeherries  should  l)e 
jess  heaiitifu'  than  o'  yore,  though  certain  sure  they  seem  sae — and 
warst  o'  a',  the  faces  o'  the  fairest  maidens,  whether  in  smiles  or  in 
tears,  seem  noo  a  days  to  want  that  inexpressihie  spiiito'  joy  or 
grief — a  loveliness  hreathefi  on  them  from  climes  and  reiiions  afar 
—  that  used  to  gar  my  luait  (piake  \\illiin  me  w  In  never  I  eanio 
within  the  halm  o'  their  breath,  or  the  waving  o'  theii-  hair — \  et  I 
Wall  fain  helieve,  for  the  sake  o'  the  Flowers  o'  the  l"\irest,  that  rapt 
youth  still  sees  the  beauty  that  some  film  (;i  other  "low  veils  from 
my  eye><. 

Tirklir.    I  leu  I  ! 

Sheiiherit.  And  v\hich  tliey  must  see  ncvei  ?iiore,  till  .'iflerlhe  shades 
o'  death  they  re<ipen  with  renovated  power  in  heaven.  Auld  folk, 
I  remember,  in  my  \oulh,  wcmc  aye  complainin'  o'  some  great  loss 
— some  total  takin;:  away — soim-  dim  eclipse  just  as  we,  sirs,  aflen 
do  now — then  1  liiuched  to  hear  ihein,  Imt  n^'W  I  eouM  anuusl  weep! 
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Alas!  even  memory  o'  the  Trystiiifr  Hour  is  but  a  dream  of  a 
dream!  But  what  a  dream  it  was  !  I  never  see  "amilk-whito 
thorn"  without  fa'in'  into  a  strange  swoon  o'  the  soul,  as  if  she  were 
stru'fjTlin^f  to  renew  her  youth,  and  swarf'd  awa'  in  tlie  unavailing 
effort  to  renew  the  mysterious  hiws  o'  natur. 

N'irth.  1  fear  there  is   less  superstition  now,  James,  in  the  pea 
sant's   heart  than  of  old — that   the  nnde-rstanding    has  invaded  tho 
glimmering  n'iilms  of  the  imngination. 

Shepherd.  Tak  ony  religious  feeling,  and  keep  intensifying  it  by 
the  power  o'  solitary  meditation,  and  you  feel  it  growin'  into  a 
superstitious  ane — and  in  like  manner  get  deeper  and  deeper  into 
the  heart  o'  the  mystery  o'  a  superstitious  ane,  and -you  then  dis- 
cover ir  to  be  religions  !  Mitid  being  nursed  in  matter  must  aye  be 
superstitious.  Superstition  is  like  the  gloom  round  a  great  oak 
tree,  lieligion  is  like  the  tree  ilsell — darkenin'  the  earth  wi' 
branches  growin'  by  means  o'  the  licht  o'  heaven. 

Norlli.  1  fear  Christianity,  James,  is  loo  often  taught  merely  as  a 
system  of  morals. 

Shepherd.  That's  the  root  o'  the  evil,  sir,  where  there  is  evil  in 
Scotland.  Such  ministers  deaden,  by  their  [dain,  prjietieal  [)reaching, 
the  sulilimest  aspirations  of  the  soul — and  llnis  is  tlu^  Bilile  in  the 
poor  man's  house  often  "  shorn  of  its  beams."  There  is  mair 
sleepin'  in  kirks  noo  than  of  old — though  the  sermons  are  shorter — 
and  the  private  worship  throughout  all  the  parish  insensibly  loses 
its  unction  aiieath  a  eauld-rife  moral  preacher.  Many  fountains  are 
shut  up  in  men's  hearts  that  used  to  flow  perennially  to  the  touch  o' 
fear.  It's  a  salutaiy  state  aye  to  feel  anesell,  when  left  to  anesell 
a  helpless  simier.  How  piide  hardens  a'  the  heart!  and  how  hu- 
mility saftens  it!  till  like  a  meadow  it  is  owerrun  wi'  thousands  o' 
lionnie  wee  modest  flovvers^ — flock  succeeding  flock,  and  aye  some 
visible,  peepin'  ever  through  the  winter  snaws  ! 

North.  I  fear,  James,  that  a  sort  of  silly  superficial  religion  is 
dIHiisiiig  iiseif  very  widely  over  Edinburgh. 

Shejjhenl.  Especially,  which  is  a  pity,  over  the  young  leddios, 
who  are  afraid  to  wear  feathers  on  their  heads,  or  pearlins  on  their 
bosoujs — sae  great  is  the  sin  o'  adornin'  the  flesh. 

No^th.  The  self-dubbed  evangelicals  are  not  very  consistent  on 
that  score,  James — for  saw  ye  ever  one  of  the  set  to  whom  nature 
had  given  good  ankles  that  did  not  wear  rather  shortish  petticojits; 
or  one  gummy,  that  did  not  carefully  conceal  her  clumsiness  alike 
from  saint  aiid  sinner  ? 

Shepherd.  Puir  things!  natur'  will  work  within  them — and  even 
them  that  forsakes  the  warld,  as  they  ca't,  hae  a  gude  stomach  for 
Borne  o'  the  grossest  o'  its  enjc^ynients,  sic  as  eatin'  and  drinkin',  and 
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Iviii'  on  sofas  or  in  bed  a'  day,  in  a  sort  o'  sonsu.il  doze,  which  they 
pretend  to  think  spiritual — forsakin'  the  warid,  indeed  ! 

North.  I  never  yet  knew  one  instance  of  a  truly  pretty  girl  for- 
saking the  world,  except,  perhaps,  that  her  hair  luigiit  have  time  to 
jrrow.  atur  havin<j  been  shaven  in  a  fevt-r — or  — 

Shepherd.  Or  a  sudden  change  o'  fashion,  when  she  cudna  afn)rd 
to  l)uy  new  things,  and  iherelbre  pretended  to  be  unusually  religious 
for  a  season — wearyin'  a'  the  time  for  the  sicht  o'  some  male  cretur 
in  her  suburban  retirement,  were  it  only  for  the  fice  o'  the  young 
baker  wha  brings  the  baps  in  the  morning  wi'  a  hairy  cap  on — or 
some  swarth  Italian  callant  wi'  a  board  o'  images. 

Tickler.  Yes — religious  ladies  nevir  recollect  that  eating  for  the 
sake  of  eating,  and  not  for  mere  nonrishninnt,  is  the  grossest  of  all 
sensualities.  It  never  occurs  to  them  that  in  greedily  and  glut- 
tonously cramming  in  fat  things  down  their  gratified  gullets,  they 
are  at  each  mouthl'ul  virtually  breaking  all  the  ten  commandments. 

North.   All  washed  over  with  ale  and  porter! 

Shepherd.   Into  ane  stomach  like  the  Dead  Sea.     Maist  nauseous  ! 

Tickler.  Salmon,  hodiie-pudge,  peas  and  pnrk.  goose  and  apple- 
sauce, plum-puiJding  and  toasted  cheese,  all  filiating  in  a  s(pla^h  of 
malt  in  the  stomach  of  an  evangelical  young  lady,  who  has  forsaken 
the  w-.rld  ! 

Shipherd.  There's  nae  denying  that  maist  o'  them's  gutsy.  But 
the  niarried  evangelical  leddies  are  waur  than  the  young  anes  ;  for 
ttiey  «gg  on  their  husbands  to  be  as  great  gluttons  as  themselves; 
and  I've  seen  ihi-m  noddin'  am]  wiiddn',  and  makin'  mouths  to  their 
m<n.  that  sic  or  >lc  a  di-h  was  nice  and  fine,  wi'  the  gravy  a'  the 
wl'llf  rnnnln'  i>ui  o'  the  corni-rs  o'  their  niuulhs;  or  if  no  the  gravy, 
ju>t  the  natural  juice  o'  their  ain  palates  waterin'  at  the  thocht  o' 
S'liiiething  savory,  just  as  the  chops  o'  IJronte  there  water  when  he 
sits  lip  on  his  hinder  enti,  and  gies  a  lang  laigh  yowl  for  the  fat  tail 
o'  u  roasted  leg  <>'  mutton. 

North.  In  youngish  evangelical  married  people,  who  have  in  a 
great  measure  forsaken  the  world,  such  behavior  makes  nie  scpieamish, 
jinil  themselves  excessively  greasy  over  their  whole  face;  so  greasy 
indeed,  that  it  is  nexL  to  a  jdiysical  inijKjssibility  to  wash  it,  the 
water  ruiming  off  it  mm  oil"  oiUkin. 

Tickler.  I}\  ron  it  was,  1  thiidx,  who  diil  not  like  to  see  women 
eat.  Certainly  1  am  so  far  an  Oriental  that  I  do  not  like  to  see  a 
woman  eat  against  her  hu'^l)and,  as  if  it  were,  f)r  a  wager.  Her 
eyes,  during  f-ed,  should  not  seem  starting  from  their  sockets;  nof 
the  veins  ill  her  forehead  to  swell  in  symoathv  with  her  alimentary 
canal;  nor  the  sound  of  her  grinders  to  be  high;  ni>r  loud  inasii- 
ratioii  to  be  followed  i>y  loutier  swallow  :  nor  ought  she,  when  the 
"  fames  edeiidi"  has  been  removed,  to  g.itlier   herself  iij)   like   mil  e 
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lu).stes>  of  llu'.  IIiu  ai)d  CliieUoiis,  and  ^iviiiu  luTscIf  a  shake,  then 
fold  her  red-ringed  paws  across  her  well-filled  stomach,  and  give 
vent  to  her  entire  satisfaction  in  a  long,  deep,  pious  sigh,  by  way  of 
grace  aller  meat. 

North.  The  essence  of  religion  is  its  spiritnality.  It  refines — 
purifies — elevates  ail  our  finer  feelings,  as  far  as  flesh  and  blood  will 
allow. 

Shepherd.  Oh!  it's  a  desperate  thing,  that  flesh  and  blude!  Can 
you,  Mr.  Nniili,  furin  ony  idea  o'  the  virtue  o'  a  diseniliodied,  <»r 
lather  o'  an  unembodied  spirit — a  spirit  that  never  was  thirsty,  that 
never  was  linngry,  that  never  was  eauld,  that  never  was  sick,  that 
never  felt  its  heart  loup  to  its  mouth  (how  could  it?)  at  the  kiss  o' 
the  lips  o'  a  young  lassie  sittin'  in  the  same  plaid  wi'  yon,  on  the 
hillside,  unmindfu'  o'  the  blashing  sleet,  and  iidiabiting  within  tliao 
worsted  faulds,  the  very  heart  o'  balmy  paradise? 

JVorth.  It  must  be  something  very  different,  at  any  rate,  James, 
from  the  nature  of  an  evangelical  lady  of  middle  age,  and  much 
rotundity,  smiling  greasily  on  her  greasy  hu.■^band,  for  another  spoon- 
ful of  stufliiig  out  of  the  goose;  and  while  engaged  in  devouring 
hiiM,  ogling  a  roasted  pig  with  an  orange  in  its  mouth,  the  very- 
image  of  a  human  squeaker  of  an  age  fit  for  Mr.  Wildei  spin's  in 
fant  school. 

Tickler.  Infant  schools!  There  you  see  education  driven  to  ab- 
surdity that  must  soon  sicken  any  rational  mind. 

JS'urth.  What  can  we  know.  Tickler,  about  infants  1  "lie  speaks 
to  us  who  never  had  a  child." 

Shepherd.  But  I  have  had  mony,  and  1  prophesy,  that  in  three 
years  there  shall  not  be  an  infant  school  in  all  Scotland.  Nae  doubt, 
in  great  towns  it  inight  often  be  of  great  advantage  to  children  and 
parents,  that  the  bit  infants  should  be  better  cared  for  and  looked 
after  than  they  are,  when  the  parents  are  at  work,  or  necessarily 
from  home.  But  to  hope  to  be  aide  to  do  this  permanently,  on  a 
regular  system  of  infant  schools,  proves  an  utter  ignorance  of  human 
feelings,  and  of  the  structure  of  human  society.  It  is  unnatural, 
and  the  attempt  will  soon  fall  out  of  the  hand  of  weak  enthusiasts, 
and  expire. 

North.  It  is  amusing,  James — is  it  not?  —  to  see  how  ready  an 
evangelical  young  lady  is  to  marry  the  first  reprobate  who  asks  her 
— under  the  delusion  of  believing  that  she  is  rich. 

Tickler.   But  she  first  converts  him,  you  know. 

Shepherd.  Na,  na.  It's  him  that  converts  her,  and  it's  no  ill  to  do. 
If  slie  really  hae  cash — sae  a  thoosan'  poun' — madam  asks  few  ques- 
tions, but  catches  at  the  captain.  Theie  is  an  end  then  o'  her  Sun- 
day .schools,  and  her  catechizings,  and  her  preaehin'  o'  the  word.* 
She  flings  afF  the  hypocrite,  and  is  converted  into  the  bauld  randy 
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like  wife  o'  a  subaltern  officer  in  the  grenadier  company  o'  an  Eerish 
rciiiinent;  flauntin'  in  a  boyne-like  bannet  in  the  front  row  o'  a  box 
ill  the  theatre,  unco  lii<e  ane  o'  the  hizzies  up  in  the  pigeon-holes,  and 
no  thiiikiii'  ^haiiie  to  launch  at  dooble  entendres !  Ilhers  o' thern 
aiiain  mak  up  to  weak  young  men  o' a  serious  turn  and  g<jod  income; 
marrviii'  some  o'  them  l)y  sly  stratagem,  and  some  by  main  force. 

North.  But  ol'tliom  all  alike,  without  one  single  exception,  the  aim 
— with  various  motives — is  still  the  same — marriage. 

Tickler.  Come,  come,  Kit,  not  all,  1  know  to  the  contrary. 

North.  All  the  selfdul)bed  evangelicals.  For  love,  or  for  money, 
they  are  all  eager  to  many  at  a  week's  notice,  and  they  are  all  of  them 
readv  to  jump  at  an  otll-r,  on  to  a  very  advanced  period  of  mortal 
existence.  From  about  fifty  on  to  sixty-five,  they  are  still  most 
susceptible  of  the  tender  passion  ;  rather  than  not  have  a  husband, 
they  will  marry 

"  Toothless  bald  decrepitude," 

as  I  have  known  in  many  instances,  and  absolutely  pretend  to  get 
sick  ill  company  a  Tnonth  or  two  after  the  odious  event,  as  if  they 
were  as  "  ladies  wish  to  V)c  w  ho  love  their  lords,"  and  abt)ut,  ere 
long,  to  increase  the  numl.ir  of  Mr.  Wilderspin's  infant  scholars! 

Tickler.  What  a  contrast  does  all  this  prest^nt  to  the  character  and 
conduct  of  the  true  and  humble  Christian — mikl,  modest,  unpretend- 
ing- .  .  .     ,  - 

Shepherd.  And  always  without  exception,  beautifu' ;  for  the  hame- 

liest  coiint('iiaii(-c,  becomes  angelical  when  overspread  for  a  constancy 
with  the  spirit  of  that  religion  that  has  ''shown  us  how  divine  a  thing 
a  Woman   inay  lie  made!" 

Tickler.  1  >ce  lur  >ittiiig,  serene,  but  not  silent,  her  smiles  frequent, 
and  now  and  thi-n  her  sweet  silvery  laugh  not  unlicartl,  in  a  dress 
s-imple  as  simple  may  be,  in  unison  with  a  graceful  elegance  that 
IS'ature  breathed  over  "  that  lady  of  her  own." 

North.   I  forget  her  name,  my  dear  friend — you  mean  Lucy  ? 

Tickler.   Whotn  else  in  heaven  or  on  earth? 

tihtpherd.  Ay,  there  are  thousans  on  thousans  o'  Lucys,  who  walk 
ill  their  innocoiice  and  their  happiness  beneath  the  light  of  Christian- 
ity, knowmg  not  how  good  they  are,  and  in  tiie  holy  inspiration  o' 
Nature  doing  their  duty  to  God  ainl  man,  almost  without  knowing 
t   so  siililiiiie  a  simjilicity  is  theirs. 

North.   Of  theirs  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 

Shepherd.  Nae  backbiting — nae  envy — nue  uncharitableness — nae 

exji^'geratioti  o'  trifles — nae  fear  o'  the  face  o'  ihe  knave  o'  sjia'les  at 

an  innocent  ganie  o'  cards,  pla}td  to  please  some  auld  leddy  that  in 

'the  <loze  o*  decent  dotage  caniia  do  without  some  amusement  or  ither 

that  requires  little  thodit,  but  waukuiis  up  some  kindlin's  o'  aimless 
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filling — nae  fear,  and  but  sma'  fondness  for  dancin',  except  where 
she's  jfotten  a  pleasant  partner — a  cretur  that  does  na  start  at  shad- 
ows, hfcaiisc  she  walks  in  liclit — that  kens  hy  tliinkin'  on  her  am 
hcait  what  in  this  tiyin'  life  should  be  <j;uaided  against  in  trernblin', 
;in(l  what  indulged  in  withouten  repi-oach — a  lassie  that  does  na 
eternally  keep  rinnin'  after  new  preachers,  but  sits  in  the  same  pew 
in  the  same  kirk — an  angi'l 

Tickler.  "Like  heavenly  Una  with  her  milk-white  lamb,"  in  the 
light  of  whose  beauty  her  father's  hnuse  rejoiceth,  and  is  breathed  over 
by  a  shade  of  sadness  only  for  a  few  weeks  after  she  has  been  wafted 
away  on  the  wings  of  love  to  bless  the  hnme  of  a  husband,  won  rnore 
by  the  holy  charm  of  her  fdial  aflt-ction  than  even  by  the  breath  of 
the  sighs  that  p()ured  forth  her  speechless  confession  on  his  own  bo- 
som last  beating  to  the  revelation  of  her  virgin  love. 

Shipherd.  That's  no  sae  ill  expressed,  sir,  for  an  auld  bachelor; 
but  the  truth  is,  that  in  the  course  o'  life  a'  the  best  ca[)acities  o' 
human  feeling  expand  themselves  out  into  full  growth  in  the  bosom 
o'  a  gnde  man,  even  under  the  impulses  o'  imagination,  just  the  same 
as  if  he  had  had  a  real  wife  and  weans  o'  his  ain  ;  and  aiblins,  his 
feelings  are  even  mair  divine  from  being  fiee  o'  the  doon-dranght  o' 
realities;  idealeczed  as  it  were  by  love  rejoiciu'  in  its  escape  fiom 
the  thraldom  o'  necessity. 

North.  James,  you  always  speak  such  poetry  at  our  Noctes  that  I 
grieve  you  write  it  now  so  seldom  or  never. 

Shepherd.  Perhaps  1  hae  written  my  best;  and  bad  as  that  may 
ne,  my  name  will  have  a  sort  o'  existence  through  the  future  in  the 
I'orest.      Wtm't  it,  sir  ? 

North.  N<t  fear  of  that,  James. 

Shepherd.  Then  I  am  satisfied. 

Tickler.  I  hardly  understand  the  nature  of  the  desire  for  posthu- 
mous fame. 

Shepherd.  Nor  me  neither.  But  the  truth  is,  I  understand  nae- 
tliing.  That  I  love  to  gaze  on  a  rose  and  a  rainliow,  and  a  wall-flower 
on  a  castle,  and  a  wreath  o'  snaw,  and  a  laverock  in  the  licht,  and  a 
dewie  starnie,  and  a  bit  bonnie  wee  pink  shell,  and  an  inseck  dancin' 
like  a  diamond,  and  a  glimmer  o'  the  moon  on  water,  he  it  a  great 
wide  Highland  bjch,  or  ony  a  sma'  fountain  or  well  in  the  wilder- 
ness, and  on  a  restless  wave,  and  on  a  steadfast  cloud,  and  on  face  o' 
a  lispiiig  child  that  means  amaist  naething,  and  the  face  o'  a  mute 
maiden  that  means  amaist  every  thing — that  i  love  to  gaze  at  a'  these, 
and  a  thousan'  things  i»eside  in  heaven  and  on  earth  that  are  dreamt 
of  in  my  philosophy,  my  beatin'  heart  tells  me  every  day  I  live; 
but  the  why  and  the  wherefore  are  generally  hidden  frae  me,  and 
whenever  1  strive  fur  the  reas<in,  my  soul  sinks  aw  ay  down  and  down 
into  a  depth  that  seems  half  air  and  half  water,  and  1  am  like  a  man 


THE   POET.  24-9 

drowin'  in  a  calm,  and  as  he  drowns,  feelin'  as  if  he  wvro.  desceiidin' 
tu  the  coral  pahices  o'  the  mermaids,  -where  a'  things  are  beautifu' 
but  unintelligible,  and  after  wanderin' about  a  while  under  the  saftly- 
looming  cliniate,  up  again  a'  at  once  into  the  ever^-day  world,  in 
itself,  o'  a  gude  tiuth,  as  beautifu'  and  unintelligible  too  as  oiiy  warld 
in  the  heavens  above  or  in  the  waters  underneath  the  earth. 

Aorih.  Posthumous  fame  ! 

Shepherd.  What's  niair  nor  ordinar  extraordinar  in  that?  V^'e 
love  our  kind,  and  we  love  our  life — and  we  love  our  earth — and  we 
hive  oursells.  Tiierefoie,  being  immortal  creatures,  we  love  the 
thocht  of  never  being  forgotten  by  that  kind,  and  in  that  life,  and  on 
that  taith.  We  all  desire,  we  all  hope  to  he  held  in  remembrance 
fur  a  shorter  or  a  hmger  time — i)Ut  only  them  that  has  done  or  said, 
or  sung  something  imperi^hable,  extend  that  desire  into  a  limitless 
future — coexisting  without  walks — when  they  perish  we  perish  too, 
and  are  willing  to  perish.  But  be  so  gude  as  tell  me,  sir,  what's  the 
preceese  meanin'  o'  the  word  posthumous,  or  rather  how  it  comes  to 
mean  "  after  you  are  dead  ?" 

Tickler.   All  poets  should  die  young. 

iShej/hertl.  No  great  poet  ever  died  young  that  I  heard  tell  o'. 
All  the  great  ancient  poets  o'  Greece,  I  am  tauld,  leeved  till  they 
were  auld  chiels  — 

N(,rtli.  Homer  and  Pindar,  (eh  ?)  and  iEsch}  lus,  and  Sophocles, 
and  Kuiipides. 

Shepherd.  And  a'  the  great  English  poets  either  lived  to  be  auld 
men,  or  reached  a  decent  time  o'  life — say  fifty  and  six,  and  three- 
scoie  and  ten  ;  as  to  liiehard  West  and  Chatterton.  young  Beattie, 
and  Michael  Bruce,  and  Kirke  Wiiite,  and  John  Keats,  and  others, 
they  W(  re  a'  line  lads,  but  nane  <»'  them  a'  gied  symptoms  of  ever 
lucoMiin'  great  poets,  and  better  far  for  their  fame  that  tlii'y  died  in 
youth.  Ony  new  poets  sprutin'  up,  sir,  amang  us,  like  fresh  daisies 
anian<;-  ihcm  that's  withered?  Noo  that  the  auld  cocks  are  cowed, 
are  the  chickens  begitming  to  flap  their  wings  and  craw'.' 

Tickler.  Most  of  them  juere  poultry,  James. 

Nurlh.   Not  worth  plucking. 

Shrjiliird,  It's  uncomprehcnsible,  sir,  to  nu".  altogether,  what  that 
tinnithiiiy  is  that  ae  man  oiily,  amang  many  miliioiis,  ha>,  that  make 
him  poetical,  while  a'  the  lave  renwiin  to  the  day  o'  their  death 
[irosaic?  1  defy  you  to  j»ui  your  fniger  on  ae  pinto'  his  mental 
character  or  constitution  in  which  the  secret  lies — indee<l,  ihere'a 
nf'leii  a  sort  o'  stupidity  aliont  the  creliir  tlint  makes  you  sorry  Ibr 
him,  aii<l  h'-'s  very  generally  lancliit  al  ; — \el.  there's  a  supi-i  iority 
in  the  strain  o'  his  tliochts  and  feelings  that  places  him  on  a  level  by 
himsell  aboon  a'  their  heads; — he  has  intuitions  o'  ilie  truili.  which, 
depend  on't,  sir,  does  not  lie  al  the  liottom  of  a  well,  bnl    mlher   in 
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tln'  lift  k'  ilu'  niHliTstamliiii^  aiiil  the  im.iLjiii.itioii — tlio  twa  honiis- 
jiliert's  ; — aiui  kimwlotli:*-',  tliat  sccMiis  to  (lee  awa'  tVae  ither  men  the 
iiister  uiid  the  fai tlier  the  luiiir  eagerly  it  is  pursind,  aften  comes  o' 
its  ain  sweet  aeconl,  and  lies  domi  ut  the  poet's  feet. 

North.  Just  so.  The  power  of  the  soul  is  as  the  expression  of  tho 
countenance — the  one  is  strong  in  faculties,  and  the  other  beautiful  in 
features,  you  cannot  tell  how — l)Ut  so  it  is,  and  so  it  is  fi^lt  to  be, 
and  let  those  not  thus  endowed  by  nature,  either  try  to  make  soids 
or  make  faces,  and  they  c)nly  become  ridiculous,  and  laughing  stocks 
to  the  wcjrld.  This  is  especially  the  case  with  poels,  who  must  be 
made  of  finer  clay. 

Tickler.   Generally  cracked  

JS/icj'hcrd.   But  transpawrent 

Tickler.  Yea,  an  urn  of  light. 

Shepherd.  I'm  beginnin'  to  get  vcrra  hungry  just  for  a  particular 
thing  that  1  think  you'll  baith  join  me  in — pickled  sawmont.  Ay, 
yonder  it's  on  the  sidelioards ;  Mr.  Tickler,  rise  and  bring't,  and  I'll 
do  as  niuckle  for  you  anither  time. 

(Tickler  puts  the  Circular  Slab  to   rights,  hy  means  of  pre- 
existing Diateridls  for  a  night  only.      They  all  full  to.) 

North.  James,  I  wish  ye  would  review  for  Maya  all  those  fashion- 
able novels — novels  for  High  Life;  such  as  Pelham — *  the  Dis- 
owned   

Shej)hi'rd.  I've  read  thae  twa,  and  they're  baith  gude.  But  tho 
niair  I  think  on't,  the  profounder  is  my  convicti<»n  that  the  strength 
o'  human  natur  lies  either  in  the  highest  or  lowest  estates  of  life. 
Characters  in  books  should  either  Ije  kings,  and  princes,  and  nobles, 
and  on  a  level  with  them,  like  heroes;  or  peasants,  shepherds,  far- 
mers, and  the.  like,  includin'  a'  orders  amaist  o'  our  ain  woiking 
population.  The  intermediate  class, — that  is,  leddies  and  gentlemen 
in  g(;neral,  are  no  woith  the  Muse's  while;  f)r  their  life  is  made  up 
chiefly  o'  mainners — mainners — mainners — you  camia  see  the  human 
creturs  for  their  claes ;  and  should  ane  o' them  commit  suicide  in 
despair,  in  Icokiii'  on  the  dead  body,  you  are  mair  laen  up  wi'  its 
dress  than  its  deesease. 

•  Buhver's  first  prose  story  was  "Falkland" — which  he  has  not  included  in  liis  collected 
works.  It  occupiea  asincle  volume.  His  publislier  (.Mr.  Culburn)  llii)U;;lit  so  liif;hly  of  it 
that  he  olFered  him  il.'iOd  for  a  novel  in  three  volumes.  His  reply  was,  "I  will  give  you  one  Ihat 
shall  be  sure  to  .succeed."'  At  this  time  the  first  part  of  •■  I'elham"  wa.s  written  — it  had  benn 
founded  on  a  tale  uritten  in  boyhood,  sis  an  es.-iay  in  composition,  and  enlarged,  partly  at  col- 
lege, partly  at  I'aris.  The  work  was  completed  and  stent  into  .Mr  Colburn.  «  ho.-e  "reader" 
gave  such  a  poor  opinion  of  it.  that  it  was  very  nearly  sent  back  to  the  author.  Luckily.  Mr. 
Colburn  deteriiiined  to  judge  for  hiiii.-.elf.  and  read  the  rnanu.-crijit.  iiisojiinion  wa.s  lavora- 
ble.  He  then  submitted  it  to  Mr.  Charles  OUicr,  author  of  sevenil  very  beautiful  nove  ettes 
and  some  good  poetry,  whose  report  confirmed  his  own  approbation  In  leJf'.  "  IVIhaiii.  or 
the  Adventures  of  a  Centleiiian,'  was  publi.~hed.  Its  first  progress  was  slow,  but  it  gradually 
be<  arne  popular.  It  was  followed,  soon  after,  by  "' The  Disowned."  which  instantly  struck 
rjo   in'o  the  public  mind. — M. 
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Tickler.   Is  this  Tay  or  Tweed  salmon,  James? 

Skqyherd.  Tay,  to  be  sure — it  has  the  Pertsliire  aoceni.  verra 
pahitalile.  Tliese  lediiies  and  gentlemen  in  tasliionahle  novels  as 
well  as  in  fashionable  life,  are  aye  intiig — trig — triguin', — thisleddy 
with  that  ana's  gentleman,  and  this  gentleman  with  thMt  aiie's 
|^.cl(^v — then  it's  a'  foiin'  out  thro'  letters  or  keyholes,  and  there's  a 
dind,  and  a  divorce,  and  a  death,  the  perpetual  repetition  o'  which,  I 
confess,  gets  unco  wearisome.  Or  the  chief  chiel  in  the  wark  is 
devote*!  to  cairts  and  dice — and  out  of  ae  hell — as  they  rightly  ca' 
gamblin'-houses — intil  anither — till  feenally,  as  was  lang  ago  fore- 
seen, he  blaws  out  his  brains  wi'  a  horse-pistol,  a  bit  o'  the  skull 
stickin'  in  the  ceilin'.  This  too,  gets  tiresome,  sirs — oh!  unco  tire- 
some— for  1  hae  na  desire  to  hear  ony  thing  mair  al^ont  gamblers, 
than  what  arie  sees  noo  and  then  in  the  police  reports  in  the  news- 
papers. There  is  something  sae  essentially  tnean  and  contemptible 
in  gamblin',  that  no  deep  interest  can  ever  be  created  for  ony  y*»ung 
man  under  such  a  passion.  It's  a' on  account  o'  the  siller;  and  I 
canna  bring  mysell  to  think  that  the  love  o'  money  should  ever  be 
the  fi>nndation-stane,  or  the  keystane  o'  the  arch  o'  a  story  intended 
for  the  perusal  o'  men  o'  moral  and  intellectual  worth.  Out  he 
flees  like  a  madman  frae  ane  o'  the  hells,  because  he's  ruined,  and 
we  are  asked  to  pitv  liim — or  tak  waniin'  by  him — or  something  o* 
that  sort  by  way  o'  moral  ;  liut  had  he  won,  why  another  would 
have  lost ;  and  it  is  just  as  well  that  he  should  loup  into  the  Thames 
wi'  stanes  in  his  pouclies,  as  him  that  held  the  womiin'  haun — but 
to  speak  plain,  they  may  baith  gang  to  the  deevii  for  me,  without 
fxcitin'  ony  mair  emotion  in  my  mind  than  you  are  doin'  the  noo, 
Tickler,  by  puitin'  a  bit  o'  cheese  on  your  forefmger,  and  then  by  a 
sharp  smack  on  the  fialm,  makin  the  mites  spring   into  your  mouth. 

Tickler.    1  was  doing  no  such  thing.  Hogg. 

SItipherd.   North,  was   na  he? Puir   auld    useless  body!  he's 

aslfi-p.  Age  V,  ill  tell.  He  canna  staun  a  heavy  sooper  noo  as  he 
used  to  do — the  totldy  tells  noo  a  hantle  f;i->ter  ujxni  him,  and  the 
verra  fire  itself  drowsifies  him  noo  intil  adwawm — na,  even  the  sound 
o'  ane's  vice,  long  continued,  lulls  liim  noo  half  or  hail  asleep,  espc- 
ciady  if  your  talk  like  mine  demands  ihocht — and  there  indeed,  }ou 
«ec.  Mr.  Tickler,  how  his  chin  fa's  doon  «tn  his  breast,  till  he  seems 
— but  for  a  sliglit  snore — the  image  o'  death.  Heaven  preserve  us 
— only  listen  to  that!  Did  \e  ever  hear  the  like  o'  that?  What, 
is't  a  musical  snnli-box  ?  or  what  is't  !  Has  he  gotten  a  wee  fairy 
musical  snulF-box,  I  ask  you,  Mr.  Tickler,  within  the  nose  o' him  ; 
or  what  or  wfia  i>.'t  tlial's  play  in'  that  tune? 

Ticklir.    Il  is  indeed  er|Ually  beanliful  ami  mysterious. 

SlirphcnI.  \  never  heard  "  Anid  Langsyne"  playe<l  mair  «!,\aclly 
in  a'  mv  lif<'. 
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Tickhr.  "  List  — (-)  li>t  !  il"  ever  llioii  didst  \.\\y  dear  I'ulher 
Ic.ve !" 

She/ihrnl.  {ffoiufj  up  on  tiptoes  to  Mr.  Nohtii,  avd  2)filtinr/  his  ear 
close  to  the  old  (/entlniian^-  »jo.sr).  B}  all  that's  iiiiracnious,  lie  is 
snoriug  "'■  Auld  Luugmine  r'  Tlie  Eolian  harp's  naething  to  that — 
il  caiiiia  play  a  lejiiilar  time — hut  iheie's  no  a  sweeter,  saf'ter,  inair 
j'atlii'iic  wuiid-iiislniiiK'iit  in  being  than  his  nose. 

T'nklir.  I  have  often  heard  him,  James,  snore  a  few  notes  very 
sweetly,  but  never  before  a  eomplete  tune.  With  what  powers  the 
soul  is  t'lHJowed  in  dreams! 

Sheplinil.  You  may  weel  say  that.  Ilarkee !  he's  snoiin't  w  i' 
variations!  I'm  no  a  Christian  if  he  hasna  gotten  into  Muygy 
Lauder.     He's  suorin'  a  medly  in  his  siee|)  ! 

(TiCKLKK  utid  the  SiiEPiiEKD  Usten  entranced.) 

Tickler.   What  a  spirit-stirring  snore  is  his  I^riit  f/u  bragh! 

Shepherd.  A'  this  is  proof  o'  the  imnnntaiity  o'  the  sowle. 
Whisht — whisht  ! — (Mr.  Nokth  snores  "  God  nave  the  King.'")  Ay 
• — a  loyal  fiaw  triot  even  in  the  kingdom  t)'  dreams  !  1  wad  rather  hear 
that  than  Catalan,  in  the  King's  Anthem.  We  maun  never  mention 
this,  Mr.  Tickler.  The  warld'll  no  believe't.  The  warld's  no  ripe 
yet  for  the  belief  of  sic  a  mystery. 

Tickler.    His  nose,  James,  I  think,  is  getting  a  little  hoarse. 

Shepherd.  Less  o'  the  tenor  and  mair  o'  the  bass.  He  was  a  wee 
out  o'  tune  there — and  I  suspeck  his  nose  wants  blawin'.  Here  till 
him  noo — "  Croppies,  lie  doon,"  1  declare — and  see  how  he  is 
clutchiu'  the  crineh. 

(NoKTii  awakes  and  for  a  moment  like  goshawk  stares  wild.) 

North.   Yes — I  agree  with  you — there  must  be  a  dissolution. 

Shej)h.erd.   A  dissolution  ! 

North.  Yes — of  Parliament.  Let  us  have  the  sense  of  the  people. 
I  am  an  old  Whig — a  Whig  of  the  IG>S8. 

Tickler  and  Sheplierd.  llurraw — hiirraw — hurraw  !  Old  North^ 
old  Eldon,  and  old  Colchester,*  for  ever !  Hurraw — hurraw — 
hurraw  ! 

North.  No.  Old  Eldon  alone !  Give  me  the  Dolphin.  No. 
The  Ivy-Tower.  No  need  of  a  glass.  Let  us,  one  after  the  other, 
put  the  Ivy-Tower  to  our  mouth,  and  drink  him  in  pure  Glenlivet. 

Shcplierd.   On  the  table. 

( T/te  Shepherd  and  Tickler  offer  to  help  North  to  mount 
the  table.) 

North.   Hands  filf,  gentlemen.     I  scorn  assistance.     Look  here  ! 

•  l^ord  Eldon.  who  was  78  at  this  time,  was  ill-fitted  for  office  or  political  warfare.  "  Old 
ColcheKler"'  wajs  7'i  at  tlie  «anie  date  He  had  filled  the  office  of  .Speaker  of  the  House  of  Com- 
tnoiis  from  1W)5  to  1f<l7,  when  he  was  raii^ed  to  the  peerajre,  with  a  pension  of  X4IJU0  a  year. 
He  died  in  l^:^.     He  was  a  decided  but  uot  violent  Tory. — .M. 
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(North,  by  dexterous  movement,  swings  himself  off  his  crutch 
erect  on  the  table,  and  gives  a  helping  hand  Jirst  to  Shepherd 
and  then  to  Tickler.) 

Shephei-d.  That  fc-at  heats  thesp.orin'  a'  to  sticks  !  Faith,  Tickler, 
we  maun  siiiir  sina'.  In  a"  things  he's  our  niaister.  AUoo  me,  sir, 
to  gang  doon  for  your  chair? 

North,   {flinging  his  crutch  to  the  roof.)   OLD   ELDON! 

{^Tremeiiduus  cJuering  amidst   the  breakage  (f  the  descending 
cmtch.) 
Bro7ite.  Bow — wow — wow — wow — wow — wow — wow —  wow. 

{Enter  Picardy  and  Tail  in  general  consternation.) 
Shepherd.   Liik  at  him  noo,  Picardy — hik  at  him  noo! 
Ti'kler.   Firm  on  his  pins  as  a  pilhir  of  the  Parthenon. 
Shepherd.  S;iw  ye  ever  a  pair  o'  straii<;hter,  n.air  sinewy  legs,  noo 
that  he  leans  the  hale  weij^ht  o'  his  budy  on  them  ;  ay,  wi'  that  out- 
stretched arm  he  stauns  like  a  statue  o'  Demosthenes,  about  to  utter 
the  first  word  o'  ane  o'  bis  Pliilippics. 

(Bronte  leaps  on  the  table,  and  stands  by  North's  knee  with 
a  determimd  aspect.) 
North.  Take  the  time  from  Bronte— OLD  COLCHESTER! 
Bronte.   Bou — wuw — wow — wow — wow — wow — wow. 

i^Loud  acclamations.) 
She/ihcrd.  Come,  let's  dance  a  threesome  reel. 
North.   Picardy — your  fiddle. 

(Mr.  Ambrose  takes  Neil  Gow  from  the  j)eg,  and  plays.) 

She/iherd.   Iladna  we  better  clear  decks 

North.  No — James.  In  my  youth  I  could  dance  the  ancient 
German  sword  dance,  as  descrilied  by  Tacitus.  Sir  David,  remove 
the  Doljiliin.      1  care  not  a  jot  for  the  re.->t  of  the  crystal. 

(North,  'I'ickler,  and   the  Shepherd  thrid  a  threesome  reel 

—  Bkoste  careering  round  the  (able  in  a  Solo — Picakuy's 

bow-hand  in  high  condition.) 

Shepherd.  Set  to  me,  >ir,  set   to    me — never  mind   Tickler.      Oh  ! 

but    \ou're    matchless  at   the  Ileelen'  fling,  sir,     Luk    at   him,  Mr. 

Amliro-e, 

Anibiose.   Yes,  Mr.  Hogg. 

Shepherd.  I'll  match  liim  against  a'  the  Heelans — either  in  bretks 
or  out  o'  them — luk,  luk — see  liitn  cuitin' ! 

(Mk.  NoHTit  motions  to  Picakov,  tvho  stops  jdnying,  and  nilh 
one  b'lHnd  le<ij)s  from  the  centre  if  the  rircuttir,  over  the  /ry 
Tower  to  the  Jioor.  Siikimiekd  and  TirKi.ER,  in  attempting 
to  imit'itr  the  grrot  original,  fall  on  the  foor,  but  rccovi  r 
'heir  f'eit  with  considiriible  alucnty.) 
North,     {resuming    his    chair.)       The    Catholic   Question    is    not 
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canik'd  vit,  goiitlcmen.  Should  it  bo,  let  it  be  ours  to  defend  the 
Cuiislitiiliuii. 

Slupherd.  Speak  awrt',  sic,  till  I  recover  my  breath.  I'm  sair 
blawu.      Hear  'I'icklrr's  bellows. 

2'icAlir,  {slrehhiiit/  hin  weary  levglh  on  a  sofa.)  Whew — whew 
.^whew.  [£xit  PiCARUY  with  his  Tail.) 

North.  Mr.  Peel  seems  to  have  made  a  hit  in  the  eliief  eiiaraclcr 
of  Siieil's  play — The  A[)()stale. 

Tickler.    VV hew — whew — whew. 

North.  I  confess  I  had  no  expectations  of  seeing  that  play  re- 
vived ;  still  less  of  such  a  star  as  Robert  Peel  being  prevailed  upon 
to  aeeepl  of  sm  h  a  miserable  part. 

She/'herd.  It'll  no  gang  down  lang — they'll  be  hissing  him,  some 
day,  aft"  I  lie  stage. 

North.  Fiom  ihe  commencement  of  his  career,  have  I  regarded 
Robert  Peel  with  pleasure  and  with  pride;  and  when  it  does  hap- 
jien  that  an  old  man's  heait  has  warmed  towards  a  young  one,  it  is 
not  easy  to  eliill  the  kindly  glow — it  is  more  difficult,  it  would  seem, 
to  change  sentiments  than  opinions. 

Shepherd.  1  heard  twa  three  whalps  the  ither  day  braggin',  "  Noo, 
we'll  see  Blackwood's  Magazine  niakin'  a  wheel  ;"  but  I  gied  theiii 
the  lee  dereek  in  their  teeth,  and  they  were  mum. 

North.  Blackwood's  Magazine  may  make  a  wheel,  when  the  sun 
makes  a  wheel  in  heaven — and  from  his  meridian  tour  runs  back 
eastward. 

Shepherd.  The  chariot  o'  Apollo  reisien  on  the  hill  ! 

North.  Oxford  must  not — must  not  re-elect  Kobert  Peel.*  Let 
her  pity — f<jrgive — if  she  can,  respect — nay,  adujire  him  still — but 
let  her  not  trust  the  betrayer. 

Shepherd.  And  must  we  say  gude  nicht — without  haen  ance 
meniioufd  that  name  that  wont  to  set  the  table  in  a  roar — a  roar  o' 
glor\  ing  graliiiid* — to  him  w  ha — 

North.  THE  DUKE  OF  WELLINGTON!  What!  in  solemn 
Bilenee  1 

Tickler.  Solemn — but  not  sullen  —  North. 

*  Sir  Robert  Peel,  from  the  commencement  of  his  public  career  in  ISOO,  had  been  a  devoted 
adherent  ol  what  usid  to  be  called  '"  Church  and  Stale," — which  includi;d  strong;  antajronism 
to  Catholic  Emancipation  In  i5"J8,  when  O'l  onnell,  the  Roman  Catholic  leader,  was  elected 
^'ember  of  Parliament  lor  Clare,  and  — in  the  Duke  of  Wellingtons  opinion — Ireland  was  on 
the  eve  of  a  civil  war,  it  was  resolved  to  yield  to  "■  that  urii-iiiritual  god,  Circumstance  '  and 
abolish  the  civil  difabilitiis  of  the  Catholics.  I'eel,  who  was  Home  Secretary,  justified  W\» 
chan;;«  of  o)>ii  ion  and  conduct  i'y  saying  (in  reply  lo  a  severe  attack  by  Sir  Charles  Wetliercll.) 
"  I  fliall  follow  the  example  of  the  pilot,  wdo  does  not  always  tlecr  the  same  course  lo  gu^rd 
the  ship  from  danger,  but  a  dillirenl  course  under  diflerenl  circumstances,  as  they  ari.-^e,  in 
grder  to  save  the  vessel  from  the  very  dangers  which  the  captain  and  crew  have  most  dreaded.'* 
— As  he  vat  for  Oxford  University  as  an  Anti-Catholic,  he  resigned  his  teat,  stood  acontest  With 
Sir  K.  Int'li.^,  was  defeated,  and  returned  to  i'arliament  for  the  borough  of  We.'-tbury.  Jli.'i 
'■  apostacy"  and  "  treachery,  '  (as  the  I'rotestant  party  called  it,)  lost  him  many  friends,  and 
in  Ir3<p,  so  far  weakened  him  that  the  break-up  of  the  Wellington  Ministry,  by  the  Whigs, 
wa*  not  dithcult.     It  look  years  to  re-consiruct  thu  parly. — .M. 
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North.  Mav  mv  tongue  cleave  to  the  roof  of  my  mouth — or  was 
in  mumbling  jialsy — if  ever  my  breath  seek  to  stain  the  lustre  of 
that  glorious  name.      lie  saved  England. 

Shepheid.  Dinna  put  on  tliat  kind  o'  a  face,  I  beseech  you,  sir. 
The  expression  ut  is  sae  incomprehensible,  that  I  know  not  whether 
to  houp  or  tear  for  my  country. 

North.  We  who  never  feared  must  hope.  Oh !  I  could  pro- 
phesy ! 

Shepherd.  So  could  I,  for  that  matter ;  but  I  hate  to  look  into 
clouds  and  darkness. 

Tickler.  Let  us  swear  to  meet  this  day  month.  Shall  the  Popish 
Ass(K'iation  put  down  the  Government?  And  may  not  the  Protes- 
tant Association  restore  the  State  ? 

North.    It  mifflit — it  mav. 

Shepherd.  Oh  !  my  dear  sir,  my  imagination  kindles  when  I 
look  on  your  bald  tbrehcad.  It  Wf^uld  be  as  easy  to  turn  you  round 
as  an  auld  <iak  tree.  Na,  not  so  easy,  for  Sir  Henry  Steuart  o' 
Allanton,  wi'  his  machinery,  could  turn  roun'  an  auld  oak  tree,  but 
no  a'  the  powers  o'  earth,  wi'  a'  their  maciiinery,  could  skrew  you 
ae  hair's  breadth  roun'  fra  the  position  (>n  which  you  hae  taken 
your  staun  ;  as  sune  turn  roun'  a  rock-built  tower,  to  face  the  settin', 
instead  o'  the  risin'  sun. 

North.  My  dear  James,  you  are  too  partial  to  the  old  man.  . 

Shepherd.   1  speak  the  sense  o'  the  nation.     You  are  Abdiel  grown 
aulil,  but  faithful  as  in  youth — still  the  dauntless  angel. 
North.  One  bumper  at  parting. 

THE  KING! 

AND    MAV    UK    NKVER    FORGET     THOSE     PRINCII'LES    WHICH     SEATED     HIS 
FAMILV    ON    THE    THRONE    OF    THESE    REALMS. 

( E)idless  cheering^  and  then  Ereun    Omnes.) 
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NO.  XLII.— APRIL,  1829. 

SCENE  \.—  The  Sun grienj.— Time,  Eight  o'clock.— The  Union- 
Table,  uith  Tea  and  Coffee-pots,  and  the  O'Doheriy  China-set — 
Cold  Round — Pies — Orjsters — Rizzars — Pickled  Salmon,  <S:c.,  dx., 
d'c.  A  Huw-Toivdie  whirlinff  before  the  Ji re  over  a  large  basin  of 
mashed  Potatoes. —  The  Boiler  on. — A  Bachelor's  Kitchen  on  the 
small  Oval. — A  Dumb   Waiter  at  each  end  (f  the  Union. 

North — Shepherd. 

Shepherd.  This  I  ca'  comfort,  sir.  Every  thinjj  within  oursell  — 
nae  need  to  ring  the  bell  the  leevelang  night — nae  openin'  o'  cheepin', 
nae  shuttiii'  o'  clashin'  doors — nae  trampin'  o'  waiters  across  the 
carpet  \vi'  creakin'  shoon — or  stumlilin',  clumsy  coofs — to  the  great 
spillin'  o'  gravy — but  a'  things,  eatable  and  uneatable,  either  hushed 
into  a  cosy  caloi,  or 

North.  Now  light,  James,  the  lamp  of  the  Bachelor's  Kitchen 
with  Tickler's  card,  and  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  minus  live  minutes, 
you  shall  scent  and  see  such  steaks  ! 

Shepherd.  Only  lo()k  at  the  towdy,  sir,  how  she  swings  sae  granly 
roun'  by  my  garters,  after  the  fashion  o'  a  planet.  It's  a  beautiful 
example  o'  centrifugal  attraction.  See  till  ihe  fat  dreep-dreepin' 
inlil  the  ashet  o'  mashed  potawtoes,  oilifying  the  crusted  brown  intil 
a  mair  delicious  richness  o'  mixed  vegetable  and  animal  inaitter  ! 
As  she  swings  slowly  twirling  roun,'  1  really  canna  say,  sir,  for  I 
dinna  ken,  w  hether  bany  back  or  fleshy  briest  be  the  maist  temptin' ! 
Sappy  baith  ! 

North.  Right,  James — baste  her — baste  her — don't  spare  the 
flour.     Nothing  tells  like  the  dredge-box. 

Shepherd.  You're  a  capital  man-cook,  sir. 

North.  For  plain  roast  and  boil,  I  yield  to  no  mortal  man.  Nor 
am  1  inconsiderable  shakes  at  stews.  What  a  lieaiitifiil  i)Iue  magical 
light  glimmers  from  that  wonder-working  lamp,  beneath  whose 
necromancy  you  already  hear  the  sweet  low  bubble  and  squeak  uf 
the  maturing  steak  !     (30*  with  the  lid.  James. 

{The  Shepherd  doffs  ihe  lid  of  the  Bachclor^s  Kitchen.) 

Shepherd.  What  a  paliblin'  !  A'  hotchin'  like  a  sea  in  a  squall, 
ur  a  patfu'  o'  boilin'  parritch  !     What  a  sweat  savour  !      Is't  na  like 
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honeysuckle,  sir,  or  sweet-brier,  oj  broom,  or  whiins,  or  thyme,  or 
roses,  or  carnations?  Or  rather  like  the  scent  o'  these  a'  conglome- 
r.itiH  tliegitlur  in  the  dt-wy  niuinin'  air,  wht-n,  as  sune  as  y<iu  opt-n 
tlif  window,  tile  haill  house  is  oveiHowiiig  wi'  tVagrance,  and  a  l)<)dy's 
a  inaist  sick  wiih  the  sweet,  warm,  thick  air,  that  slowly  wins  its 
was,  like  pal|)al>le  l)alin,  arm  in  arm  w  i'  the  licht  that  waiikens  the 
yellow-billed  blackbird  in  her  nest  arnang  the  cottage  creepers,  or 
reopens  the  watchful  een  o'  her  neighbor,  the  bonny  spotted  mavis! 
Let's  pree't.  (Suephekd  tastes.) 

North.  Ay — I  could  have  told  you  so,  Ra^h  man,  to  swallow 
liquid  and  solid  lire!  But  no  more  spluttering.  Cool  your  tongue 
with  a  caulker. 

Shepherd.  That  lamp's  no  canny.  It  intensifies  hetncss  intil  an 
atrocity  abune  natur.     Is  the  skin  flyped  afi' my  tongue,  sirl 

(Shepherd  shows  his  tongue.) 

North.  Let  me  put  on  my  spectacles.     A  slight  incipient  inflam 
mation  not  worth  mentioning. 

Shepherd.  I  houp  an  incipient  inflammation's  no  a  dangerous 
sort? 

North.  Is  that  indeed  the  tongue,  my  dear  James,  that  trills  so 
sweetly  and  so  simply  those  wild  Doric  strains?  How  deeply, 
darkly,  beautifully  red  !  Just  like  a  rag  of  scarlet.  No  scurf — say 
rather  no  haze  around  the  lambent  light.  A  rod  of  fire — an  arrow 
of  flame.  A  tongue  of  ten  thousand,  prophesying  an  eagle  or  raven 
life. 

Shepherd.  I  aye  like,  sir,  to  keep  a  gude  tongue  in  my  head,  ever 
since  1  wrote  the  Chaldee  niannyscripp. 

North.  Humph  ! — no  more  infallible  mark  of  a  man  of  genius, 
James,  than  the  shape  of  his  tongue.  It  is  uniformly  long,  so  that 
he  can  sIkjoI  it  out,  with  an  easy  grace,  to  the  tip  of  his  nose. 

Sheplu:rd.  This  way. 

North.  Precisely  so.  Fine  all  roinid  the  edge,  from  root  to  tip — 
underneath  veiy  veinous — surface  in  color  near  as  may  be  to  that 
of  H  crimson  curtain  shining  in  setting  sunlight.  But  the  tip — 
James — the  tip 

Shrphird.  Like  that  o*  the  serpent's  that  deceived  Eve,  sir — 
<;uiliii'  lip  and  down  like  the  musieal  leaf  o'  some  magical  tree — 

North.  It  is  a  singular  fact  with  regard  to  the  tongus,  that  if  you 
out  ofl'  the  half  of  it,  the  pro[>iietor  of  the  eonliiigeiit  remainder  ran 
only  mumlile — but  cut  it  otf  wholly,  and  he  speaks  lully  better  than 
before. 

Sliepherd.  That's  a  hang'd  lee. 

North.   As  true  a  word  as  ever  I  spoke,  James. 

Shepherd.  Perhaps  it  may,  sir,  but  it's  a  hang'd  lee,  ncverthe- 
lesu. 

Vol.  III.— 18 
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North.  Di.^ll  the  sloaks',  iii)  dciir  Jjinics,  and  I  shall  cut  down  iho 
hovMowdie. 

(North  and  the  ^wevuv.T)  far)iish  tip  the  Ambrosial  tables,  and 
sit  down  to  serious  dcvvuriiKj.) 

North.  jNow,  James,  ackncjvvledge  it — don't  you  admire  a  miscel- 
laneous meal  ? 

Shepherd.   I  do.  Breakfast,  noony,  dcnner,  four-hours,  and  soopcr 
a'  ill    aiie.      A    inalerial    enildem  o'  that   spiritual    substance,  Black 
■wood's  Magazine  !     Can  it   possibly  be,  sir,  that  we  are  twa  glut- 
tons ? 

North.  Gluttons  we  most  assuredly  are  not;  but  each  of  us  ia  a 
man  of  good  appetite.     What  is  gluttony  1 

Shepherd.  Some  mair  steaks,  sir? 

North.   Very  few,  my  dear  James,  very  few. 

Shepherd.   What's  gluttony  1 

North.  Some  eggs ! 

Shcjiherd.  Ae  spooiifu'.  What  a  layer  she  wad  hae  been!  O 
but  she's  a  prolific  creature,  Mr.  North,  your  howtowdie  !  It's 
necessary  to  kill  heaps  o'  yearocks.  or  the  baill  kintra  wud  be  a- 
cackle  frae  John  o'  Groat's  Ilcjuse  to  St.  Michael's  Mount. 

North.  Sometimes  1  eat  nierely  as  an  amusement  or  pastime — 
sometimes  for  recreation  of  my  animal  spirits — sometimes  on  the 
philosophical  principle  of  sustenance — sometimes  for  the  mere  sen- 
sual, but  scarcely  sinful,  pleasure  of  eating,  or,  in  common  language, 
gormandizing — and  occasionally,  once  a  month  or  so,  f  )r  all  these 
several  purposes  united,  as  at  this  present  blessed  moment;  so  a 
few  flakes,  my  dear  Shepherd,  of  that  Westmoreland  ham — lay  the 
knife  on  it,  and  its«j\\n  weight  will  sink  ildown  through  the  soft 
sweet  sappiness  of  fat  and  lean,  undistinguishably  blended  as  the 
colors  of  the  rainbow,  and  out  of  all  sight  incomparably  more 
beautiful. 

Shepherd.  As  for  me,  I  care  nae  mair  about  what  I  eat,  than  I  do 
what  kind  o'  bed  I  sleep  u[>on,  sir.  J  hate  ony  thing  stinkin'  or 
niooldy  at  board — or  ony  thing  damp  or  musty  in  bed.  But  let  the 
vivres  be  but  fresh  and  wholesome — and  if  it's  but  scones  and  milk, 
1  shut  my  een,  say  a  grace,  fa'  to,  and  am  thankfu'  ; — let  the  bed  be 
dry,  and  whether  saft  or  hard,  feathers,  hair,  caff,  straw,  or  heather, 
I'm  fast  in  ten  minutes,  and  my  sowl  waverin'  awa  like  a  butterfly 
intil  the  land  o'  dreanis. 

North.  Not  a  more  abstemious  man  than  old  Kit  North  in  his 
Majesty's  dominions,  on  which  the  sun  never  sets.  1  have  the  most 
accommodating  of  jjalates. 

Shepherd.  Yes — it's  a  universal  genius.  I  ken  naething  like  it, 
sir,  but  your  stomach.  "Sure  such  a  pair  were  never  seen!"  Had 
ye  never  the  colic? 
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North.  Never,  James,  never.  I  confess  that  I  have  been  guilty 
uf  many  crimes,  but  never  of  a  capital  crime, — never  of  colic. 

Shppherd.  There's  nmckle  confusion  o'  ideas  in  the  brains  of  the 
blockheads  who  accuse  us  it'  gluttony,  Mr.  North.  Gluttony  may 
be  defined  "  an  immoral  and  unintellectual  abandonment  o' the  sowl 
o'  man  to  his  gustative  natur."  I  defy  a  brute  animal  to  be  a  glut- 
ton. A  swine's  no  a  glutton.  Nae  cretur  but  man  can  be  a  glut- 
ton.    A'  the  rest  are  prevented  by  the  definition. 

Korth.   Is  there  any  test  of  gluttony,  James? 

Shepherd.  Watch  twa  men  eatin'.  As  laiig's  there's  a  power  or 
CJipacit}-  u'  smiliii'  on  tlieir  cheeks,  and  in  and  about  their  een, — as 
laiig's  ihev  keep  lookin'  at  you,  and  round  about  the  table,  attendin' 
to  or  joinin'  in  the  tank,  or  the  speakiu'  cawm, — as  lang's  they  every 
nuo  an'  than  lay  doon  tlieir  knife  and  fork,  to  ca'  for  yill,  or  ask  a 
young  leddy  to  tak  wine,  or  tell  an  anecdote,  as  lang's  they  keep 
frequently  ca'in'  on  the  servant  lad  or  lass  for  a  clean  plate — as 
land's  thev  glower  on  the  framed  picturs  or  prents  on  the  wa',  and 
askiu'  if  the  tane's  originals  and  the  tither  proofs, — as  lang's  they 
offer  to  carve  the  tongue  or  turkey—  depend  on't  they're  no  in  a 
Slate  o'  gluttony,  but  are  devourin'  their  soup,  fish,  flesh,  and  fowl, 
like  men  and  Cliristians.  But  as  sune's  their  chin  gets  creeshy — their 
cheeks  lank,  sallow,  and  clunk-clunky — their  nostrils  wide — their 
een  fixed — their  faces  close  to  their  trencher — and  themsel's  dum- 
bies — then  you  may  see  a  specimen  "  o'  the  immoral  and  unintel- 
lectual abandonment  o' the  sowl  o'  man  to  his  gustative  natur;" 
then  is  the  fast,  foul,  fat  feeder  a  glutton,  the  maist  disguslfuest 
cretur  that  sits — and  far  aiieath  the  level  o'  them  that  feed  on  a' 
fowers,  out  o*  trochs  on  garbage. 

North.  Sensuality  is  the  most  shocking  of  all  sins,  and  its  name 
is  Legion. 

Shepherd.  Ay,  there  may  be  as  muckle  gluttony  on  sowens  as  on 
turtle  soup.  A  ploughman  may  be  as  grt^edy  and  as  gutsy  as  an 
alderman.  The  sin  lies  not  in  the  sense  but  in  the  sowl.  Sir — a 
red-herring  ? 

North.  Tliaiik  ye,  James. 

Shephird.  Are  you  drinkin'  collie  ?  Let  me  toast  you  a  shave  o' 
bread,  and  butter  it  for  you  on  baith  siiles,  sir? 

{The  SiiKPiiKKD  kneels  on  the  Tlyer*  and  stretches  out  the  Tri 
(tent  to    Vulcan.) 

North.  Heaven  will  reward  ye,  James,  for  your  piety  to  the  old 
man. 

Shepherd.  Dinna,  think,  sir,  that  I  care  about  your  last  wull  and 
U'stament.  I'm  nae  legacy-hunter — nae  l*ost-obit.  Ibit  hae  yo 
udded  the  codicil  ] 

*   The  Tiger,— a.  heirth-rug,  into  which  is  woven  'he  im.ige  of  i  tigar. — M. 
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North.  The  man  who  has  not  made  his  will  at  forty  is  wurse  than 
a  fool — ahiiost  a  knave. 

Shepherd.  I  kon  nae  Itcttor  test  o'  wisdc^m — wisdom  in  its  liighest 
sons*.' — than  a  ju!^t  hist  wull  and  testament.  It  bicsseth  generations 
yet  unborn.  It  guardcth  and  strengtheneth  domestic  peace — and 
iiiaketh  brethi-en  to  dwell  together  in  unity.  Being  dead,  the  wise 
testator  yet  liveth — his  sjiirit  abideth  invisible,  but  felt  ower  the 
roof-tree,  and  delighteth,  morning  and  evening,  in  the  thanksgiving 
Psalm. 

North.   One  would    think    it  were  easy  to  act  well  in  that  matter. 

Shepherd.  One  would  think  it  were  easy  to  act  weel,  sir,  in  a' 
matters.  Yet  hoo  difficult !  The  sowl  seems,  somehow  or  ither, 
to  lose  her  simplieity,  to  keep  restlessly  glourin'  round  and  round 
about  wi'  a  thousan'  artiHeial  ogles  up  a'  the  cross  and  by-paths 
leadin'  nae  single  body  kens  whither,  unless  it  be  into  brakes,  and 
thiekets,  and  quagmires,  and  wildernesses  o'  moss — where  ane  may 
wander  wearily  and  drearily  up  and  doon  for  years,  and  never  re- 
cover the  richt  road  again,  till  death  touches  him  on  the  shouther, 
and  dot)n  he  fli's  amang  them  that  were,  leavin'  a'  that  lucked  up  to 
bin)  for  his  elfeeks  in  doubt  and  dismay  and  desolation,  wi'  sore  and 
bitter  hearts,  uncertain  whether  to  gie  vent  to  their  feelings  in  bless 
ings  or  in  curses,  in  execration  or  prayer. 

North.  Of  all  the  vices  of  old  age,  may  gracious  Heaven,  my 
dearest  James,  for  ever  shield  me  from  avarice  ! 

Shepherd.  Nae  fear  o'  that.  There's  either  just  ae  enjoyment  o' 
siller,  or  five  hinider  thousan'  million.  The  rieh  maun  either  spend 
it  thiek  and  fa.-:t,  as  a  nightingale  scatters  her  notes  on  the  happy 
air — or  sit  upon  his  guineas,  like  a  clockia'  hen  on  a  heap  o'  yellow 
addled  eggs  amang  the  nettles. 

North.   Picturesquely  true. 

Shepherd.  Oh,  sir !  what  delicht  to  a  wise  rich  man  in  being 
lavish — in  being  prodigal  !  For  thae  twa  words  only  carry  blame 
alang  wi'  them  according  to  the  character  o' the  giver  or  the  receiver. 
Wha  niair  lavish — wha  mair  prodigal  than  the  Sun  1  Yet  let  him 
shower  his  beams  for  ever  and  ever  all  ower  the  Planetary  System, 
frae  Venus  wi'  her  cestus  to  Saturn  wi'  his  ring,  and  nane  the 
poorer,  either  in  licht  or  in  heat,  is  he — and  nane  the  poorer  will  he 
ever  be,  till  the  hand  that  hung  him  on  high  shall  cut  the  golden 
cord  by  which  he  liveth  in  the  sky,  and  he  falls,  his  duty  done,  into 
the  bosom  of  Chaos  and  Old  Night! 

North.  My  dear  Shepherd  ! 

Shepherd.  But  the  Sun  he  shinelh  wi'  unborrowed  licht.  There's 
the  bonnie  Moon,  God  bless  her  mildest  f^ce,  that  loveth  still  to 
cheer  the  pensive  nicht  wi'  a  lustre  lent  her  by  the  joyful  day — to 
give  to  earth  a'  she  receives  fr^e  heayeii.     Puir,  senseless,  ungratefu' 
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cieturs  we!  Eyeing  her  frae  our  ain  narrow  vales,  Me  ca' her 
chaiigefu'  and  inconstant !  But  is  na  she,  sweet  satellite,  for  ever 
iMiimeving  on  her  giacit>us  round,  and  why  will  we  grudge  her 
smiles  to  them  far  frae  us,  seein'  we  are  a'  children  to  ae  Maker,  and, 
according  to  his  perfect  laws,  a'  partakers  in  the  same  impartial 
bounty  ?     Here's  a  nice  brown  shave  for  you,  sir. 

[The  SiiEPHEKD  rises  from  his  knees  on   the  rug — takes  the 

bread  from  the  prongs  (f  the   Trident,  and  fresh  butters   it 

on  both  sides  for  Mr.  North,  who  receives  it  with  a  benign 

bow.) 

North.  Uncfmimonly   yellow  this  butter,  James,  for  the   season. 

The  grass  must  be  growing — 

Shepherd.  Ay,  you  may  hear't  growin'.  What  years  for  vege- 
tation the  last  beautifu'  and  glorious  Three  !  The  ongoings  o'  natur 
are  in  tlie  lang  run  regular  and  steady  ; — but  noo  and  then  the 
mighty  mother  seems  to  obey  some  uncontrollable  impulse  far 
within  her  fair  large  bosom,  and  "  wantons  as  in  her  prime,"  out- 
doing her  very  self  in  beneficence  to  earth,  and  that  mysterious 
concave  we  ca'  heaven. 

North.  In  spite  of  gout,  rheumatism,  lumbago,  corns,  and  chil- 
blains, into  the  Forest  shall  1  wend  my  way,  James,  before  mid- 
summer. 

Shpeherd.  And  young  and  auld  will  be  but  ower  happy  to  see 
Nou,  sir,  frae  the  lanely  Douglas  Tower  to  those  o'  Newark, 
Would  ye  believe't,  an  old  ash  stullion  in  the  garden  hedge  of 
Mount  IJenger  sliot  out  six  scions  last  year,  the  langest  o'  them 
nine,  and  the  shortest  seven  feet  lang?  That  svas  growin'  for  you, 
sir. 

North.  There  has  been  much  planting  of  trees  lately,  in  the 
Fore-t,  James  ? 

Shepherd.  To  my  taste,  to  tell  the  truth,  rather  ower  muckle — 
especially  o'  nurses. 

North.  Nurses!  wet  or  dry  nurses,  James? 

Shephi-rd.  I'ailh.  Larches  and  Scotch  firs;  or  you  may  ca' 
them  schoolmasters,  that  teach  the  yoimg  idea  how  to  siioot.  l>ut 
thinnins  in  the  Forest  never  can  jmy,  I  suspeck  ;  and  except  on 
bleaky  knows,  the  hard  wood  wad  grow  belter,  in  my  opinion,  left 
to  themsells,  without  either  nurses  or  schoolmasters.  The  nurse;* 
are  apt  to  overlay  the  weans,  and  the  schoolmasters  to  forget,  or 
what's  waur,  to  Mog  llieir  pupils;  and  thus  the  rising  is  a  stunted 
gent-ration. 

North.  Forty-five  years  ago,  my  dear  James,  when  y<iu  wen-  too 
young  to  remember  much,  1  Icjved  the  Forest  for  its  solitary  single 
treed,  ancient   yew    or  sycamore,  black    in    the   distance,  but   when 
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near,  hov*  gloriously  gicoii !  Tall,  ilrlii-at el} -feathered  ash,  whose 
Jiinl's  wiTf  slill  visible  in  latest  sumnu'i's  Icadiiess — birch,  in  early 
s|)riiiir,  Wfopiiig  ainJ  wliispi'riiig  in  its  pensive  lia|)[)iiiess  by  the 
Jierpevual  din  of  its  own  waLcit'all — oak,  yellow  in  tl)e  suns  of 
June — 

Shepherd.  "  Tlie  grace  of  forest  wood  decayed. 

Aud  pastoral  nielaucbuly  1" 

North.   What  lovely  lines!      Who  writes  like  W^ordsworth  ! 

Shepherd.  Tuts!  Me  owcr  young  to  remember  muckle  forty- 
fi/e  years  ago!  You're  speakin'  havers.  I  was  then  twal — and  [ 
remember  every  thing  I  ever  heard  or  saw  since  I  was  three 
year  auld.  I  recolleck  tlu;  mornin'  I  was  pittcn  intil  l)reeks  as 
dislinckly  as  if  it  was  this  verra  day.  They  hurt  me  sair  atween 
the  fork  and  the  inside  o'  the  knees — but  oh  !  1  was  a  prood  man — 
and  the  lamb  that  I  chased  all  the  way  frae  n;y  father's  hut  to 
Eltrick  Manse,  round  about  the  kirk,  till  I  caught  it  on  a  gowany 
grave,  and  lay  doon  wi't  in  my  arms  on  the  sunny  heap,  had  nae 
need  to  be  ashamed  o'  itsel',  for  I  hunted  it  like  a  colley — although 
when  1  grupped  it  at  last,  1  held  it  to  n)y  l)eatin'  bosom  as  tenderly 
as  ever  I  hae  since  done  wee  Jamie,  when  pitten  tlie  dear  cretur 
intil  the  ciib  that  stauns  at  the  side  o'  his  mither's  bed,  after"  e'enin' 
prayers. 

North.  I  feel  not  nndelightfully,  my  dear  James,  that  1  must  be 
waxing  old — very  old — for  of  the  last  ten  years  of  my  life  I  re- 
member almost  nothing  except  by  an  eilbrt — whereas  the  first  ten 
— commencing  with  that  iiright,  clear,  undying  light  that  borders 
the  edge  of  the  oblivion  of  infancy — have  been  lately  becoming 
more  intensely  di&tinct — so  that  often  the  past  is  with  me  as  it  were 
the  present — and  the  sad  gray-haired  ancient  is  again  a  1  .'st  golden- 
headed  boy,  singing  a  chorus  w  itli  the  breeze,  and  the  birds  aud  the 
streams.     Alas  !  and  alack  a  day  ! 

Shepherd.  'Tis  only  sae  that,  we  ever  renew  our  youth.  Oh, 
sir!  I  hinna  forgotten  the  color  o'  the  plumage  o' ae  single  dove 
that  ever  sat  cooin'  of  old  on  the  growin'  turf-riggin'  o'  my  father's 
hut!  Ae  great  muckle,  big,  beautifu'  ane  in  particular,  blue  as  if 
it  had  dropt  doon  frae  the  sky — 1  see  the  noo,  a'  neck  and  bosom, 
cooin'  and  cooin'  deep  as  distant  thunder,  round  and  round  his 
mate,  wha  was  whiter  than  the  white  sae-faem,  makin'  love  to  the 
snawy  creture — wha  cowered  doon  in  fear  afoie  her  impeiious  and 
impassioned  lord — yet  in  love  stronger  than  fear — sh(jwing  Ikjo  in 
a'  leeviu'  natur  passions  seemingly  the  maist  remote  frae  ane 
anither,  coalesce  into  mysterious  union  by  means  o'  ae  pervading 
aud  interfusing  speerit,  that  quickens  the  pulses  o'  that  insciuiablo 
secret — life  ! 
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North.  All  linnets  have  died,  J;inie.> — lluit  race  <.f  loveliest  liltcrs 
is  extinct. 

She/>hird.  No  thae.  Broom  and  bracken  are  tenanted  by  tlie 
"lad,  meek  crelurs  still  —  but  liie  ehords  o'  mu.■^ic  in  our  hearts  are 
sair  unstrung — the  harp  o'  our  heart  has  lost  its  melody.  But 
eome  out  to  the  Forest,  my  dear,  my  honored  sir,  and  ft-ar  not  then 
when   we   twa   are    walking  thegither  witliout   speakiu'   among  tlie 

hills,  you 

"  Will  feel  the  airs  tliit  from  tbem  blow, 
A  aiouieutary  bliss  bestow," 

and  the  wild,  unceitain,  waverin'  music  o'  the  Eolian  harp  that 
natur  f>lays  upon  in  the  solitude,  will  again  echo  far  far  awa'  aniang 
the  recesses  o'  your  heart,  and  the  limy  will  sing  as  sweetly  as  ever 
amang  the  blossoms  o'  the  milk-white  thorn.  Or,  if  you  canna  be 
brocht  to  feel  sae,  you'll  hae  but  to  look  in  my  wee  Jamie's  face, 
and  his  glistening  een  will  convince  you  that  IScotia's  nightingale 
still  singeth  as  sweetly  as  of  yore!      But  let  us  sit  into  tiie  lire,  sir. 

Korlh.  'I'hank  you,  Shepherd — thank  you,  James. 

Shepherd,  [wheeling  his  father  s  chair  to  the  ingle-corner,  and  sing- 
ing the  while,) 

"  There's  CuRisToniEa  North,  that  wons  in  yon  gle.v, 
He's  the  king  o'  ovdl  fallows  and  wale  o'  auld  men  1" 

North.  I  cannot  bear,  James,  to  receive  such  attention  paid  to  my 
bodily  weakness — I  had  iilmo-l  said,  my  decrepitude — by  any  living 
soul  but  vour>cU"      How  is  that,  my  dear  Sh'-pherd  ? 

Shepherd.  Because  1  treat  you  wi'  tenderness,  but  no  wi'  pity — 
wi'  .sym[)athy,  but  no  wi'  comj)assion 

Nor'h.  My  dear  James,  ye  must  give  us  a  book  on  synonymes. 
What  dt'licacy  of  distinction  ! 

Shi'pherd.  I  suspeck,  sir,  tiiat  mother  wut  and  mother  feelin'  hae 
mair  to  do  wi'  the  truth  o'  metaphysical  etymology  and  grammar, 
than  c-ither  lair  or  lalior.  Ken  the  mcanin',  by  self-experience,  o'  a' 
liie  ni<-cst  shades  o'  thoughts  and  feelings,  and  devil  the  fears  but 
you'll  ken  the  meaiiin's  o'  the  nicest  shades  o'  syllables  and 
words. 

North.  Good,  James,  Language  flows  fimn  two  great  souices — • 
the  hi-ad  and  the  heart.      Each  feeils  ten  thou-^and  rills 

Shrfiherd.  litflectin' diflerent  imag<!ry — but,  n<j  sae  very  <liirercnt 
I  illier — tor — you  see 

North.  I  sec  nothing,  James,  little  or  nothing,  till  you  Id'^w  away 
li.e  intervening  mist  by  the  breath  of  genius,  and  tli<  n  llic  whole 
wriild  outshines,  like  a  panorama  with  a  central  sun. 

Shrjdi.ird.  Ah  !  sir,  you  had  seen  the  hale  world  afore  ever  I  kciit 
\o  >  _a  perfect  wandering  Ulysses. 
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North.  Yes,  James,  I  have  eircumnavigated  the  gli)l)e,  and  inter- 
spotod  it  through  all  its  zones,  and,  by  Jupiter,  there  is  not  a  climate 
onniparalile  to  that  of  Sc-i>tland. 

Slnplnrd.  1  heliev't.  Blest  ije  Providence  for  having  saved  my 
life  fiae  tiie  curse  o'  a  stagnant  sky — a  monotonous  heaven.  On 
flat  land,  and  aiieath  an  ever  blue  lift,  I  should  soon  hae  been  a  per- 
fc'cU  id i wit. 

North.  What  a  comical  chap,  James,  you  would  have  been,  had 
you  been  horn  a  negro  ! 

Shrjihcri/.  Aye — I  think  I  see  you,  sir,  wi'  great  blubber  lips,  a 
mnullit'u'  o'  muckle  white  horse's  teeth,  and  a  head  o'  hair  like  the 
woo  atween  a  ram's  horns  when  he's  grown  ancient  amang  the 
nnnMUaiiis.  What  Desdemona  could  hae  stood  out  against  sic  an 
Olheilo] 

North.  Are  negroes,  gentlemen,  to  sit  in  both  Houses  of  Parlia- 
ment ? 

Shepherd.  Nae  politics  the  nicht — nae  politics.  I'm  sick  o'  poli- 
tics. Let's  speak  about  the  weather.  This  has  been  a  fine  day, 
sirs. 

North.  A  first-rate  day,  indeed,  James.  Commend  me  to  a  Day 
•who  does  not  stand  sliiliy-shullying  during  the  whole  morning  and 
forenoon,  with  hands  in  his  breeches'  pockets,  or  liitin'  his  nails, 
and  scratching  his  head,  unable  to  make  up  his  mind  in  what 
fancy  character  he  is  to  appear  from  meridian  to  sunset — \iut 
who 

Shej'herd.  Breaks  out  o'  the  arms  o'  the  dark-haired  bricht-eed 
niuhr,  with  the  power  and  pomp  o'  a  Titan,  and  frightenin'  that  bit 
piiir  timid  lassie  the  Dawn  out  o'  her  seven  senses,  in  thunder  and 
lightning  a'  at  ance  storms  the  sky,  till  creation  is  drenched  in 
flo(jd,  ijatlied  ill  fire,  and  roeked  hy  earthquake.  That's  the  day  for 
a  poet,  sirs — that's  a  j)ictur  for  the  ee,  and  that's  music  for  the 
lug  o'  imagination,  sirs,  till  ane's  verra  speerit  cums  to  creawte 
the  war  it  trniTimles  at,  and  to  l)e  compused  o'  the  self-same  yele- 
ments,  glot)niin'  and  boomin',  blackenin'  and  brightenin',  pourin'  and 
roarin',  and  awsomely  confnsin'  and  confoundin'  heaven  and  earth, 
and  this  life  and  the  life  that  is  to  come,  and  a'  the  passions  that 
loup  np  at  sichts  and  souns,  joy,  impe,  fear,  terror,  exultation,  and 
that  mysterious  up-risiii'  and  downfa'in'  o'  our  mortal  hearts,  con- 
nected some  Ikjo  or  ither  wi'  the  fleein  duds,  and  the  tossin'  trees, 
and  the  red  rivers  in  spate,  and  the  sullen  looks  c'  black  i)its  o'  sky 
like  faces,  together  wi'  anc  and  a'  o'  thae  restless  shows  o'  uneasy 
natur  appertainin',  God  knows  hoo,  but  maist  certain  sure  it  is  so,  to 
the   region,   the  rueful    region   o'    man's    entailed    inheritance — the 


to 

grave ' 


North.  James,  you  are  very  pale — very  white  about  the  gills — ■ 
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are  you  well  enough  ?  Turn  up  your  little  finger.  Pale  !  nay,  now 
they  are  more  of  the  color  of  my  hat — as  if 

"  In  the  scowl  of  heaven,  bis  face 
Grew  black  as  he  was  speaking." 

The  shadow  of  the  thunder-cloud  threatening  the  eves  of  his  imajii- 
nation,  has  absolutely  darkened  his  face  of  clay.  He  seems  at  a 
fuueial.  Jatnes  ! 

Shepherd.  Whare's  the  moral  ?  What's  the  use  of  thunder,  ex 
cept  in  a  free  country  1  There's  nae  grandeur  in  the  terror  o'  slaves 
flingin'  thenisells  doon  on  their  faces  aniang  the  sugar-canes,  in  a 
tornawdo.  But  the  low  quick  lieatin'  at  the  heart  o'  a  freeman,  a 
bauid-faced  son  o'  liberty,  when  sirDultawneous  flash  aJid  crash  rends 
Natur  to  her  core,  why  that  flutter,  sir,  tliat  does  homage  to  a  Power 
aboon  us,  e.xalts  the  dreadful  magnificence  o'  the  instruments  that 
Power  employs  to  subjugate  our  sowls  to  his  sway,  and  makes 
thunder  and  lichtnin',  in  sic  a  country  as  England  and  Scotland, 
sublime. 

Nurlh.  The  short  and  the  long  of  the  matter  seems  to  be,  James, 
that  when  it  thunders  you  funk. 

Shepherd.  Yes,  sir,  thunders  frightens  me  into  my  senses. 

North.    Well  said,  James — well  said. 

Sh'plwrd.  Heaven  forgive  me,  but  ten  out  o'  the  eighteen  wakin 
hours,  I  am  an  atheist. 

North.   And  I. 

Shepherd.  And  a'  men.  Puir,  pitifu',  ungratefii',  and  mceserable 
wretches  that  we  are — waur  than  worms.  An  atheist's  a  godless 
man.  Sweep  a'  thoughts  o'  his  Maker  out  o'  ony  man's  heart — 
and  what  better  is  he,  as  lang's  the  floor  o'  his  being  continues  bare, 
than  an  atheist  ? 

North.   Liltle  better  indeed. 

Shepherd.  I  envy — I  honor — I  venerate — I  h)ve — I  bless  the  man, 
who,  like  the  [)alriarchs  of  old,  ere  sin  drowned  the  world,  ever 
walks  with  (iod. 

North.  James,  here  we  must  not  get  too  solemn 

Shepherd.  That's  true;  and  let  me  hope  that  I'm  no  sae  firgctfu' 
as  1  Tear.  In  this  season  o'  the  year,  espei^ialiy  when  the  flowers  are 
a'  seen  again  in  lauchin'  flocks  ower  the  braes,  like  ehiliinn  relurnin' 
to  sehitol  after  a  lang  snaw,  i  can  wi'  truth  avoo,  that  ihi;  siL'nt  o'  a 
piimrose  is  to  irui  like  the  soun'  o'  a  [)rayer,  and  thai  1  .seldom  walk 
alone  by  msself  fir  half  a  mile,  willioul  tlioihis  s.ie  calm  and  sac 
i<crene,  and  sae  humble  and  sae  grateful,  that  I  houji  Tni  no  deei-iviu' 
myself  noo  wlien  i  venture  to  ca'  th(!m — religious. 

Nirih.   iNo,  James,  you  are  not  neli-deiieivod.      Poetry  melts  into 
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ShcphfrJ.  It  is  Ktligioii,  sir  ;  for  what  is  Religion  but  a  clear — - 
often  a  siiddcii — insielit,  uceonipaniocl  \vi'  eiiiutiuu,  into  the  depend 
ence  o'  a'  beauty  and  a'  glory  on  the  Divine  Mind  1  A  wee  bit  dew- 
wat  <:owany,  as  it  makes  a  scarcely  perceptible  sonnd  and  stir,  which 
it  (tftcn  dees,  aiiiaiig  the  grass  that  K)vcs  to  shelter  but  not  hide  the 
boiinie  earth-born  star,  glintin'  np  sae  kindly  wi'  its  (ace  into  mine, 
w  hilc  l>y  good  fortune  my  feet  touched  it  not,  has  hundreds  o'  times 
artected  me  as  profomidly  as  ever  did  the  Sun  himsrll  setting  in  a' 
his  glory — as  profoundly — and,  oh  !  tar  mair  tenderly,  for  a  thing 
that  grows  and  grows,  and  becomes  every  hour  mair  and  mair  beau- 
tifu',  and  then  hangs  fixed  for  a  season  in  the  perfection  o'  its  lovely 
delicht,  and  then — wae  is  me — begins  to  be  a  little  dim — and  then 
dimmer  and  dimmer,  till  we  feel  that  it  is  indeed — in  very  truth, 
there's  nae  deny i n't — f-iding — fading — faded — gone — dead — buried. 
Oh  !  sir,  sic  an  existence  as  that  has  an  overwhelniin'  analogy  to  our 
ain  life — and  that  1  hae  felt — nor  doubt  1  that  you,  my  dear  sir,  hae 
lelt  it  tt)0 — when  on  some  saft,  sweet,  silent  incense-breathing  morn- 
ing o'  spring — far  awa,  perhaps,  frae  the  smoke  o' ony  human  dwell- 
in',  and  walkin'  ye  cared  na,  kent  na  whither — sae  early  that  the 
ground-bees  were  but  beginnin'  to  hum  out  o'  their  bikes — when,  I 
say,  some  flower  suddenly  attracted  the  licht  within  your  ee,  wi'  a 
power  like  that  o'  the  loadstont;,  and  though,  perha|)s,  the  commonest 
o'  the  flowers  that  beautify  the  biaes  o'  Scotland — only,  as  I  said,  a 
bit  ordinary  gowan — yet,  what  a  sudden  rush  o' thochts  and  feelings 
overfl(jwed  ^our  soul  at  the  simple  sicht !  while  a'  nature  Itecam  for 
a  moment  overspread  wi'  a  tender  haze  belongin'  not  to  hersell,  for 
there  was  naeihing  there  to  bedim  her  brightness,  but  existin'  only 
in  your  ain  twa  silly  een,  sheddin'  in  the  solitude  a  few  holy  tears  1 

Nortli.  James,  1  will  trouble  you  for  the  red-herrings. 

Shepherd.  There.  Mr.  North,  1  could  write  twunty  vollumms 
about  ttie  weather.     Wad  they  sell  ? 

North.  1  fear  they  might  be  deficient  in  incident. 

Shepherd.  Naeihing  1  write's  ever  deficient  in  incident.  Between 
us  three,  what  think  ye  o'  my  Shepherd's  Calendar? 

JS'orlh.  Admirable,  my  dear  James,  adniiraijie.  To  tell  you  the 
truth,  1  never  read  it  in  the  Magazine  ;  but  1  was  told  the  papers 
were  universally  liked  there — and  now,  as  Vols.,  they  are  beyond — 
above — all  J)I•ai■^e. 

Shepherd.  But  wull  you  say  that  in  black  and  white  in  the  Maga- 
zine? What's  the  use  o'  rousin'  a  body  to  their  face,  and  aliusin' 
them  ahint  their  backs?  Setting  them  upon  a  pedestal  in  private, 
and  in  public  layin'  tliem  a'  their  length  on  the  fl(jor  ?  Y(m"re  jeal- 
ous o'  me,  sir,  that's  the  real  truth, — and  you  wish  that  i  was  dead. 

North.  Pardon  me,  James,  I  merely  wish  that  you  had  never  been 
born. 
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She-^Iurd.  That's  far  niair  wicked.  Oh!  but  jealousy  and  envy's 
.wii  delusive  passions,  and  they  pii'  yon  douii  frae  your  aerial  alti- 
tude, sir.  like  twa  ravens  ruggin'  an  eagle  frae  the  sky, 

North.  From  literary  jealousy,  James,  even  of  you,  my  soul  ig 
Ui'ii  as  the  sione-sliaded  well  in  your  garden  from  the  ditch-water 
tiiat  flows  around  it  on  a  rainy  day.  I  but  flirt  with  the  Muses,  and 
wlien  they  are  faithless,  I  whistle  the  hagirards  down  the  wind,  and 
puff  all  care  away  with  a  cigar.  But  1  have  felt  //<e  jealousy,  James, 
and  of  all  pab.-ions  it  alone  springs  from  seed  wafted  into  the  human 
heart  from  the  Upas  Tree  of  Hell. 

Shephi'rd.   Whcesht!  whee^hl ! 

North.  Shaks|ieare  has  but  feebly  painted  that  passion  in  Othello. 
A  complete  failure.  I  never  was  married,  that  1  recollect — neither 
am  I  a  black  man, — thorefure  I  do  not  pretend  to  be  a  judge  of 
Oth.llo's  conduct  and  character.  But,  in  the  first  place,  Sliakspeare 
ouyht  to  have  been  al)ove  taking  an  aiu)nialous  case  of  jealousy. 
IIow  could  a  black  husband  escape  being  jealous  of  a  white  wife? 
There  was  a  cause  of  jealousy   <iiven  in  his  very  fate. 

She/jherd.  Eh? — what? — what? — eh?  Faith,  there's  something 
in  tliat  (ibscrvalion. 

North.  Besides,  had  Desdemona  lived,  she  would  have  produced 
a  mulatto.  Could  she  have  seen  their  "  visages  in  their  minds?" 
Othello  and  she  going  to  church,  with  a  brood  of  tawnies  — 

Shepherd.  1  dinna  like  to  hear  you  spcakin' that  way.  Dinna  pro- 
fane poetry. 

North..  Let  not  poetry  profane  nature.  I  am  serious,  James. 
That  which  in  real  life  would  be  fulsome,  cannot  breathe  sweetly 
in  (ietion  ;  for  fiction  is  still  a  reflection  of  truth,  and  truth  is 
sacred. 

Sheplterd.  I  agree  wi'  you  sac  far,  that  the  Passion  o'  Jealf)usy  in 
Luve  can  only  l>e  painted  w  i'  perfect  nalur  in  a  man  that  stands 
towards  a  woman  in  a  jierfectly  natural  relation.  Otherwise,  the 
picture  may  be  well  [)ainted,  but  it  is  still  but  a  picture  of  a  par- 
ticular and  singular  exhibition  </  the  jiassion — in  short,  as  you  say, 
o'  an  aiKunaly.      1  like  a  word  1  dinna  weel  understan'. 

North.  !Mr.  Wordsworth  <-alls  Desdemona,  "  the  gentle  lady 
married  to  the  Moor,"  and  the  line  has  Ixmii  often  (juoted  and 
admired.  It  simply  asserts  two  facts — that  she  was  a  gentle  lady, 
aud  that  she  was  married  to  the   Modr.      \\  hat  then  { 

Slipplnrd.  1  forgie  her — 1  pit\  her — but  lean  wi'  dinienlty  re- 
hpi  ck  her — I  confess.  It  was  a  curious  kind  o'  haiikcrin'  attir  an 
Opp(»Mte   color. 

North.  Ohange  the  character  and  cfindition  of  'he  j>arties.  ('an 
you    imagine  a  while  hero  falling  in   loVc   wi'  a  lilack  iieroine,  in  a 
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country  where  there  were   plenty  of  white  women?     Marrying  &i\i 
murdering  her  in  an  agony  of  rage  and  love  ? 

Shepherd.  I  can  only  answer  for  mysell.  1  never  could  bring 
mysell  to  marry  a  Blackamoor. 

North.  Yet  they  are  ofiuu  sweet,  gentle,  aflTectionate,  meek,  mild, 
huiiibk'  and  devoted  creatures — Dosdeinoiias. 

Shepherd.  But  men  and  women,  sir,  I  vtrily  believe,  are  different 
ill  miMiy  things  respecting  the  pas.sion  o'  hive  I've  kent  honnie, 
young,  blooniin'  lasses  fa'  in  luve  \vi'  auld,  wizen'd,  yellow,  dis 
gustin'  fallows — 1  hae  indeed,  sir.  It  was  their  fancy.  But  I  never 
heard  tell  o'  a  young,  handsome,  healthy  chiel  geltin'  impassioned 
on  an  auld,  wrunkled,  shranky  hag,  without  a  tocher.  Now,  sir, 
Othello  was  — 

North.   Well — well — let  it  pass  — 

Shepherd.  Ay — that's  the  way  o'  you — the  instant  you  begin  to 
see  the  argument  gaeii  against  you.  you  turn  the  conversation,  either 
by  main  force,  or  by  a  quirk  or  a  sophism,  and  sae  escape  frae  the 
net  that  was  about  to  l»e  flung  ower  you,  and  like  a  bird,  awa'  up 
into  the  air — or  invisible  ower  the  edge  of  tlie  horizon. 

North.  Well,  then,  James,  what  say  you  to  lago  ? 

She/ihei-d.    What  alioiit  him? 

North.   Is  his  character  in  nature? 

Shepherd.   I  dinna  ken.     But  what  for  no  ? 

North.   What  was  his  motive?     Pure  love  of  mischief? 

Shepherd.  Ai  1)1  ins. 

North.  Pride  in  power,  and  in  skill  to  work  mischief? 

Shepherd.  Aiblins. 

North.  Did  he  hate  the  Moor  even  to  the  death  ? 

SJiepherd.   AiWlins. 

North.  Did  he  resolve  to  work  his  ruin,  let  the  consequences  to 
himst'lf  be  what  they  might? 

Shepherd.  It  would  seem  sae. 

North.  Did  he  know  that  his  own  ruin — his  own  death,  must 
follow  the  success  of  this  scheme? 

Shepherd,   IIoo  can  I  tell  that? 

North.  Was  he  blinded  utterly  to  such  result  by  his  wickedness 
directed  again>t  Othello? 

Shepherd.   Perhaps  he  was.      IIoo  can  I   tell  ? 

North.  Or  did  he  foresee  his  own  doom — and  still  go  on  unap- 
pallcd? 

Shepherd.  If  niicht  V)e  sae,  for  ony  thing  I  ken  to  the  contrary. 
Ue  was  owre  cool  and  calculatin'  to  be  blinded. 

North.   Is  he  then  an  intelligible  or  an  unintelligible  character? 

Shepherd.   An  unintelligible. 

North.  Therefore  not  a  natural  character.     I  say,  James,  that  hi9 
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conduct  from  first  to  last,  cannot  be  accounted  for  by  any  view  that 
can  be  taken  of  his  character.  The  whole  is  a  riddle — of  which 
Sli.ikspeare  has  not  given  the  solution.  Now,  all  human  nature  is 
full  of  riddles;  but  it  is  the  business  of  dramatic  poets  to  solve  them, 
and  this  one  Shakspeare  has  left  unsolved.  But  having  himself  pro- 
pdSid  it,  he  was  l>ouiid  either  to  have  solved  it,  or  to  have  set  such 
a  riddle  as  the  wit  of  man  could  have  solved  in  two  centuries. 
Therefore 

S/iepfierd.   Othello  is  a  bad  play  ? 

North.  Not  had,  but  n«>t  g«iod — that  is,  not  greatly  good — not  in 
the  first  order  of  harmonious  and  mysterious  creations — not  a  work 
worthy  of  Shakspeare. 

Shejiherd.  Confound  me  if  I  can  tell  whether  you're  speakin' 
seM>e  or  nonsense — truth  or  havers;  or  whether  you  he  serious,  or 
only  playin'  aff  upon  me  some  o'  your  Meiilii>tophiles  tricks.  I 
aften  think  you're  an  evil  speerit  in  di-gnise,  and  that  your  greatest 
delight  is  in  confounding  truth  and    falsehood. 

North.  My  dear  James,  every  word  I  have  now  uttered  may  be 
m.-rc  nonsense.      1  cannot  tell.      Hut  do  you  see  my  drift? 

Shejjhcrd.  Na.  I  see  you  like  a  veshel  tryin'  tt>  beat  up  against 
a  strong  wund  and  a  strong  tide,  and  drittin'  awa  to  leeward,  till  it's 
clo^e  in  u[>on  tin-  shore,  and  about  to  gang  stern  foremost  in  ainang 
the  rocks  and  the  breakers.  Sae  far  I  see  your  drift,  and  nae 
farther.  You'll  soon  fa'  ower  on  your  beam  ends,  and  become  a 
total  wreck. 

North.  Well,  then,  mark  my  di-ift,  James.  We  idolize  Genius, 
to  the  neglect  of  ihe  wor^hip  ol'  Virtue.  To  our  tlionglits.  Genius 
is  all  in  all — Virtue  absolutely  nothing.  Iliiman  nature  seems  to 
be  gloiifieil  in  Shakspeare,  because  ins  intellect  « as  various  and 
va>t,  and  liecaiise  it  coni|>rehended  a  kuowlcMJgi!  of  all  the  work- 
ings, perhaps  of  human  being.  But  if  there  Ije  truth  in  that  faith 
to  which  the  Christian  world  is  bound,  how  dare  we,  on  that  ground, 
to  look  on  Shak^|)eare  as  almost  greater  and  better  than  Alan? 
Whv,  to  criticise  one  of  his  works  poorly,  or  badly,  or  insolently,  ia 
it  iield  to  lie  blasphemy  ?  Why  1  Is  (ienius  so  sacred,  so  holy  a 
iWiuil,  prr  se.  iUiil  apart  from  Virtue?  Folly  all  !  One  truly  good 
Jiclii'ii  peifoinied  is  wcuth  all  that  ever  Shakspeare  wrote.  Who  is 
the  Swan  of  Avon  in  comparison  to  the  humblest  being  that  ever 
puiifi>-d  ills  spirit  in  th<!  waters  of  eternal  lifel 

S/"-j>lirrd.   Speak    awa!      Ill    in>    interrupt    you — but    whether   I 
aifiee  wi'  vou  or  no's  anither  question. 

North.   (July  listen,  .hinies,  to  our  eulogies  on  (i.'inus.      Ilow  Vir 
lue    must,    veil    her   radiant    forehead    liel'ore    that    idol!      Ilow   thn 
whole  world  speaks  out  her  ceaseless   sympathy  wiili   the  wiusof 
Genius!      Ilow   silent   as  frost,  when   Virt\ic   [.ines!      Let   a  }  oimg 
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poet  poison  liiiiisi'If  in  wrathful  despair — and  all  the  !Muses  weep 
over  his  nnhallowed  bier.  Let  a  young  Christian  die  undijr  the 
visitation  of  God,  who  weeps?  No  eye  but  his  mother's  Wc 
know  that  such  deaths  are  every  day — every  hour — but  the  thought 
all'eets  us  luit — we  have  no  thought — and  heap  after  heap  is  added, 
unbewailed,  to  city  or  country  ehurchyard.  But  let  a  poet,  forsooth, 
die  in  youth — pay  the  debt  <if  nature  early — and  nature  herself, 
llnduijhout  her  elements,  must  in  turn  pay  tribute  to  his  shade. 

Slifjiherd.  Dinna  maU  me  imhappy,  sir — dinna  mak  me  sae  very 
unliapiiy,  sir,  I  beseech  you — try  and  explain  awa  what  you  hae 
said,  to  the  satisfaction  o'  our  hearts  and  undfistandins. 

North.  Impossible.  We  are  base  idolaters.  'Tis  infatuation — 
not  rt'ligioii.  Is  it  Genius,  or  is  it  Virtue,  that  shall  send  a  soul  to 
heavt-n  '\ 

S/iej/hcrd.  Virtue — there's  nae  denying  that  ; — Virtue,  sir — 
V'irtue. 

North.  Let  us  then  feel,  think,  speak,  and  act,  as  if  we  so  believf^d. 
Is  poetry  necessary  to  our  salvation.  Is  Paradise  Lost  better  than 
the  New  Testament  1 

S/ic]>herd.  Uh  !  dinna  mak  me  unhappy.  Say  again  that  Poetry 
i'i  religion. 

North.  Religion  has  in  it  the  finest  and  truest  spirit  of  poetry, 
and  the  finest  and  truest  spirit  of  poetry  has  in  it  the  spirit  of  rt^ii- 
gion.      But  — 

Shepherd.  Sae  nae  mair — sae  nae  mair.     I'm  satisfied  wi'  that  — 

Norih.  Oh!  James,  it  makes  my  very  soul  sick  within  me  to  hear 
the  puny  whinings  poured  liy  philosophical  sentimentalists  over  the 
failings — the  errors — the  vices  of  genius  !  There  has  been,  1  fear, 
too  much  of  that  traitorous  dereliction  of  the  only  true  faith,  even 
in  soiiic  eloquent  eulogies  on  the  dead,  which  1  have  been  the  meana 
of  giving  to  the  world.  Have  you  not  often  felt,  that,  when  reading 
what  has  been  said  about  our  own  immortal  Burns? 

Shepherd.   1  have  In  my  cabner  moments. 

North.  While  the  hyjtocritical  and  the  base  exaggerated  all  that 
illustrious  man's  aberrations  from  the  right  path,  nor  had  the  heart 
to  acknowledge  the  manifold  temptations  str«'Wed  around  his  feet, 
— the  enthusiastic  and  the  generous  ran  into  the  other  extreme,  and 
weakly — I  must  not  say  wickedly — strove  to  extenuate  them  into 
mere  trifles — in  too  many  instances  to  deny  them  altoijelher ;  and 
when  to(j  flagrant  to  be  denied, dared  to  declare  that  we  were  bound 
to  foriiet  and  forj^ive  them  on  the  score  of  the  poet's  genius — as  if 
genius,  the  guardian  of  virtue,  coidd  ever  he  regarded  as  the  paiider 
to  vice,  and  the  slave  of  sin.  Thus  they  were  willing  to  saciilice 
morality,  rather  than  that  the  idol  set  up  before  their  imagiuaticu 
should  be  degraded  ;  and  did  far  worse  injury,  and  oliered  fui  worse 
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insult  to  Virtue  and  Religion,  \>\  thus  siiirrinjT  ov  ci-  the  offences  of 
Burns  asrainst  both,  than  e\  tr  was  dune  bv  those  offences  themselves  ; 
for  Burns  bitterly  repented  what  they  almost  canonized  ;  and  the 
evil  practice  of  one  man  can  never  do  so  much  injury  to  society  as 
the  evil  theory  of  a  thousand.  Burns  erred  greatly  and  grievously; 
and  since  the  world  knows  that  he  did,  as  well  from  friends  as  fr<»m 
foes,  let  us  be  lenient  and  merciful  to  him,  whose  worth  was  great; 
but  just  and  faithful  to  that  law  of  right,  which  must  on  no  consid- 
eration be  violated  by  our  judgments,  but  which  nui.>t  maintain  and 
exercise  its  severe  and  sovereign  power  over  all  transgressions,  and 
more  especially  over  the  transgressions  of  those  to  whom  nature  has 
granted  endowments  that  might  have  been,  had  their  possessors 
nobly  willed  it,  the  ministers  of  unmingled  good  to  themselves  and 
the  whole  human  race. 

S/ie/j/terd.  You've  written  better  about  Burns  yoursell,  sir,  nor 
onv  bodv  else  breathin'.  That  vou  hae — baith  better  and  aftener — 
and  a'  friends  of  the  poet  ought  to  be  grateful  to  Christopher 
North. 

Nurlh.  That  is  true  praise  coming  from  my  Shepherd.  But  I 
have  fallen  into  the  error  1  now  reprehended. 

Shej)herd.  There's  a  set  o'  sumphs  that  say  periodical  literature 
has  degraded  the  haill  literature  o'  the  age.  They  refer  us  i\i  the 
standard  warks  o'  the  auld  sehool. 

North.  There  is  intolerable  impertinence  in  such  opinions — and 
disgusting  ignoiance.  Where  is  the  l»ody  of  pliilosopiiical  criticism 
of  which  these  piigs  keep  prating,  to  be  found  \  Aiisiotle's  I'oetics 
is  an  admirable  mamial — as  fir  as  it  goes — but  no  more  than  a 
manual — outlines  f<^r  a  philosophical  lecturer  to  till  up  into  a  theory. 
Quintiiian  is  fuller — but  oCten  fdse  and  of'tener  feeble — and  too 
formal  by  fir.  L<jnginus  was  a  man  of  fine  enthusiasm,  and  wrote 
from  an  awakened  spirit.  But  he  was  not  a  master  of  principles — 
though  to  a  writer  so  e|o(pn-nt  i  shall  not  deny  the  glory  of  deserv- 
ing that  famous  paneg\  ric, 

"  And  iii  liiiiiBclf  the  Grout  Subliiiie  lie  draws." 

'J'hen?  is  nothing  else  led  us  tVom  ;uiti(juily  deserving  the  name  of 
philosophical  criticism.  Of  ihe  I'Vench  school  of  philosophical  crit- 
icism, 1  need  say  nothing — La  llaipe  is  clear  mimI  sparkling  enough, 
but  very  common-place  and  very  shallow.  '1  he  names  of  twenly 
others  prior  to  him  1  might  recollect  if  1  chose — Inii  1  choose  at 
prcNenl  to  forget  them  all — as  the  n-st  of  the  world  has  done.  As 
to  the  English  school,  Dr^den  and  I  )ennis--flirgi  ve  tlie  junction, 
James — boili  w  roli;  acute  crilici-m  ;  but  the  name  of  Dcmns  but  for 
J'opc  would  now  have  been  in  ol)livi<iii,  us  :ill  his  writings  are — 
and  "  glorious  .John"  had    never   gained    that   ej)ilhel — excellent    as 
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tlicy  are — l>y  his  prose  prefaces.  What  other  Eii{j;lish  critic  flour- 
i>hod  before  the  present  age  ?  Addison.  His  Essays  on  the  Imagi- 
nation may  be  advantagi'oiisiy  read  liy  young  ladies,  before  ihey 
pajior  (heir  hair  with  such  flimsy  lucubrations, 

S/up/ierd.  I'll  no  alloo  ye  to  say  a  word  against  the  author  o'  the 
Vision  o'  Mirza.  As  for  the  Spectav\ tors,  1  never  could  thole  them 
—no  even  Sir  liojrer  Coventrey.  What  was  Sir  Roger  Coventrey 
to  Christopher  North  ? 

Nuvth.  Hut,  James,  it  is  not  fair  to  compare  a  fictitious  with  a 
real  character. 

Shepherd.  No  fair,  jierhaps  to  the  real  character;  but  mair  than 
fair  to  the  fictitious  anp. 

North.  As  for  the  German  critics — Lessinc:  and  Wieland  are  the 
best  of  them — and  1  allow  they  are  stars.  But  as  for  the  Schlegels, 
thiy  are  too  often  like  men  in  a  mist,  imagining  that  thev  are 
among  mountains  by  the  side  of  a  loch  or  river,  while  in  good  truth 
lliey  are  walking  along  a  flat  by  the  side  of  a  canal. 

Shepherd.  Maist  unendurable  quacks  baith  o'  them,  I'll  swear. 
Fine  soundin'  words  and  lang  sentences — and  a  theory  to  account 
for  every  thing — for  every  man,  woman,  and  child,  tliat  eversh<jwed 
genius  in  ony  age  or  kintra!  as  if  theie  was  ony  need  to  account 
for  a  production  o'  natur'  under  tlie  laws  o'  Natur's  Gt)d.  O'  a' 
jeadiiig  the  maist  entirely  useless,  waur  than  useless,  stupifyin',  is 
"cause  and  efll'ck."  Do  the  thing — and  be  done  wi't — whether  it 
be  a  poem,  or  a  statue,  or  a  picture,  or  an  oraution, — but  for  the 
love  o'  lleasen,  nae  botheration  about  the  cause  o'  its  origin  in  the 
ciimate  or  constitution  o'  the  kintra  that  gifd  it  birth — nae — 

North.   Why,  James,  you  are  for  putting  an  end  to  all  ]»hilosophy. 

Shepherd.   Philosophy  ?      Havers. 

North.  Mr.  Wordsworth,  nettled  by  the  EdinVjurgh  Review,  speaks, 
in  a  note  to  a  Lyrical  Ballad,  of  "Adam  Smith  as  the  worst  critic, 
David  Hume  excepted,  that  Scotland,  a  soil  favorable  to  that  species 
of  weed,  ever  produced."  Now  Adam  Smith  was  perhaps  the 
greatest  political  economist  the  world  has  yet  produced,  Ricardo 
excepted,  and  one  of  the  greatest  nujralists, — I  do  not  know 
wlioiii  to  except.  Witness  his  Wealth  of  Nations,  and  Theory  of 
Moral  Sentiments.  But  he  was  not  a  critic  at  all,  nor  pretended  to 
be  one,  James,  and  therefore  Mr,  Wordsworth  had  no  right  to  in- 
clude him  in  that  class.  He  may  have  occasionally  uttered  senti- 
ments about  poetry,  (where  authentically  recorded  ?)  with  which 
Mr.  Woidsworth  may  not  sympathize  ;  and  I  am  most  willing  to 
allow  that  Mr,  Wordsworth,  being  himself  a  great  jjoet,  knows  far 
ihore  about  it  than  Father  Adam.  But  'tis  childish,  and  coiitempti- 
ble,  in  a  great  man  like  Mr.  Wordsworth,  to  give  vent  to  his  spleen 
towards  a  man,  in  many  things  as  much  his  superior  as  in  others  he 
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was  his  inferior;  and  erronoons  as  some  of  Adam  Smith's  vaguely 
and  inaccurately  reported  Dpinions  on  poetry  may  be,  not  one  of 
them,  I  will  venture  to  say,  was  ever  half  so  silly  and  so  senseless 
as  this  splenetic  note  of  the  Great  Laker. 

Shepherd.  Wordsworth  canna  thole  ony  thing  Scotch — no  even 
me  and  the  Queen's  Wake. 

North.  He's  greatly  to  be  pitied  for  his  narrow  and  anti-poetical 
prejudices  against  "braid,"  and  poetical  Scotland,  "and  stately 
Eiliiiborough,  throned  on  crags  !"  Why,  James,  we  have  the  highest 
autlioriiN ,  you  know,  for  calling  ourselves  a  nation  of  gentlemen. 

Shepherd.  We  didna  need  a  king  to  speak  nonsense  about  us,  to 
mak  us  firond.      Pride  and  Poverty  are  twuns. 

North.  Ay,  James,  many  of  our  gentlemen  are  poor  gentlemen 
iiideid.  But  what  riglit  had  Mr.  Wordsworth  to  join  with  Adam 
Smith  tile  name  of  David  Hume  in  one  expression  of  contempt  for 
the  eiitieal  character  1  Let  Mr.  Wordsworth  write  such  Essays  as 
Hume  wrote — such  a  History, — I  speak  now  merely  of  sfij/e — and 
then,  and  not  till  then,  may  he  venture,  nnassailed  hy  universal 
laughter,  to  call  David  Hume  "a  weed."  He  was  "a  bright  con- 
summate flower,"  James,  and  tliougli  perhaps  he  did  not  think  it, — 
al.M)  immortal  in  heaven  as  on  earth. 

Shi'pherd.  I  hate — 1  abhor  to  hear  great  men  abusin',  and  pnten- 
diii',  {or  it's  a'  pretence,  to  despise  ane  anither.  I  blush  for  them 
—  i  hang  doon  my  head — I'm  f  )rced  to — replenish  my  jug — to  for- 
get llieir  fiailties  and  llieir  f)llies;  and  thus  ye  see,  sir,  how  good 
sj>rings  out  o'  evil.      Tak  anither  jug. 

North.  To-night  I  confine  myself  to  Turkish  coffee. 

She/ihrrd.      Weel  then,  gee't  a  dash  <>'  Glenlivit. 

North.   Not  a  l)ad  idea — b-t  me  try. 

(NoKTH  Jills  7i]>  hia  ci/p  of  cojj'ee  loilh  Glenlivit.) 

Shepherd.  Speak  awa,  sir — iiut  will  ye  forgie  me  lor  say  in'  that 
in  la\  in' about  y<iu  richt  and  left,  you  aiolins  are  sulijectin'  yoursel' 
to  the  same  censure  1  hae  been  passin'  just  now  tin  iiliei-  great 
men 

North.  I>ut,  James,  this  is  a  private  party — a  privileged  jilaee. 
IJe>ides,  the  eases  are  not  parjillel— i  am  in  the  right — they  aie  in 
the  wrong — that  makes  all  llie  dilTerence  in  the  world — crush  my 
opinions  first,  aiul  then  censure  their  utterance. 

Shepherd.  Tlien-'s  jilenly  to  censure  you  without  me.  'J'lie  liaiil 
perioilitii!  press  censmesyou — but  1  mami  confess  they  diniui  crusii 
>our  opinions. 

North.  Humi;  and  Smith  f)rmed  their  l.iste  on  the  classical 
model.-. — ;iiieient  and  nmdern — therefore  }s\.v.  Wordsworth  should 
have  con.siflered  

Sl'epherd.  Tut-< — tuts 

Vol..  HI.-  1!» 
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iV'ifj;///.  As  to  ourScDtc'h  critics  of  a  foriiu!!-  ap^c,  tiicre  are  Gerard, 
and  Bi'attic,  and  C'aiii]iln'll,  and  Kaines,  and  Blair — all  writers  of 
great  merit.  Gerard,  copious,  clear,  and  acute, — though  not  a  man 
of  originality,  a  man  of  reflection.  Ilis  volumes  on  'I'aste  and  on 
Genius  contain  many  excellent  views  and  many  good  illustratiiMis. 
But  1  dare  say  Mr.  Wordsworth  never  heard  of  the  Aberdonian 
l*rofessor.  Beattie  was  a  delightful  poet — that  Mr.  Wordsworth 
well  knows — and,  Mr.  Alison  excepted,*  the  best  writer  on  literature 
and  the  line  arts  Britain  ever  produced — full  of  feeling  and  full  of 
genius.  Karnes  was  "gleg  as  any  wunimle,"  and  considering  his 
multifarious  studies,  the  author  of  the  Elements  of  Criticism  is  not 
to  be  sneezed  at — he  was  no  weed — a  real  rough  bur-thistle,  and 
that  is  not  a  weed,  but  a  fine  Itold  national  flower.  As  to  Dr.  Blair, 
his  sermons — full  of  truth,  and  most  elegantly,  simply,  and  beauti- 
fully written — will  live  thousands  of  years  after  muca  of  onr  present 
pompous  preaching  is  dead,  and  buried,  and  forgmten — and  though 
his  Lectures  on  the  Billes  Lettres  are  a  compilation,  tliey  are  in- 
formed by  a  spirit  of  his  own — pure  and  graceful — and  though  the 
purity  and  the  grace  are  greater  than  the  power  and  the  originality — 
hL'  who  thinks  tlii:m  stupid  must  be  an  ass — and  let  him  bray  against 
the  Doctor  "till  he  stretch  his  leathern  coat  almost  to  bursting." 

Shepherd.  I  never  read  a  single  word  o'  ane  o'  thae  books  you've 
been  speakin'  about — and  what  the  better  wad  I  hae  been,  tell  me, 
if  1  had  written  abstracts  o'  them  a',  and  committed  the  contents  to 
memory  ? 

North.  Your  education,  James,  has  been  a  very  good  one,  and  well 
suited.  I  verily  believe,  to  your  native  genius.  But  you  will  allow 
that  other  people  may  have  been  the  better  of  them,  and  of  other 
books  on  various  subjects? 

Shepherd.  Ou  ay — Ou  ay  !  I'm  verra  liberal.  I  hae  nae  oVjections 
to  let  other  folk  read  a'  through  the  Advocates'  Library,  but  for  my 
ain  pairt,  1  read  nana 

North.  And  yet,  James,  you  are  extremely  well  informed  on  most 
Rubjects.  Indeed,  out  of  pure  science,  1  do  not  know  one  on  which 
you  are  ignorant.      How  is  that? 

Shepherd.  I  canna  say.  I  only  ken  I  read  amaist  nane — no  eveu 
the  Magazine,  except  my  ain  articles — and  noo  and  then  a  Noctos, 
which  I'm  entitled  to  consider  my  ain  articles;  for  without  the 
Shepherd,  Gurney,  would  na  ye  be  aff  to  Norwich — would  na  ye, 
Gurney  ? 

Mr.  Gurney.,  [with  stentorian  lungs.')  Yks  !  like  a  shot. 

North.  As  my  admirable  friend,  Mr.  Campbell,  says 

"  Witliout  tlie  laiigL  fioin  partial  slieplicrd  won, 
0  what  wore  we  i  a  wmld  without  a  sun  ! " 

'  The  Rev.  A.  Alison,  nnu.or  of  tha  "  Esuay  on  the  Nature  and  Principles  of  Taste,"  and 
father  of  the  Historian. — M. 
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SItejilierd.  I  hate  to  hear  Icevin'  folk,  that  never  vrrote  books,  or 
di J  ony  thing  else  remarkable,  gossiped  about,  ar.d  a'  their  stupid 
c!ishmac!aver,  \>\  way  o'  wut,  retailed  by  their  puny  adherents,  mair 
chiidi>h  if  possilile  than  thenisells — a  cnnituon  nuisance  in  Embro 
Micietv.  esf>eeially  aiiiane;  advocates  and  v\  liters — but  I  love  to  hear 
wlioutthe  dead — famous  authors  in  their  day — even  although  1  ken  but 
the  sdund  of  their  bare  names,  and  cud  na  spell  them,  aibiins,  in 
wriliii'  tliem  douii  on  paper.      Say  on. 

North.  1  forget  old  Sam,  a  jewel  rough  set,  yet  shining  like  a  star; 
and  tlmugh  sandl)liiid  by  nature,  and  bigoted  by  education,  one  of 
liie  truly  great  men  of  England,  and  "her  men  are  of  men  the  chief," 
alike  in  the  dotniiiions  of  the  understanding,  the  reason,  the  passions, 
and  the  imaginations.  No  prig  shall  ever  persuade  me  that  Rasselas 
is  not  a  noble  performance,  in  design  and  in  execution.  Never  were 
the  exi^enses  of  a  mother's  funeral  more  gloriously  defrayed  by  son, 
than  the  fuiural  of  Samuel  Johnson's  mother  by  the  price  of  Rasselas, 
written  for  the  pious  purpose  of  laying  her  head  decently  and  hon- 
Oialiiy  in  the  di.st. 

Shcijherd.  Ay,  that  was  pitten  literature  and  genius  to  a  glo.ious 
purpose  indeed  ;  and  therefore,  nature  and  religion  smiled  on  the 
wark,  and  have  stamped  it  with  immortality. 

North.  Samuel  was  seventy  years  old  when  he  wrote  the  Lives  of 
the   Poets. 

S/iep/ienl.    What  a  fine  auld  buck  !      No  unlike  yoursel'. 

North.  Would  it  were  so!  lie  had  his  prejudices  and  his  partial- 
ities, and  his  bigotries,  and  his  blindnesses,  but  on  the  same  fruit- 
iiee  you  see  shrivelled  pears  or  ajtples  on  the  same  luanch  wiih  jar- 
gonelles or  golden  pippins  worthy  of  Paradise.  Which  would  ye 
show  to  the  liorticullural    Society  as   a  fair   specimen  of  the  tree? 

{MiiitickitK/  lite  old  maii'i;  voice  and  manner.) 

Shepherd.   Gof>d,  Kit,  go<,d — philos..j.liically  pieture-que. 

North.  Show  me  the  criliqiie  that  beats  liis  on  Po['e,  and  on  Dry- 
den,  nav,  even  on  Milton  ;  and  hang  me  if  you  may  not  rea<l  his  Es- 
say on  Shiiks[)eare  even  after  having  read  Charh-s  Lami),  or  heard 
C'olt'ridi!e,  with  increased  admiration  of  the  powers  of  all  three,  and 
of  their  insight  through  didereiit  avenues,  and  as  it  might  seem,  al- 
most with  different  Itodilv  and  mental  orgain,  into  Sliakspeare's 
"  old  exhausted,"  and  his  "  new  imagined  worlds."  lie  was  a  critic 
H!id  a  moialist  who  would  have  been  wJKjlly  wise,  had  he  not  been 
pjirllv,  constitutionally  insane.  F<ir  tliert^  is  blood  in  the  brain, 
Jamc'*. —  i-ven  in  the  organ — the  vital  |)rinciple  of  all  our  "  eagle- 
winged  laptures;" — and  tliere  was  a  taint  of  the  black  drop  of  niel- 
uncholy  in  his  

iShepherd.    Wheesht — whcesht — let  us  keep  aff  that  subject.      All 
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men  ever  I  kiunv  aro  ina'l  ;  jiihI  but  f  )i'  that,  law  o'  nadir,  iieviT, 
nevi  r  in  this  warld  had  llu'ie  l)i'<ii  a  Noctes  Amt)rosiaiia! ! 

Xnrth.  Oh.  dear  !  oh.  doar  !  I  have  f()r<r'it  E<lri)iiii<l  liiirko,  and 
Sir  Joshua — par  iiohile  fVatriiin.  Tlie  Trtatise  on  tlie  Suljliiiii*  ai'.il 
Beautiful,  thnujih  written  when  Ned  was  a  mere  hoy,*  shows  a  rrnble 
mind,  cluteliiii};  at  all  times  at  the  tinth,  and  often  fjraspin^r  it  for  a 
niKtiietit,  though,  like  celestial  quick^ih  er,  it  evaiii>hes  out  of  hand. 
Of  voluptuous  animal  hcauty,  the  illu-trious  Irif-hman  had  that  fias- 
sionate  sense,  not  improfonnd,  with  whi(;h  nature  has  gifted  the  spirit 
of  all  his  rare.  And  he  had  a  so\il  that  could  rise  up  froio  langui-h- 
ment  on  Beaut\'s  Ia)>,  and  asj)ire  to  the  brows  of  the  ^uldime.  IJis 
juvenile  Essay  contains  some  splendid — .some  magnifieeMt  passages  ; 
and  with  all  its  iiri|>erfcctions,  defeets,  and  (ailures,  may  be  plai-eii 
among  the  highest  attempts  made  by  the  Iniman  mind  to  eross  the 
debatable  land  that  lies  between  the  kingdu:ns  of  Feeling  and  uf 
Thi>\iglit,  of  Sinse  and  Imagination. 

Shepherd.  Tliat's  gaen  misty,  and  vvudna  be  easy  got  aif  by 
heart. 

North.  As  for  Sir  Joshua,  with  pen  and  pencil  he  was  equally  a 


great  man. 
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Sheplurd.   A  great  Jnan? 

Nortli.  Yes.  AVliat  but  genius  as  original  as  exquisite  could 
have  flung  a  rolie  of  grace  over  even  a  vulgar  form,  as  if  the  hand 
of  nature  had  drawn  the  aerial  charm  over  th(>  attitudes  and  motions 
thus  magically  elevated  into  ideal  lieaiity  1  Still  retaining,  by  some 
finest  skill,  the  similitude  of  all  the  lineaments,  what  easy  flowing 
«)utiines  adorned  the  canvas,  dicciving  the  cheated  sitter  or  walker 
into  the  pardonable  delusion  that  she  was  one  of  the  Graces — or 
Muses,  at  the  least — nay,  Venus  herself  looking  out  for  Mars  on  the 
distant  horizon,  or  awaiting  Anchises  on  the  hill. 

Shepherd.   Even  I,  sir,  a  shepherd  

North.    The  Shepherd,  my  dear  James. 

Shepherd.  Even  I,  sir,  The  Shepherd — though  mair  impressible 
by  Ixauty  than  by  grace,  know  what  grace  is,  ever  since  the  first 
tinif  I  saw  a  wild  swan  comin'  flnaiin'  wi'  uplifted  wings  down 
afore  the  wind  trough  amang  the  rippled  water-lilies  that  stretch 
frae  baiih  shores  far  intil  ae  pairt  o'  St.  Marv's  Loch,  leavin'  but  a 
narrow  dark-blue  channel  for  the  grai-efu'  naaid  to  come  glidin' 
through,  wi'  her  lang,  smooth,  white  neck  benflin'  back  atween  her 
snaw-white  sails,  and  her  full  breast  seemin',  as  it  })louglKd  the 
sma'  sunny  waves,  whiter  and  whiter  still — noo  smootli^ — smooth — 
and  noo  slightly  rulllcd,  as  the  foajn  half  dashed  against  and  half 
flew  awa'  without  tuchin't,  frae  the  beautiful  prolru.-^ioii  o'  that 
depth  o'  down  ! 

•  According  to  some  accounts,  he  wan  '20,— others  malce  him  only  24. — M. 
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North.  Verra  wedl — nae  inair,  Jamie.  Then  as  to  Sir  Joshua'a 
writings,  their  spirit  is  all  in  delightful  keeping  with  his  pictures. 
One  of  the  few  painters  he — such  as  Leonardo  Da  Vinci,  Michael 
Aiigeio,  and  so  on — our  own  Barry,  0|>ie,  Fiiseli,  and  so  on — vs  ho 
could  express  by  the  pen  the  principles  wliich  guide  tlie  {)encil. 
'Tis  the  only  work  on  ait  which,  to  men  not  artists,  is  entirely  intel- 
lijriliie 

Skepkerd.  The  less  painters  in  general  write  the  better,  I  sus- 
peck. 

North.  But  what  led  to  our  conversation  about  philosophical  crit- 
icism ?  Oh!  1  have  it.  Well  then,  James,  compare  with  this 
slight  sketch  of  the  doings  of  the  men  of  former  generatiinis,  from 
the  bejrinniiig  of  time  down  to  nearly  the  French  lievolution,  tlujse 
of  our  present  race  of  critics — in  Britain — and  how  great  our  supe- 
riority !  Duirald  Stewart  has  just  left  us, — and  though  his  poetical 
was  not  so  good  as  his  philosophical  education, — and  tlmugh  his 
eye  had  scarcely  got  accustouu-d  to  the  j)resent  bright  flush  of 
Pi»etry,  yet  his  delightful  volume  of  Miscellaneous  Essays  proves 
that  he  stood — and  for  ever  will  stand — in  the  First  Order  of  critics, 
— gcncr(»us,  enthusiastic,  and  even  impassioned,  far  beyond  the  hair- 
splitting spirit  of  the  mere  mela|>liysician.  And  there  is  our  own 
Alison,  still  left,  and  lung  may  he  be  left  to  us,  whose  woi  k  on 
Taste  and  the  Association  of  ideas,  ought  to  be  in  the  hands  of 
Q\cry  p"et,  and  of  every  lover  of  poetry, — so  clear  in  its  statement, 
s<i  lich  in  its  illustration  of  principles. 

Slifpherd.  This  seems  to  me  to  be  the  only  age  of  the  world,  sir, 
in  which  pot-try  and  creetishism  ever  gaed,  like  sisters,  hand  in 
hand,  encircled  wi'  a  wreath  i>'  flowers. 

North.  Now — all  our  philosophical  criticism — or  nearly  all — is 
}ierio(lical  ;  and  fortunate  that  it  is  so  both  for  taste  and  genius.  It 
is  poured  daily,  weekly,  monthly,  <ju;irterl},  into  the  veins  of  the 
people,  mixing  with  their  very  heart-blood.  Nay,  it  is  like  the  \fi\y 
air  they  iirealhe. 

Skritherd.   Do  you  mean  to  say,  "  if  they  have  it  not  llicy  die  ?" 

North.  AVere  it  withheld  from  them  now,  their  souls  vvi)uld  dit? 
or  i)eci>mc  stultified.  Formerly,  when  such  disquisitions  were  con- 
fined to  quarto  or  octavo  vdlumes,  in  whiih  there  was  nothing  else, 
ill'?  author  made  oiH!  great  ctjorl,  and  died  in  book-birth  —  his  ofl'- 
spiiiig  sharing  often  the  doom  of  its  uiiliappy  p.ireni.  Il  it  livi'd,  it 
was  fori hwiih  iminnred  in  a  jnisoii  ealK'd  a  linrai\ — an  uneiri-u- 
iatiiig  liiiiarv — and  was  heard  no  more  (<f  in  this  woi.M,  but  l)y 
certain  worms. 

Shiphcrd.  A'  the  warld's  hotchin'  w  i'  aii'Jiors  iioo,  like  a  pond  w  i' 
p<iw  heads.  (Jut  sallies  (Jliristopher  North  fiae  amang  the  reed-i, 
like  a  pike,  and  ciimclies  them  in  thousands. 
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North.  Our  current  periodical  literature  teems  with  thoujiht  ami 
feeling,  James, — with  passion  and  imagination.  There  was  Gifford, 
and  thore  aro  deflVey,  and  Soiithcy,  and  Campi)fll,  and  Moori',  and 
llowk's,  and  Sir  Waller,  and  liin-kliart,  and  Lamb,  and  Wilsini,  ancj 
De  Qiiincey,  and  the  four  Coleridges,  (S.  T.  C,  John,  HarlU-y,  and 
DtTWcnt,)  and  Cioly,  and  Maginii,  and  MacUinlosh,  and  Cnnning- 
liam,  and  Kennedy,  and  lStei)l>ing,  and  St.  Ledger,  and  Knigiit,  and 
Pracd,  and  Lord  Dudley  and  Ward,  and  Lord  L.  Gower,  and  Charles 
Grant,  and  lI(d)house,  and  Blunt,  and  Milman,  and  Carlyle.  ai>d 
Macaulay,  and  the  two  Moirs,  and  Jerdan,  and  Talfourd,  and  Bow- 
ring,  and  North,  and  Hogg,  and  Tiekler,  and  twenty — forty — (itty 
— other  crack  contributors  to  the  ltevie\4y_^  Magazines  and  Gazettes, 
who  have  said  more  tender,  and  true,  and  fine,  and  deep  things  in 
the  way  of  ciiticism,  than  ever  was  said  before  since  the  reign  of 
Cadmus,  ten  thousand  times  over, — not  in  long,  dull,  heavy,  formal, 
prosy  theories, — but  Hung  off  hand,  onl  of  the  glowing  mint — a  coin- 
age of  the  purest  ore — and  stamped  with  the  inellaeeable  impress  of 
genius.  Who  so  elevated  in  intellectual  rank  as  to  be  entitled  to 
despise  such  a  periodical  literature'? 

Shepherd.   Nae  leevin'  man — nor  yet  dead  ane. 

North.  The  whole  surface  of  society,  James,  is  thus  irrigated  by 
a  thousand  streams;  some  deep — some  shallow 

Shepherd.  And  the  shallow  arc  snflieient  for  the  purpose  o'  irri- 
gation. Water  three  inches  deep,  skilful  and  tiineou>ly  conducted 
owre  a  flat  o'  (ifty  or  a  hunder  acres,  wull  change  arid  sterility,  on 
■which  half-a-seore  sheep  would  be  starved  in  a  month  intil  skele- 
tons, iiitil  a  flush  o'  flowery  lierbage  that  will  teed  and  fatten  a  haill 
score  o'  kye.  You'll  see  a  proof  o'  this  when  you  come  out  to 
Mount  Benger.  But  no  to  dwall  on  ae  image — let  nie  say  that  mil- 
lions are  thus  pleased  and  instructed,  who  otherwise  would  go  dull 
and  ijjrnorant  t(j  their  <iraves. 

North.  Every  month  adds  to  the  number  of  these  admirable 
winks;  and  from  the  conflict  of  parlies,  politieal,  poetical,  and  pliilo- 
soj<hical,  emerges  in  all  her  brightness  the  form  of  Tiutli,  VVhy, 
there,  James,  lies  The  Spectator,  a  new  weekly  paper,  of  some 
half-year's  standing,  or  so,  of  the  highest  merit,  and  1  wish  I  h;id 
Some  way  of  stivnuously  recommending  it  to  the  reading  piit)lio. 
Tiie  ediH)r,  indeed,  is  Whiggish  and  a  Pro-(Jatholic,  but  moderate, 
steady,  and  consistent  in  his  politics.*  Let  us  have  no  turncoats. 
His^rrm  of  passing  [xililics  is  always  admiral)le  ;  his  mercantile  in- 
formation— that  I  knijw  on  the  authority  of  as  good  a  judge  as  lives 
— is  correct  and    couiprehensivt; ;   miseellan(;i)Us    news   are  collicii  d 

•  Mr.  Kintoul  had  been  one  of  tlie  editors  of  Tlir  Jillns.,  but  sejiaratfid  from  that  pajier,  anil 
commenced  'I'lie  Spictnlur,  wtiuti  he  continues  to  conduct.  It  is  one  of  tlic  best  weekly  jour- 
uaU  in  I  <>ndon,  distinguiihed  by  its  great  common  sense  in  i>o!ilical,  <iiiil  its  iinjiartiiiluy  iu 
^lerary  crilicUiu. — .M. 
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judiciously  and  amusingly  from  all  quarters  ;  the  literary  department 
is  equal,  on  the  whole,  to  that  of  any  other  weekly  periodical,  such 
as  the  Literary  Gazette,  (which,  however,  has  the  great  advantage  of 
being  aitogftlicr  literary  and  scientific,  and  stands.  l)eyond  dispnle, 
at  the  head  of  its  own  class,)  Weekly  Review,  Athenteuni,  Sphyn.v, 
Atlas,  or  others,*  1  nowhere  see  better  criticism  on  poetry,  and  no- 
where nearly  S(j  good  criticism  on  theatricals,  S«>me  ciitiqnes  there 
have  been,  in  that  department,  superior,  in  exquisite  truth  of  tact,  to 
anything  I  rememl>er — worthy  of  Elia  himself  th()Ugh  not  apparently 
from  Elia,f  and  in  accounts  of  foreign  literature,  especially  French, 
and  above  all,  of  French  politics,  a  subject  on  which  I  need  to  be  en- 
lightened, I  have  .seen  no  periodical  at  all  equal  to  the  Spectator. 

Slifpherd.  Tiie  numbers  you  sent  out  by  deserved  a'  that  )e  say 
<»'  them.  It's  a  maist  enterteenin'  and  instructive — a  maist  miscel- 
lawrieous  Mi.scellany. 

Xorlli.   And  without  being  wish-washy 

Shcpliod.   Or  M  erish 

A'ortk.  The  Spectator  is  impartial.  It  is  a  fair,  open,  honest,  and 
manly  periodical. 

Shej>/te/d.    Whei'sht  !   I  hear  a  rustlin'  in  the  Ietter-bo.\. 

North.  John  will  have  brought  U|)  my  newspapers  from  the  Lodge, 
e.xpecting  that  I  am  not  to  be  at  home  to  dinner. 

Shepherd.    Deiiner  !   it's  near  the  daw'in' ! 

(2'/<e  SuEi'iiKRD  openn  the  ktter-box  in  (he  door,  and  lays  down 
nearly  a  dozen  newspapers  on  the  table.) 

Nortli.  Ay,  there  they  are,  the  Herald,  the  RIorning  Post,  the 
Morning  Journal,  the  Courier,  the  Globe,  the  Standard,  and  "  the 
rest.''  L<'i  me  take  a  hiok  into  the  Standard,  as  able,  argumentative, 
and  el<>(jiicnt  a  paper,  as  ever  siipptirted  civil  and  religious  lilierty  ; 
liiat  is,  I'loicstantism  in  Church  and  State.  No  disjiaragement  to  its 
siaiiuch  br<»ther  the  Morning  Journal,  or  its  e.xccllent  cousin  the 
Morning  Post.  Two  strong,  steady,  well-l)red  wheelers  and  a  leader 
that  shows  blood  at  all  points,  and  covers  his  ground  like  the  Phe- 
nuiiienoii.      No  .superior  set-out  to  an — Unicorn. 

(Noiirii  utifiilds  the  Standard.) 

Shiphrrd.  I  never  read  prent  after  twal.  Anti  as  [\>v  newspajn'rs, 
I  caru  na  if  they  should  be  a   nxjiilli  auld.      It's   j)itifu'    to  see    some 

*  In  H*2n,  Ihi  l.ilrrnrii  OnirlU,  undnr  Mr.  .Terdan'»  e<]ilonilii|>,  wim  unqntnilionably  at  ilie 
hea/l  i>f  it>  cl  uiN.  Of  lale  ynarn  it  iiiurli  Joclintid,  but  now  [IKVIj  recinii,  liku  iin  «»^'Ir,  renew- 
ing it«  youUi  and  vij(;c.r.  TIib  /.iim/oti  llrrk/ti  llrriiw.  one  of  tlie  bfHl  lil.Tary  jnurnnli*  over 
|iiiiiluh'''l  in  l.oniUtn,  died  early  in  \**\W.  'I'he  Sphtnif,  nnn  of  ,\.  .S  ItuoKiiif  tiarn't.  many 
new«|ia|'fr».  died  lielore  IHJ<I  wa«  ended.  'I'hr  Jlltis.  ibin  ably  condu<'ti'd  by  Knlurt  Hell  b;iii 
fallen  into  •mall  circulation.  I'lie  Alliniiriim,  in  lluckiiij^liaiii'it  haiid:>  in  \fMy  clian^'ed  |iro- 
iirietor*  11  the  autuiun  of  ls3U,  and  obtained  a  large  cirvulatiod  by  reducing  ita  price  one- 
li:.lf.— .M. 

t  Cliail)!*  I.ainh'ii  jiro«fl  nrticle*  were  unually  dgned  '' Elia." —Tliere  had  l>eRn  a  clerk,  »o 
n.'iined,  in  tbe  Ka»t  India  lioye,  in  wiiieli  Lanib  bad  a  ^ilu.'ition  an<l  liUiiib  atliK:h<'d  bii 
name  t<  the  tir>t  |pn|'er  be  tent  for  ]iubli''nlioii  'Die  next  w.ik  iiiiKicned,  and  tbe  iiintei  re- 
!.r.,ited  the  termor  »i(:nnturc,  wbicb  wua  invariably  continued  alti.r  tlial  — M. 


280  NOCrES    AMBKOSIAN^. 

folk — nac  fules  neither — unhappy  if  their  paper  misses  coinin'  ony 
night  by  the  pi>st.  For  my  ain  part,  1  like  best  to  receive  a  great 
lii'ap  o'  them  at  ance  in  a  parshal  by  the  carrier.  Ony  news, 
North? 

North.  Eh? 

Shephird.  Ony  news?     Are  you  deaf?  or  ony  absent? 

North.   Eh? 

She/ihcrd    'J'here'smainncrs — the  niainners  o' a  gentleman — o'  the 
auld  school,  too.     Ony  news? 

North.    Heiii — hem 

Shepherd.  Ilis  mind's  weaken'd.     Millions  o'  reasonable  creatures 
at  this  hour  perhaps — na — no  at  this  hour,  but  a'  this  evenin' — read- 
in'  newspapers!      And  that's  the  philosophy  o' human  life  !      London 
sendin'  out,  as  fiae  a  great  reservoir,  rivers  o'  reports,  spates  o'  spec- 
ulations to  inundate,  todroon,  to  deluge  the  haill  island  !     I  hear  the 
torrents  roarin',   but  the  soun'  fi"s  on   my  ear  without  stunnin'   my 
heart.      There   comes  a  drought,   and   they    are  a'  dry.      Catholic 
Emancipation  !     Stern    shades  of  the  old  Covenanters,    melhinks   I 
hear  your  voices  on  the  moors  and  the  nmnntains!     But  weep  nut, 
wail   not,   though  a  black    cloud  seems  to  be  hanging  over  all   the 
land  !     Still  will   the   daisy,  "  wee   modest  crimson-tipped   flower," 
bloom  sweetly  on  the  greensward  that  of  yore  was  reddened  wi'  your 
patriot,  your  martyr-blood.      Still  will    the    fox-glove,   as   the    silent 
ground-bee  bends  doun  the  lovely  hanging  i)ells,  shake  the  pureteai's 
of  heaven  over   your   hallowed   graves!     1'hough   animal    fires    lun 
along  the  bonnie  bloomin'  heather,  yet  the  shcjihcrds  ne'er  miss  the 
balm  and  brightness  still  left  at  mornin'  to  meet  them  on  the  solitary 
bills.     The  sound  of  Psalms  rises  not  now,  as  they  sublimely  did  in 
those  troubled  times,  from  a  tabernacle  not  l)ni!L  with  hands,  whose 
side-walls  were  the  rocks  and  cliffs,  its  floor  the  spacious  sward,  and 
its  roof  the  eternal  heavens.     But  from  beneath  many  a  lowly   r<)of 
of  house,  and  hnt,  and  hovel,  and  shielin',  and  sylvan  cosy  beild,  as- 
cend the  humble,  holy  orisons  of  poor  and   happy  men,  who.  when 
comes  tlie  hour  of  sickness  or   of   deatii,  de>ire   no  other   pillow  (i)r 
their  swimmins  brain  than  that  Bible,  which  to  them  is  the  B()oi<  uf 
everlasting  life,  even  as   the  Snn    is  the  Oib  of  the    transitory  day. 
And  to  maintain   that  faith  is  nf>w,  alas!    bigotry  and   super-litidU  ! 
The  Bible  is  to  take  care  of  itself.      If  it  cannot,  let  it  perish!      Let 
innocence  and  virtue,  and  truth  and  knowledge  and  freedom  all  tiike 
care  of  themselves,  and  let  all  their  enemies  seek,  as  they  will,  insid- 
iously to  seduce,  openly   to  outrage;  for  if  they  canrjot   stand   fast 
against  all  the  powers  of  evil,  they  deserve  to  die  !     And  this  it  seems 
is — Christian    doctrine  !      it  may  lie   held  sae   in   great  cities,  where 
sin  sits  in  high  places,  where  the  we.ik  soon   Ijecome  worthless,  and 
the  worthless  wicked,  and  the  wicked  ljlii:d  ;   ijut  never,  never  will 
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it  be  the  creed  of  the  dwellers  on  the  gracious  bosom  of  nature  !  Of 
those  who,  whether  aman<i  spacious  tree-sprinkled  plains  made  beau- 
tifu'  and  solonin  wi'  a  hundred  church  towers  and  cathedrals,  at  work 
or  in  pastime  lift  up  a  gaze,  hold  before  man,  l)nt  nu'ck  beton-  God, 
to  the  blue  marbled  skies  of  merry  and  magnificent  Ei:gland  !  Of 
those  who,  bi-neath  mist  and  cloud,  wanderin'  through  lonely  regions, 
whose  silence  hears  but  the  eagle's  cry  or  the  torrent's  roar,  as  lliey 
pass  iiy  the  little  kirk  on  the  knowe,  let  their  softened  een  follow  up 
tlie  spiie,  till  from  its  sunlicht-point  momentarily  glancin'  tinougii 
the  gloom,  they  muse  on  the  siorm-driflin'  heavens  through  which 
shines  as  brightly  as  in  the  fairest  clime  the  eye  o'  the  all-seeing 
God.  But  where  am  1]  In  the  silence  I  thocht  it  was  the  Sal)bath, 
and  thnt  1  was  in  tlie  Forest.  High  thochts  and  pure  fei-lings  can 
never  come  amiss,  either  in  place  or  in  time.  Folk  that  hae  been 
pra}  ill'  in  a  kirk,  may  laugh,  withouten  blame,  when  they  hae  left 
the  kiikyard.  Silly  thochts  maun  never  be  allow'd  to  steal  iu 
aniang  >acred  anes,  i)ut  there  never  can  be  ony  harm  in  sacred  thochts 
stealing  in  amang  silly  anes.  A  bit  bird  singin'  by  itsell  in  the  wil- 
derness has  sf)metimes  made  me  amaist  greet,  in  a  mysterious  mel- 
ancholy thatsei-med  wafted  towards  me  on  the  solitary  strain,  frae 
regions  ayond  the  grave.  But  it  flitted  awa  into  silence,  and  in  twa 
or  three  minutes  1  was  singin'  ane  o'  my  ain  cheerful — nay,  funny 
sangs.  Mr.  North,  I  say,  will  ye  never  hae  dune  readia'  at  that 
Stannaid  ?  It's  a  capital  paper — I  ken  that — naiie  better — na,  nane 
sa  gude,  for  it's  faithful  and  fearless,  and  cuts  like  a  twa-handed  twa- 
edgid  swurd.  Mr.  Mortli,  I  say,  I'll  begin  to  get  real  angry  if  you'll 
no  s[)eak.  O  man  !  but  that's  desperate  bad  mainners  to  keep 
glowering  like  a  gawpus  on  a  newspaper,  at  what  was  meant  to  be  a 
crick-crack  between  twa  auld  fiiens.  Fling't  doon.  I'm  sayin',  sir, 
fling't  dooti.  O  but  you're  ugly  the  noo — and  what's  waur,  there's 
nae  meanin'  iu  your  face.  You're  a  puir,  auld,  ugly,  stupid,  vulgar, 
disagreeatile,  and  dishotiest-Iooking  fellow,  and  am  baitli  sorry  and 
ashamed  that  I  sud  be  sittin'  in  sic  company.  Fling  doon  the  Stati- 
nard  —  if  you  diima,  it'll  be  waur  for  you,  for  you've  raised  my  cor- 
ruption. Fle>h  and  bluid  can  bear  tiiis  treatment  nuc  laiiger.  I'll 
gi(!  just  ae  mair  warnin'.  Fling  doon  th(!  Stannard.'*  Na,  yon 
wuiina — won't  yu  ?      Weel,  tak  that. 

( Tlie  SnKPHKiU)  ihrowH  a  glusn  of  loddij  in  Mu.   North's  face.) 
North.    Ila!    W  hat  th<^   deuce   is  that  ?      My  cup  has    jumped    out 
of  my   hand  and  spurtid  the  Ghidivet  cnffee  into  its  master's  coun- 
tenance.    James,  lend  me  your  pocket-handkerchief. 

[Jielaji.sdi  into  the  Standard.) 

•  A  tri-wfpkly  newnfiappr  called  Tli'  Si.  .Jnmrn'f  f'hniniclr  had  rnni<iilorabl«  rirriilatiun 
nnionc  the  cii^n^j  and  nquirarchy  of  tJngland.  In  IHJH  uk  pro|irirt<>r  eataliliiilKMl  a  daily  ovn- 
■  '■I.'  Jinprr  called  I'hr  ."slmiitiird,  without  diiconlinuinK  the  otlnT.  It  unti'dited  hy  Or  lijiliirj 
and  l)r  Majrinn.  and  fij)f*<idily  obtained  j^real  infliifnoe.  In  IHJI),  it  atron^r'y  '^j  pu>»ed  and 
doiiuunceJ  VV«liin|;tb>i  and  I'eol'a  iiioanure  uf  CaUiuhc  Emancijiatiua  — M. 
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ShrphenJ.  Fling  doon  the  Stannaid — or  I'll  gangr  macl.  Niest 
time  I'll  shy  tlio  jug  at  him — for  if  it's  impossible  t(i  insult,  it  may 
perhaps  he  possible  to  kill  him.  Fiinc;  dooii  the  Stannaid.  You 
iiuuMenin'  auld  sinner,  you  wad  be  cht  ap  o'  dealh  !  Yet  I  maunna 
kill  him — 1  maunna  kill  him — for  I  miclit  be  hanged. 

North.  Nobly  said,  Sadler* — nobly  said  !  I  have  long  known 
your  great  talents,  and  your  great  eloquence,  too;  but  1  hardly 
hoped  for  such  a  display  of  both  as  this — Hear! — hear!; — hear! — 
lln.pe — my  trusty  fere,  you  have  indeed  clapped  the  saddle  on  the 
right  horse. 

Shepherd.  Tak  that. 

{Fllin/s  another  r/Iass  of  toddy  in  Mb.  North's yhcc.) 

North.   [Startiiiff  np.)   Fire  and  fury  ! 

Shepherd.  Butter  and  brimstone !  How  daur'd  you  to  trent 
me 

North.  This  outrage  must  not  pass  unpuni-hed.  Hogg,  I  shall 
give  you  a  sound  thrashing. 

(Mr.  North  advances  towards  the  Shepukkd  in  an  offensive 
attitude.  T/u' Shepherd  seizes  a  poker  in  one  hand,  and  a 
chair  in  the  other.) 

Shepherd.  Hand  aff,  sir, — hand  atr— or  I'll  brain  you,  Dinna 
pick  a  quarrel  v\i'  me.  I've  dune  a'  I  cud  to  prevent  it;  but  the 
provocation  I  received  was  past  a'  endurance.  Haud  aff",  sir, — haud 
aff". 

North.  Coward  !  coward  !  coward  ! 

Shejjhcrd.  Flyte  awa,  sir — flyte  awa — but  haud  aff,  or  I'll  fell 
yon. 

North.  [Resuming  his  seat.)  I  am  unwilling  to  hurt  you,  James, 
on  account  of  those  at  Mount  Benger;  but  lay  down  the  jioker — and 
lay  down  the  chair. 

Shrpherd.  Na — na — na.  Unless  you  first  swear  on  the  Bible  that 
you'll  take  nae  unfair  advantage. 

North.   Let   my  word  suffice — I  won't.      Now  go  to  that  press — 

and  you  will  see  a  pair  of  gloves.     Bring  them  to  me 

[TTie  HiiEPHERD  fetches  the  gloves.) 

Shephrd.   Ca'  you  tliae — gloves  ? 

North.  [Stripping  and  jmtting  on  the  gloves.)  Now,  sir,  use  your 
fists  as  be->t  you  may — and   in  five  minutes  I  shall   take  the  conceit 

out  of   \  (lU  

SIie])herd.   [Peeling  to  the  sark.)  I'll  sune  gie  you  a  bludy  nose. 

(  The  combatants  shake  hands  and  put  themselves  into  attitude.) 
North.  Take  care  of  your  eyes. 

*  ^Tichael  Thomac  Sadler,  a  merchant  from  LeeJs,  with  considerable  eloquence,  much  poli- 
tical information,  and  decided  Toryis-m.  who  had  been  brought  into  Parliament  by  the  Duko 
of  NevriKtle,  expresslf  to  speak  againtt  concessions  to  the  Catholics  — M. 
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(77i(?  Shepherd  elevates  his  guard — and  North  delivers  a  des 
perute  right-handed  lunge  on  his  kidneys.) 
Shepherd.  That's  iia  fair,  ye  auld  blackguard. 
North.    Well,  then,  is  that  ? 

[The   Shkpherd   receives  two  left-handed  facers,  which  seem  to 
muddle  his  knowledge-box.     lie  lores  in  wildly  on  the  old 
man.) 
Shepherd.    \Vhe\v — whew — v\hc\v. — Fii — fu — fu — What's    thrt  ? 
What's  that  ?  [llie  Shepherd  receives pejyper.) 

Noi  til.  Hit  straight,  James.     Su — so — so — so — so — so. 
Shepherd.  Thai's  foul  play.     There's  niair  than  ane  o'  you.  Wha's 

that  joiniii'  in  ?     Let  me  alane — and  I'll  soon  finish  him 

(Mr.  North,  who  has  gradually  retreated  into  a  corner  of  the 
Snuggery,  gathers  himself  vp  for  mischief  and  as  the  Shep- 
herd rushes  in  to  close,  delivers  a  stinger  under  James's  ear., 
that  floors  him  like  a  shot.     Mr.  North    thoi  comes  out,  as 
actively  as  a  bird  on  the  bough  of  a  tree.) 
North.   I    find   1    have  a  hit  in   me  yet.     A  touch  on  the  jugular 
always   tells  tales.     Hollo!  hollo!     My  dear  James! — Deaf  as  a 
Ijouse. 

(Mb.  North    takes  off  the  gloves — -fetches  a   tumbler  of  the 

jug — and  kneeling  tenderly  down  by  the  Shepherd,  bathes 

his    temples.       James    opens  his   eyes,    and    stares    wildly 

around.) 

Shepherd,   [s  that  you,  Gudefallow  ?     Ilae  I  had  a  fa'  aff  a  horse 

or  i>ut  o'  the  gig  ? 

North.  My  dear  maister — out  o'  the  gig.     The  young  horse  took 
fricht  at  a  tup  lowpin'  ower  the  wa',  and  set  aff  like  lichtnin.'     You 
sudna  hae   I<mi[(ci]  out.     You  sudna  hae  louped  out. 
Shepherd.    \\  hare's  the  gig  ? 
North.  Never  mind,  maistt^r. 
Shepherd.   I  say,  whare's  the  gig? 

North.   In  the  loch 

Shepherd.  And  the  horse? 

North.   In  the  loch  too 

Sliej/herd.   Droon'd  ? 

A'orlh.   No  yet — if  you    look   uu,  you'll  see  him   soomiii'  across 
VI V  the  gig. 

Shephird.  (fixing  his  eyes  on  vacancy.)   Ay — sure  encuch — yonner 
he  goiv^ ! 

North.  Yon   proves  his  breed.     He's  descended  from  the  water 
Iiorsi'. 

Sliiplnrd.    I'm  vtrra  faint.      I  wush  I  had  some  whusky 

North.   Here,  maisU-r — here. 

(The  Shepherd  drains  the  tumbler,  and  revives.) 
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Shtpherd.  Am  I  in  the  open  air,  or  in  a  lio^se?  1  hoiip  a  hoose 
.^ur  tiieie  maun  be  a  concussion  o'  the  brain,  for  I  seem  to  see 
chairs  and  tables. 

North.  Yes,  niaister — you  have  been  removed  in  a  blanket  by 
fight  men  to  Mount  Benyer. 

Shejtherd.   Is  baitii  tny  legs  brok  ? 

North.  Diiiiia  ask — Jiniia  ask.  We've  sent  an  express  to  Einbro 
for  Liston.*  They  say,  that  when  he  sets  broken  legs  they're 
stronger  than  ever. 

Shepherd.  lie's  a  woiiderfu'  operawtor — but  I  can  scarcely  believe 
that.  Oh!  am  I  to  be  for  life  a  laineter  !  it's  a  judgment  on  me 
for  writin'  the  Chaldee  ! 

North.  I  canna  tliole,  niaister  to  see  you  greetin'  — 

Shepherd.  Mereifu'  powers — but  your  face  has  changed  until  that 
o'  an  auld  man  !      Was  Mr.  North  frae  Embro  here  the  noo  ? 

North.  I  am  indeed  that  uidi.ippy  old  man.  But  'tis  all  but  a 
dream,  my  dear  James — 'lis  all  but  a  dream  !  What  means  all 
this  wild  disjointed  talk  of  yours  about  gigs  and  horses,  and  a  horse 
and  gig  switiuniug  over  St.  Mary's  Loch  !  Here  we  are,  my  beloved 
friend,  in  Edinburgh — in  Picardy — at  the  Noctes  Ambrosianai — at 
High  Jinks,  my  James,  after  a  bout  with  the  nmfflers  and  the  naked 
maw  leys. 

Shepherd.  I  dreamed  that  I  had  knocked  you  down,  sir.  Was 
that  the  case  ? 

North.  It  was  indeed,  James,  But  I  am  not  angry  with  you. 
You  did  not  mean  to  hit  so  hard.  You  generously  ran  in  to  keep 
ine  from  falling,  and  by  some  strange  sudden  twist,  you  happened  to 
fall  undermost,  and  to  save  me  sacrificed  yourself.  'Twas  a  severe 
stun. 

Shepherd.  The  haill  wecht  o'  mist  has  rolled  itsell  up  into  cluds 
on  the  mountain-taps,  and  all  the  scenery  aneath  lies  fresh  and 
green,  wi'  every  kent  house  and  tree.  But  1  houp  you're  no  sair 
hurt  yoursell — let  me  help  you  up  — 

[The  Shepherd  as.'<is/s  Ma.  Noitrn,  who  has  been  sitting  on 
the  Jloor,  like  the  Sliah,  to  recover  his  pins — and  the  two  walk 
arm  in  arm  to  thiir  reapective  chairs  ) 

North.  1  am  sorelv  shaken,  James.  An  account  of  our  set-to, 
our  tuin  up,  James,  ought  to  be  sent  to  that  admirable  sporting 
paper,  Bell's  Life  in  London. 

Shcplierd.  Let  it,  my  dear  sir,  be  a  lesson  to  you  the  langest  day 
you  leeve,  never  to  pick  a  quarrel.,  or  even  to  uridertuk  ony  half- 
and-half  sort   o'   horse-play  w  i'  a  younger   and   stronger  man  than 

•  Robert  T-iston,  at  that  time  one  ol  the  most  eminent  surgeons,  and  certnlnlv  the  bpst 
operator  in  Kdin burgh  On  L is  removal  to  London,  his  repululion  increaxid,  until  hie  ileatJi 
inlS47.— M. 
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yoursell.  Sir,  if  I  hadna  been  sae  weel  up  to  the  business,  that 
fa'  might  hae  been  your  last.  As  fur  thae  nasty  gloves,  I  never 
wush  to  see  their  faces  again  a'  the  davs  o'  mv  life.  \Vha's  that 
ch.ifipin'1 

North.  Probably  Picardy.     See,  the  door's  locked  inside. 

{The  Shepherd  unlocks  and  opens  the  door.) 
Shepherd.   What  mob's  tiiis? 
North.  Show  in  the  Democracy. 

{Enter  Picakdy,  Mon  Cadet,  the  Manciple,  the   Cleric  of  the 
I^ipe,   KixG  Pepin,  Sir  David  Gam,  Tappytourie,  and  the 
"  rest:') 
Ambrose,  {while  Omnes  holdiip  their  hands.)  Dear  me  !  dear  me! 
Shijihird.    What  are  ye  a'  gloweiiii'  at  me  fur.  \c  fiilesi 
North.  Tappy,  bring  me  a  Inokingglass.        {Exit  Tappy  volans.) 
Shepherd.  1  say,  ye  fules,  what  are  ye  glowerin'  at  me   in  that 
gate  fur  ?     Do  you  see  horns  on  my  head  ? 

{Re-enter  I'appy,  with  a  copy  of  the  Mirror.) 
North.  Take  a  glance,  my  dear  James,  at  the  Magic  Minor. 

{Tlie  Shepherd  looks  in,  and  recoils  to  the  sideboard.) 
Shepherd.   What'n  a  face  !      What'n   a  pair  o' black,  blue,  green, 
yellow  een. 

North.  We  must  apply  leeches.  ^Ir.  Ambrose,  bring  in  a  few 
bullies  {>f  leeches,  and  some  raw  veal  steaks. 

Shepherd.   Atf  wi'  ^  ou — utf  wi'  you — the  haill  tot  o'  you. 

(Exit  Picardy,  with  his  tail.) 

North.  Come  tu  my  arms,  my  incomjiaiable  Shefiherd,  and  let  us 

hoi)  and  nub,  tu  '"  Gude  iiiglit  and  juy  l)e  wi'  us  a','  in  a  caulker  t)f 

MiUl'ank  ;  and    let   us,  during   the  "  wnllie    waught,"  think   of  him 

whu>e  worthy  name  it  bears  — 

Shepherd.  As  gude  a  chiel's  in  Christcntie!     Oh,  my  ever-honored 
sir,  what  wad  the  warld  say,  if  she  kent  the  concludin'  procecdins  o' 
this  night  !      That  we  were  twa  auid  fules  ! 
North.   At  times,  James, 

"  Tia  fi^lly  to  be  wise." 

Shepherd.  As  auld  Crow,  the  O.xford  orator,  says  at  the  end  o'  hi.s 

iMHinie  descrij)live  poem,  Lewesden  Hill —  * 

"  Ti>-tnorri)W  f')r  severer  thuught — but  now 
To  bifukfaet." 

North.  Tu  V)ed  —  yuu  mean  — 

Shepherd.  No,  lu  l>reakfast.  It's  mornin'.  'J'he  East  is  brichteii- 
in' — Look  over  awaukeiiin'  Lcith — and,  V)  !  white  .sails  glidin'  t)wer 
the  dim  blue  sea  ! 

North.   Let  us  each  take  a  culd  liath. 

(Mr.  Nurth  u/ic/SnBPHERD  disappear) 

Sic  TRANSEU.NT    NoCTES    AMBROSIA.VyE. 
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No.  XLIII.— MAY,  1829. 

SCENE  I. — Buchanan  Lodge — The  Virr/in^s  Boiver  Arbor — Time, 
Four  in  the  Afternoon — Nuktii  and  the  Siiephekd  partuking  of  a 
Cold  Collation. 

Shc/'hcrd.  Let's  hae  just  ae  single  hour's  twa-haun'd  crack,  afore 
we  <i;in<i  into  the  Lodge  to  clrt-ss  for  the  Tea-party. 

North.  There  is  soiiiething  interesting,  my  dear  James,  nay,  im- 
pressive, almost  melancholy,  in  the  first  cold  Dinner  of  the  year. 

Shepherd.  Come — come,  sir — nae  sentimentality  ; — besides,  a 
cauld  denner's  no  nmckle  amiss,  provided  there  only  be  an  ashet  o' 
het  mealy  potatoes. 

North.  Spring  is  with  me  the  happiest  season  of  the  year.     How 
tempting  the  young  esculents,  as  tliey  spring   up    in   their  virginity 
along  the  weedless    garden-beds!      Then    the   little  fattening  twin- 
lambs,  James,  racing  on  the  sunny  braes,  how  pleasing  to  the  poet! 
cal  pahite  ! 

Shepherd.  Though  I  tauld  you  no  to  be  sentimental,  I  didna  bid 
you  be  sensual. 

North.  I  sit  corrected.     Lo,  winter  is  over  and  gone. 

Shepherd.  Na — 

Wunter  lingerin'  chills  the  lap  o'  May. 

But  May  is  a  merry  month,  and  I  ken  na  whether  the  smiles  or  the 
frowns  on  her  face  be  the  iiiair  bi'autifir — ^^jnsl  like  a  haughty  dam- 
sel, in  the  pride  o'  her  teens,  sometimes  flingin*  a  scornfn'  look  to 
you  ower  her  showlher.  as  if  she  despised  a'  mankind  ;  and  then  a' 
at  ance,  as  if  touched  by  gentle  thochts,  rela;.  n'  intil  a  l)urst  o' 
smiles,  like  the  sun  on  a  half-stormy  day,  comiri'  out  suddenly  frae 
amang  the  breakin'  clouds,  and  changing  at  ance  earth  into  heaven. 
U,  sir,  but  the  Lodge  is  a  bonny  place  noo  ! 

North.  1  love  sul)urban  retirement,  James,  even  more  than  the 
remotest  rural  solitude.  In  old  age,  one  needs  to  have  the  neigh- 
boiliood  <'f  human  beings  to  lean  upon — and  in  the  stillness  of 
awakening  morn  or  hushing  eve,  my  spirit  yearns  towards  the  hnm 
of  the  city,  and  finds  a  relief  from  all  o'ermastering  thoughts,  in  its 
fellowship  with  the  busy  multitudes  sailing  along  the  many  streams 
of  life,  too  near  to  be  wh(jlly  forgotten,  and  yet  far  enough  off  not  to 
harass  or  disturb.     In  my  nujst  world-sick   dreams,  I  never  longed 
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to  be  a  hermit  in  his  cave.  Mine  eyes  have  still  loved  the  smoko  of 
human  dwellings — and  when  niy  inririnities  keep  me  from  chuich 
siitin<T  here  in  this  arbor,  with  Jeremy  Taylor's  Holy  Living  and 
Dying,  perhaps,  on  the  talde  before  me,  ht)W  solemn,  how  snblinu% 
the  sound  of  the  Sabhath-bells  ?  Whether  the  towers  and  spires  of 
the  houses  of  wor-^hip  are  shining  in  the  sunlight,  or  heard  eaeh  in 
its  own  region  of  tiie  consecrated  city,  through  a  softening  weight  of 
mist  or  clouds  from  the  windy  sea! 

Shepherd.  For  my  ain  part,  Mr.  North,  though  I  love  the  lochs, 
and  moors,  and  mountains,  as  well  as  do  the  wild  swans,  the 
uhawps,  and  the  red-deer;  yet  could  I,  were  there  a  necessity  for't, 
be  every  bit  as  ha[>py  in  a  flat  in  ony  timmer  tenement  in  the  dark- 
est lane  o'  Auld  Reekie,  as  in  Mount  Benger  itsel',  that  blinks  sae 
bonnily  on  its  ain  green  knowe  on  the  broad  bosom  o'  nature. 
Wherever  duty  ca's  him,  and  binds  him  down,  there  may  a  man  be 
happy, — ay,  even  at  tlie  bottom  o'  a  coal-pit,  sir,  that  rins  a  mile 
amaih  the  sea,  wi'  waves  and  ships  roariu'  and  rovyin'  a  thousan' 
fathom  ower  tiie  shaft. 

North.  The  Piiilo>ophy  of  Human  Life. 

Shpherd.  Better  still — it's  Ileligion.  Woe  for  us  were  there  not 
great  Inijipiness  and  great  virtue  in  toons  and  cities!  Let  but  the 
faculties  o'  the  mind  be  occupied  for  sake  o'  the  affections  o'  the 
heart,  and  your  ee  may  shine  as  cheerfully  on  a  smoky  dead  brick 
wa',  within  three  yards  o' your  nose,  as  on  a  U'dge  o' livin'  rock 
formin'  an  amj)hilheatre  ronn'  a  loch  or  an  arm  o'  the  sea.  Wad  I 
lue  my  wile  ami  my  weans  the  less  in  the  Gia<snnirket  than  in  the 
Forest]  Wad  I  be  alletled  itherwise  by  burying  aiie  o'  them — 
should  it  so  please  God — in  Harrow  kiikyard  than  in  the  Grayfriars  ? 
if  my  sons  and  my  daiighttis  turn  out  weel  in  life,  what  matters  it 
to  me  if  they  leeve  by  the  silver  streams  or  the  dry  Ni>r-Ioch?  Vice 
and  misery  as  readily — as  inevitably — befa'  moral  creturs  in  tlio 
sprinkled  domicils,  that  frae  the  green  earth  hxjk  up  through  amang 
tree<  to  the  blue  heavens,  as  in  the  dungeon-like  dwallin-;,  crooded 
ane  abixjM  anitlier,  in  closes  \s  hare  it's  aye  a  sort  o' glinnnering  nicht. 
And  Death  visits  them  a'  alike  wi'  as  sure  a  foot  and  as  pitiless  an 
«»■.  And  wln'Uever,  and  wherever,  he  comes,  there's  an  end  o' a' 
distinctions — <>'  a'  dilferences  o'  outward  and  material  ihiuL's.  'I'hen 
we  iiiuiin  a'  alike  look  for  conifoil  to  ae  s<Mirce — and  ili.its  no  iho 
skies  theirsells,  bea\itifu'  lliougli  they  nuiy  be,  canopy  in'  t  he  ('ewy 
earth  w  i' a  curtain  wroui^ht  into  endless  figures,  a'  biirlit  wi'  tlio 
rainbow  hues,  <jr  armiist  hidden  by  hmises  frae  the  sicht  o'  them  lluit 
are  wee[)in' anumg  the  dim  city-lanes — for  what  i>'t  in  eiiher  case 
but  u  mere  congregation  o'  vapors?  Hut  the  nntumer  nnnm  be 
able,  wi'  the  ey«'s  o'  Faith,  to  pierce  through  it  a',  or  else  of  hi!i 
in.»«urnin'  tliere  will  be  no  end — nay,  nay,  sir,  the  mair  boautilu'  may 
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1)0  the  tent  in  which  he  tabernacles,  the  inair  hideous  the  hell  within 
his  heart !  The  contrast  atween  the  strife  o'  his  ain  distracted  spirit, 
ami  the  cawni  o'  the  peacefn'  earth,  may  ilherwise  drive  hiin  mad, 
<.r,  it"  not,  make  him  curse  the  hour  wlieii  he  was  born  into  a  world 
in  vain  so  beaiitil'ii'. 

Nurtk.  I  love  to  hear  you  discourse,  James, 

"  On  nijin  and  nnture,  and  on  human  life. 
Musing  in  sulilude." 

Methinks  that  Poetry,  of  late  years,  has  dwelt  too  much  on  externa] 
nature.  The  worship  ()f  puels,  if  not  idolatry,  has  been  idola 
trons  

Shepherd.   What's  the  difference  ? 

North.  Nay.  ask  the  Bishop  of  Oxford.* 

Shepherd.  Whew  ! — Not  so  with  the  poetry  of  Burns,  and  other 
great  peasants.  They  pored  not  perpetually,  sir,  into  streams  and 
liiehs  that  they  might  see  there  their  ain  leflection.  Believe  ine,  sir, 
that  Narcissus  was  nae  poet.  Preserve  me,  what  a  sicht !  Chucky 
— chucky — chucky — chucky!  Oh,  sir!  but  that's  a  bonny  clockin' 
hen!  An' what'n  a  cleekin  she's  gotten!  Nearer  a  score  nor  a 
dizzeii,  and  a'  white  as  snaw  ! 

North.  Yes,  James — Lancashire  Lady  legs. 

Shepherd.  Mnttii'S  too,  I  declare;   are  they  ggem  ? 

North.   You  shall  see.      Ivalpho! 

[F'liin/.'i  a  piece  of  meat  towards  the  brood.  The  Raven  hops 
out  of  the  arbor  to  seize  it,  and  is  ittstanlly  ultucked  by 
Lady  leys. ) 

Shepherd.  That  heats  cock  fechten' !  O  instinck  !  instiiick  !  but 
for  thy  mvsterious  fever  hoo  cauldrife  the  haill  warld  o'  life. 

North.  'Tis  but  a  mere  pullet,  James — her  first  family 

SJtepherd.  See  how  she  cuffs  Sooty's  ehafts,  till  the  feathers  flee 
frae  him  like  stour!  Lend  me  \our  crutch,  sir,  that  1  may  separate 
them,  or  faith  she'll  tear  him  intil  pieces. 

{The  Smephkrd  endeavors  to  separate  the  combatants — when 
Liidyliys  turns  ayiii/i.st  kii/i,  and  drives  him  into  the  arbor.) 

North.  Mark  how  beautifully — how  gracefully  she  shall  soou 
subside  into  a  calm  ! 

Shejjherd.  Fur  a  pullet  she  has  fearfu'  lang  spurs.  Ay — yon' 
bomiy — Ixtnny  !  See  till  them — the  bit  cliickeuies  —  aiie  after 
anitlier,  comin'  rinnin'  out  frae  various  [lairts  of  the  shrubbery — 
jusl  like  sae  mony  white  mice — and  dartin'  in  anealh  her  extended 
\N  in^s,  as  she  sits  on  the  sunny  gravel,  beautit'u'  as  an  outlandish 
bird  fiae  some  Polar  region,  her  braid   breast  expaiidin'  in    delight 

•  Dr.  Lloyd,  Bishop  of  Oxford  in  IS29.  [in  which  year  he  died,]  who  riUUd  in  Parliament 
on  the  Catholic  queittioD,  saying  that  a  relicion  mieht  be  idolatruuii  and  yet  not  idolatry. 
-M. 
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as  she  feels  a'  her  brood  hotchiu'  aneath  hor,  and  her  huig  iipiiiht 
neck,  flexible  as  that  o'  a  serpent's,  turnin'  her  red-crested  head  hither 
and  thither  in  a'  directions,  niair  in  pride  than  in  fear,  noo  that  she 
hears  Ralpho  croakin  at  a  distance,  and  the  wee  panters  b'ginnin' 
again  to  twitter  aiiiang  the  leathers,  loukin'  out  nous  and  thens  wi' 
their  bit  heads  frae  that  cosy  bield   

Nurth.  Here  is  a  little  hit  bonkie,  which  pray  put  into  your  pocket 
for  wei'  Jamie — James.  "The  Library  of  Entertaining  Knowledge," 
Vol.  i.  part  i.  entitled  "The  Menageries,"  ''Quadrupeds  described 
and  drawn  from  living  subjects." 

Sheplierd.  'J'hank  ye,  sir.  He's  just  perfectly  mad  about  a' 
niaiinier  o'  birds  and  beasts — and  weel  1  like  to  look  at  him  lookin' 
at  a  new  pielure  !  Methinks  I  see  the  vena  sowle  growin'  witliin 
him  as  he  glowers  !  The  study  o'  Natural  History,  niaist  assuredly, 
should  be  Ijegun  when  you're  a  bairn,  and  when  you're  a  nian,  you'll 
be  hand  and  glove  wi'  a'  the  beasts  o'  the  field,  and  birds  o'  the  air 
— their  various  nanies  familiar  to  you  as  household  words — iheii 
habits  as  wetd  kent,  or  aiblins  belter,  than  your  ain — sae  that  you 
hae  acquaintances,  and  compani(»ns,  and  friens  in  the  maist  solitary 
phices  —and  need  never  weary  for  want  o'  thoehts  and  feelings  even 
in  a  desert,  if  but  ae  feathery  or  lilmy  wing  cross  between  you  and 
the  horizon. 

North.  There  is  in  London,  as  peihajts  you  know,  a  Society  for 
the  Jjilfusion  of  Usi'fid  Knowledge,*  which  has  published,  very 
wid»'ly,  many  admiralile  treatises — chiefly  on  Physical,  though  their 
jijan  cotMprehends  Moral — subjects.  For  all  the  enlightened  lal'ors 
of  that  tSociely  have  I  always  prayed  li^r  success  ;  for  I  desire  that 
nil  men  may  live  in  the  light  of  liberty  and  truth. 

tiheplierd.  That's  the  redeeniin'  trait  in  _)our  character,  sir.  O, 
but  \<ni're  a  gloiious  aiild  lory,  Mr.  North.  Your  love  Ibr  the  j>ast 
tieilher  deadens  your  joy  in  the  pre>ent,  nor  inspires  you  wi'  lear 
for  the  future.  You  venerate  tlie  weather  stains  on  tlie  trunk  o'  iho 
tree  o'  know  ledgi',  yet  you  rejoice  to  see  its  brandies  every  Near 
liini>in<.'  a  wider  shadow. 

Nnrtk.  Why,  my  dear  James,  the  ^L-igazine,  with  all  its  faults, 
whirh  li.ive  been  neilher  few  uuv  auwiW  — 

She/Jieicl.  And  wha  ever  saw  either  a  book  <»r  a  man  worth 
prai^in'  that  was  na  as  weel  worth  abu.-in'  {  In  a'  great  gilts  iheie's 
I  Miixinr  (»'  glide  and  evil  — 

Korth.  lias  ^pread  knowledge  among  the  people  of  IJiitaiii.  In 
rheo|oj.'_v,  i'iiilo-oj'hy,  l*olitie>,  Literature,  Lile  and  .ManiK-is,  Matja 
'las,  oil   the  w  liole,  iieeii    sound,  and   she  has    in  en   eonsisteiit.      >Siiu 

*  I.orJ  llroagliai..  na«  Preaident  of  ttiii  h'ocietf,  an<l  mok.  of  iU  CoinmiUoe  alio  nare  Li'-u- 
rail.— M. 

V..I,.    III.    -IIU 
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may  \>o  sai>l  to  bi'  in  luTsi'lf  a  Library  of  Useful  and  Entertaining 
KnowU'dire. 

Sliephcfd.  Rut  wliat  \\)Y  ca'  tlicy  this  bookie  the  Mena<;t'rie,  sir? 

J\\>rlh.  A  wt'll-olioseii  name,  James.  Tliere,  as  in  a  Alenagerie, 
you  heholcl  — 

SheiiJierd.  I  see,  I  see.  The  wood-cuts  are  capital — but  hoo's  the 
letter  press,  sir? 

North.  Wliy,  tiiere  you  have  upwards  of  two  hundred  closely 
printed  paiies,  line  paper  and  type,  with  nearly  a  score  of  admiralile 
representations  of  animals,  for  a  couple  of  sliillinjrs !  The  cheapest; 
ihinji  I  ever  saw — and  so  far  from  being  a  catchpenny — it  is  got  up, 
in  all    its  dvpartments,  by  men  of  real  talent,  and  knowledge  of  the 

Suiiject. 

Shiplierd.  It's  incredibly  cheaji  ;  and  I  fear  maun  be  a  losing 
concern. 

Nurlh.  Nf),  James,  it  will  V)e  a  gaining  concern.  The  conductors 
of  the  Lihrarv  of  Kntertainin<i  Knowledge  have  resolved  that  it 
shall  be  sold  at  the  lowest  possible  rate,  and  are  little  anxit)us  about 
profit.  But  let  them  go  on  as  they  have  begun,  and  I  do  not  doubt 
that  the  sale  of-  their  monthly  parts  may  soon  reach  twenty — thirty 
—  why  not  forty  thousand  % 

Shepherd.  Na — na.  It  can  never  do  that.  Maga  does  na  sell 
that. 

North.  Doesn't  she?  That  shows  how  little  v<>u  know  of  Majia. 
By-the-hy,  James,  I  have  not  seen  Maga  for  some  months — not 
since  Chiistmas.  I  thought  her  rather  dull  last  time  we  had  a  tete- 
a-tete.  I  was  absolutely  so  very  ungallant  as  to  fall  asleep  w  ith  her 
in  mv  arms.  The  wick  of  the  candle  got  al)out  a  focjt  lonu — the 
tail  of  her  gown  took  fire — and  Buchanan  Lodge  was  within  an  ace 
of  l)eing  reduced  to  ashes. 

Shepherd.  Ytm  would  hae  broken  out  o'  the  conflagration  in  the 
shape  o'  a  phoenix,  sir,  "  the  secular  bird  o' ages."  But  wha's  the 
veeee-yeditor  ? 

North.  She  edits  herself,  James.  She  reminds  me  of  an  orange- 
tree  in  a  conservatory — blossoms  and  fruit  beautifully  blended  at 
all  times  amony;  the  radiant  evcri:reen.  The  sun  forgets  her  not — 
and  an  hour  now  and  then  of  open  window  bathes  her  in  morning  or 
evening  dew  ;  so  gaze  on  her  when  you  will,  and  she  is  bright  and 
Daliiiy  in  iiUMiortai  youth. 

Shepherd.  You  assuredly  are,  sir,  the  idlest  auld  sinner  in  a'  ihii 
warld,  yet.  you  never  seem  weary  o'  life;  and  your  face  aye  wears 
an  expression  as  if  some  new  thocht  were  visiiin'  your  mind,  and 
pas.siu'  aft"  in  smiles  or  froons,  rather  than  words, — ilie  aijoriginal 
and  only  universal  language,  o'  v\  hie.h  a  body  never  forgils  the 
grammar,  and  o'  which  the  construction,  though   simple,  is  compre- 
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liciisive,  and  capable  o'  ten  thousand  interpretations,  according  to 
the  spirit  in  which  it  is  read  — mair  copious  either  than  the  Hebrew 
<.r  the  Greei<,  thdiigh  the  roots  are  but  few  ;  but  oh  !  the  compound 
vpithets,  countless  as  the  motes  i'  the  sun  o'  a  simmer  niornin'  !  1 
weel  believe,  sir,  that  a'  vour  life  lang  you  were  never  a  single  mo- 
ment idle. 

Xorth.  Idle  !  No — James — not  even  in  sleep.  Yet,  do  you  know, 
that  my  sleeping  seems  lo  have  no  kindred  with  my  waking  soul. 
Seldom,  I  may  say  never,  do  I  dream  of  this  waking  world.  1  have 
every  night  a  new  set  of  friends  in  sleep  whom  1  know  and  love. 
'J'hey  pass  away  with  the  moining  light,  and  never  more  return. 
SonietiMies  they  seem  as  if  they  were  phantoms  1  had  been  familiar 
wiih  in  youth — in  boyhood — in  infancy — l)Ut  1  know  not  their 
names,  nor  can  recall  the  memory  of  the  times  or  places  where  we 
iijul  met  in  joy — only  I  feel  that  they  are  lovely,  loving,  and  be- 
iovecJ  !      We  talk    of  strange  and  delightful    things,  and  walk  over- 

sharJowt'd  by  bliss  divine, — but 

iS/iejj/arcl.    1  never  met  a  man  before  that  had  dreams  o'  that  kind 

besides  mvsell 

North.  1  never,  my  dear  James,  saw  your  face  in  a  dream — yet 
my  dre.ims  are  often  jierfeotly  hap[)y — nor  do  1   remember  to  have 

once  drtiiml  of  any  book,  or 

Slicjilnrd.   ]Jid  \on  ever  dream  of  being  married,  sir 

North.  Oh  dear"!  Oh  dear!  Oh  dear! 
Slu'jikiid.  What!  You're  no  gaim  to  greet  ? 
Norlli.  What  large  dewy  orbs  divine,  angelical  eyes  in  angelical 
faces,  have  fixed  tlunisilves  ufmn  mine,  overcharged  wiih  love,  as 
it  the  beings  beaming  there  had  been  commissioned  to  pour  immor- 
tal heaven  into  my  m(.)rtal  heart!  No  doubts,  no  fears,  no  misgiv- 
ing-;, such  as  iiaiint  ami  trouble  all  our  delights  in  this  wjiking  world, 
liut  oiu-  pnre  serene,  (low  of  l)liss,  deep  and  high  as  tin-  blue  mar- 
bled heaven  of  the  Dream  that  luaid  the  ver\  music  of  the  spheres 
chiming,  as  ihe  I'aradlse  in  which  we  stood,  face;  to  face  with  a 
serajih,  kept  floaling  not  insensibly  thron;:h  the  li'a^ranl  ether!  'Ihe 
Voice  that  s_\  llabled  su(;h  <ivcrwhelming  woids!  l">nibiaceinenls  that 
l)ientled  spirit  with  spiiit  !  I'eiishings  into  inlenser  lite  !  Ssvoon- 
ings  away  into  .s|)irilual  regions!  JJeawakcriinj:s  intn  cons,  iousness 
of  lireatli  and  blood  almost  slopt  by  rapiuic!  'Iheii,  the  d}  ing 
away  back  again — slowlv  but  sa<Ily  —  into  earthly  existence — till, 
Willi  a  beating'  heart,  we  knew  again  that  we  w«re  the  thralls  ot 
H«-iise,  and  doiiMie<l  to  grovtl  like  worms  upon  the  dust — the  melan- 
choly dust  of  this  our  piisoii-hou-e,  iKnn  which,  except  in  dnam-., 
there  is  no  escape,  and  from  whiih  at  last  we  mav  be  set  tice  bnt 
for    the  eternal    daikness   of   the    grave! — Oh!    James — .laim-sl — 


202  N0(m:8  aaibrosianje. 

what  iftliosoiil  bo  Hue  the  body,  inoitiil,  jind  all   that  we  shall  evor 
know  <if  heaven,  only  siuli  glorious,  but  delusive  dreams  ! 

She/iherd.  Sic  visions  leave  just  the  verra  opposite  impression  on 
my  mind.  Sniiielhiiig  divine,  and  therefore  immortal,  needs  must 
be  tiie  spirit  within  us,  that,  when  a'  the  senses  are  loeked  u[)  in 
sleep,  can  yet  glorify  the  settin'  sun  into  an  apparition  far  mair 
m;i<i;nifieent  than  ever  sank  into  the  sea  aliint  the  western  moun 
tain>.      Hut  whisht!      Is  that  an  anifel  singin'  ? 

North.   No,  James;  'tis  my  gardener's  little  daughter,  Flora  — 

Shcp/ierd.  IIa[>py  as  ouy  bird.  Music  is  indeed  the  natural 
voice  o'  joy.  First,  the  bosom  feels  free  frae  a'  anxiety — then  a 
kind  o'  gladness,  without  ony  definite  cause  ()r  object,  settles  ower 
the  verra  essence  o'  life  ; — erelong  there  is  a  beatin'  and  stirrin'  at 
the  heart,  as  some  suddenly  rememljcred  thocht  passes  ower  it  like 
a  brighter  suiil)eam, — l)y-and-by,  the  innocent  young  cretur,  sittin' 
by  herself,  puin'  wi'  her  wee  white  hauns  the  weeds  frae  amang  the 
flowers,  and  half  loath  to  fling  them  awa',  some  o'  them  bein'  sae 
boimy,  although  without  ony  fragrant  smell,  can  nae  langer  contain 
the  happiness  fluwin'  within  her  snaw-white  breist,  i)ut  breaks  out, 
as  uoo  you  hear  your  boiinie  Flora,  into  some  aiild  Scottish  sang, 
maist  likely  mournfn',  for  bliss  is  aye  akin,  sir,  to  giief.  Ay,  sir, 
the  Flowers  o'  the  Forest!  And  sae  truly  doth  bi)e  sing,  that  I 
keniia  whether  to  ca'  her  Sweet-voice  or  Fine-ear!  ITasna  that  ca- 
dence, indeed,  a  dyin'  fa' 1  Nor  should  1  wonder  if  the  unseen 
cretur  at  this  moment  had  her  face  wat  wi'  tears  ! 

North.  Methinks,  James,  I  could  better  l>ear  everlasting  darkness 
than  everlasting  silence.  The  memory  seems  to  have  more  command 
over  sights  than  over  sounds.  We  can  shut  our  eyes  yet  see  all 
nature.  But  music,  except  when  it  breathes,  has  no  residing  pl.ice 
within  the  cells  of  the  ear.  So  faint,  so  dim,  the  drt'atn,  it  hardly  can 
be  said  to  be — till  one  single  note  awakes,  and  then  the  whole  tune 
is  suddenly  let  loose  upon  the  soul !  Blindness,  methinks,  1  could 
endure  and  live, — but  in  deafness  my  spirit  would  die  within  nie,  1 
should  [iray  for  death. 

Shepherd.  Baith  maun  be  sair  trials,  yet  baith  are  cheerfully  borne. 
The  truth  is,  sir,  that  a  Christian  can  l)earony  thing — f-rae  moment's 
thought,  during  his  re|>itiing,  tells  him  whence  the  allliction  comes — 
ami  then  sorrow  saftens  awa'  into  resignation,  and  delight  steals  into 
the  heart  o'  the  niaist  desolate. 

North.  The  creature  now^  singing  away  at  her  [ileasant  work,  a  few 
weeks  a<ro  lost  her  mother.  There  never  was  a  more  atlectionate  or 
more  dutiful  child, — yet  as  you  said,  Janjes,  Flora  is  now  happy  as 
a  bird. 

Shepherd.  Yet  perhaps,  sir,  were  we  to  come  upon  her  the  noo, 
— she  has  stopt  singin'  a'  at  ance,  in  the  vera  middle  o'  the  tune — we 
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niicht  see  hoi-  sittin'  idle  aman<j  the  fl()\vor>!.  \vi'  a  pale  face,  greetin* 
hy  hersell,  as  she  keeps  look  in'  at  her  black  j];<)wii,  and  thiiikin'  on 
that  Ini rial  day,  or  lier  father's  countenance,  that  sin  syne  has  seldom 
brichten'd. 

North.  There  is  something  most  affecting  in  the  natural  sorrows  of 
poor  men,  my  dear  Shepherd,  as,  after  a  f'W  days'  wrestling  witli 
affliction,  they  appear  again  at  their  usual  work — melancholy,  l)ut  not 
miserable. 

Shepherd.  Yon  ken  a  gude  di>al,  sir,  aV)Out  the  life  and  character  of 
the  poor;  but  then  it's  frae  philosophical  and  poetical  observation 
and  sympathy — no  frae  art-and-part  participation,  like  mine,  in  their 
jnerriment  and  their  nieesery.  Folk  in  what  they  ca'  the  upper 
classes  (»'  sociftx,  a'  look  upon  life,  inair  or  less,  as  a  scene  of  enjoy- 
ment, and  amusement,  and  dtdieht.  They  get  a'  selfish  in  their  sen- 
sil)iiities,  and  would  fain  make  the  very  laws  o'  natiir  obedient  to  their 
wuil.  Thus  ^hl'ycheri^h  ai>d  eiiconrage  habits  of  tliocht  and  feeling, 
that  are  maist  adverse  to  oljedience  and  resignation  to  the  decrees  o' 
the  Almighiv — when  these  decrees  dash  in  pieces  small  the  idols  of 
their  earthly  worship. 

Xorih.  Too  true,  alas!  my  dearest  Shepherd. 
S/irp/ierd.  Pity  me  !  how  they  moan,  and  groan,  and  greet,  and 
w  ling  their  haiins,  and  tear  their  hair,  even  auld  folk  their  thin  gray 
hair,  when  death  eonu-s  into  the  bedroom,  or  the  verra  drawing- 
room,  and  carries  aff'  in  liis  clutches  some  wee  bit  spoiled  bairn,  yaiim- 
mciiii'  amang  its  playthings,  or  keepin'  its  mither  awake  a'  nicht  by 
its  pcrpftiial  cries  ! 

jVorlk.   Touch  tenderly,  Jatin's,  mi  — 

Shepherd.  Ane  wad  think  ili.it  nat^  parents  had  .ever  lost  a  child 
ufore,  ye!  h^o  manv  a  sma'  funeral  do  you  se<!  ilka  day  paeiii'  alang 
the  streets  unheeded  on  amang  the  carts  and  hackney -coaches  ! 

North.  Unlieeiled,  as  a  l>arty  of  upholsterer's  men  carrying  furni- 
ture to  a  new  house. 

She/ihird.  'I'hire  is  little  or  naething  o'  this  thochtless,  this  sense- 
less  clamor  in  kintra  houses,  when  the  elond  o'  (iod's  judgment 
jiasses  ower  llieiii,  and  ordeis  are  gieii  \\>r  a  grave  to  be  dug  in  the 
kirk\ar(l.  A'  ihi-  lions.-  i>  liii-lnd  and  (piate— ju-t  the  saine  as  if  the 
patient  were  still  sick,  and  no  gaen  awa — the  lailier.  and  jiei  haps  the 
nioilicr.  the  lirothers,  and  the  sisters,  are  a'  gangin' about  their  ordi- 
nary bii-iness,  wi'  liiave  faces,  nae  doulit,  and  some  o"  them  now  and 
then  diclitin'  the  draps  (rae  their  een  ;  but,  after  the  fnst  lilack  day, 
little  and  aiidbde  greelin',  and  niie  indecent  ami  impious  outcries. 

North.  The  angler  calling  in  at  the  cottage,  wnuM  never  know  that 
a  corpse  was  the  cau-.e  of  the  calm. 

Sheplierd.  Rich  f-dk,  if  they  saw  sic  douce,  eomp<ised  ongoings, 
wad  doubtless  W(jndcr  to  think  hoo  callous,  hoo  iiisensildc  were  the 


•204  NOCTES    AMUKOSIAN^. 

poor  !  That  natiir  had  kindly  doiiii'd  to  I  hem  lliosc  fine  feelings  tliat 
belong  to  oullivated  life!  lint  if  they  heard  the  prayer  of  the  aiild 
man  at  nicht,  when  the  survivin'  family  were  on  their  knees  round 
the  wa',  and  the  |;iiir  wife  neist  him  in  the  holy  circle,  they  wad  km 
lietter,  and  confess  that  there  is  something  as  sublime,  as  it  is  sincerp 
and  simjije.  in  (he  resii;iiation  and  piety  of  those  h  imhle  Christians, 
wh<i-ii'  doom  it  is  to  live  by  the  sweat  o'  their  brow,  and  who  arc 
taught,  almost  frae  the  cradle  to  the  grave,  to  feel  every  hour  iluy 
breathe,  ihat  all  they  onjoy,  and  all  they  sufler,  is  dropt  down  fron? 
the  hand  o'  God,  almost  as  visibly  as  the  dew  or  the  hail, — and  hence 
their  faith  in  things  unseen  and  eternal,  is  firm  as  tht  ir  belief  in  things 
seen  and  temporal — and  that  they  a'  feel,  sir,  when  lettin'  doon  tlio 
coflin  into  the  yrave  ! 

Xorth.  'lake  another  glass,  my  dear  friend,  of  Mrs.  Gentle's  elder- 
flower  wine. 

Sliephcnl.  Frontigi.ac!  But,  hearken!  There,  again,  the  bit 
happy  motherless  eretnr  is  beguiled  into  aniiher  sang!  Her  aiii 
voice,  sir,  lirings  comfort  frae  a'  the  air  around,  even  as  if  it  were  an 
angel's  >an<r,  singin'to  her  frae  the  heart  o'  heaven! 

North.  From  how  many  spiiitual  sources  come  assuagings  of  our 
most  mortal  griefs ! 

Slieplirrd.  It's  a  strathspey  !  I  canna  understand  the  want  o'  an 
ear.  When  I'm  alone,  I'm  aye  either  whistlin',  or  singin',  or  huin- 
min'  till  1  fa'  into  tliocht ;  and  then  baith  tli(»chts  and  feelings  are 
swayed,  if  I'm  no  sair  mista'en,  in  fhi-ir  main  current  by  the  tune, 
whither  nay  or  sad,  that  your  heart  has  been  harpin' on  ;  so,  if  I 
had  na  a  gude  ear,  the  loneliness  o'  the  hills  wad  be  uiico  weari- 
some, unvisited  by  involuntary  dreams  about  indefinite  things!  Do 
folk  aye  think  in  words? 

IS'irth.   Generally,  1  suspect. 

Shepherd.  Yet  the  thochts  maun  come  first,  surely.  I  fincy  words 
and  thochts  fly  inlil  ane  anither's  hauns.  A  thonsan'  thochts  may 
a'  be  wrapped  up  in  ae  wee  bit  word — ^just  as  a  thousand  beauties 
in  ae  wee  bit  flower.  They  baith  exfiand  out  into  beauty — and 
there's  nae  end  to  the  creations  o'  the  eye  and  the  ear — for  the  soul 
sits  ahint  the  pupil  o'  the  tano,  and  tlie  drum  o'  the  lither,  and 
takin'  a  hint  frae  tone  or  hue,  expawtiates  ower  the  universe. 

North.  Scottish  Music,  my  dear  James,  is  to  me  rather  mouoto- 
nous. 

Sliepherd.  So  is  Scottish  Poetry,  sir.  It  has  nae  great  range  ; 
but  human  nalur  never  wearies  o'  its  ain  prime  elementary  feelings. 
A  m:in  may  sit  a  haill  nicht  by  his  ingle,  w  i'  his  wife  and  bairns, 
without  either  thinkin'  or  feelin'  mnckle  ;  and  yet  he's  perfi;ctly 
happy  till  bed-time,  and  says  his  prayers  wi'  fervent  gratitude  to  the 
Giver  o'  a'   mercies.     It's  only  whan   he's    beginnin'  to   tiie  o'  the 
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hummin'  o'  the  wheel,  or  o"  his  wife  H\  tin'  at  \hv.  woans,  or  o'  t!ie 
weans  upsettin'  the  stools,  or  riigj^iii'  ane  anitlicr's  hair,  that  his 
fancv  takes  a  very  poetical  fliyhl  into  the  regions  o' the  hnajiination. 
Sae  lang's  the  heart  sleeps  aniang  its  affeetions,  it  dwalls  upon  few 
iniaires;  but  these  images  may  be  infinitely  varied;  ami,  when 
expressed  in  words,  the  variety  will  be  felt.  Sae  that,  after  a',  it's 
scarcely  correct  to  ca'  Sootti>h  Poetry  monotonous,  or  Scottish 
Music  either,  ony  rnair  than  you  wou'd  ca'  a  kintra  level,  in  bonnie 
gentle  \ips  and  downs,  or  a  sky  dull,  though  the  clouds  were  neither 
niony  nor  multifurm  ;  a'  depends  upon  the  spirit.  Twa-three  notes 
may  niak'  a  maist  beaiitifu'  tune  ;  twathree  woody  knowes  a  bonny 
laiidscat>e  :  and  there  are  some  bit  streams  amang  the  hills,  wilhoiit 
ony  stiiking  or  wry  peculiar  scenery,  that  it's  no  possible  to  daunner 
along  at  gloamin'  without  feelin'  them  to  be  visionary,  as  if  they 
flowed  through  a  land  o'  glamour.  It's  the  same  thing  wi'  faces. 
Little  depends  on  the  features ;  a' on  the  composition.  There  is  a 
nameless  sonu'thing  that  tells,  when  the  color  o'  the  een,  and  o'  the 
hair,  and  ••'  the  cheeks,  and  the  roundin'  aff  o'  the  chin  lin  until  the 
throat,  and  then  awa  all",  like  a  wave  o'  the  sea,  until  the  brea>t  is  a' 
harmonious  as  music;  and  leaves  ane  lookin'  at  the  lasses  as  if  they 
were  listenin'  "to  a  melody  that's  sweetly  play'd  in  tune!"  Sensi- 
bility feels  a'  this;  Genius  creates  it;  and  in  I'oelry  it  dwells,  like 
the  charm  in  the  Amulet. 

North,  .lames — look  through  the  loophole.  Do  you  not  think, 
my  dear  Siiejiherd,  that  the  character  of  a  man  is  known  in  his 
works  ? 

Shijihcrd.  Gurney  !  as  I'm  a  Christian  !  That's  really  too  bad, 
sir.  A  l»ody  caruia  sit  down  in  an  arbor,  to  crack  an  hour  wi'  an 
auld  (lien',  l)Ut  there  is  a  shorthaun  writer  at  \  our  jug,  jottiu'  you 
doon  \\>r  extension  at  his  leisure — and  convertiiT  you  U-,m  a  prec^vat 
character  at  the  Lodge,  intil  a  public  one  in  thae  confounded,  ihao 
accursed  Nodes  Ambrosianoe. 

North.   Gurney,  leave  out  that  last  e[tithet. 

Sluplierd.  if  you  do  Til  fi  II  you.  Ijut,  Mr.  North,  many  o'  my 
frcns  — 

North.  1  know  it,  my  dear  James — but  treat  tlu'iii  willi  contcinpt, 
or  shall  I  lake  up  a  few  of  them  by  the  scroof  of  the  neck,  with  my 
glove  on,  as  one  would  take  up  a  small  scotclieil  vipir,  anil  fling 
him  over  the  wall, to  crawl  a  lew  inclirs  bil'ore  death, on  llieilustof 
the  rojid  ? 

Shi pherd.  'I"ln-ir  vulgar  \enom  shall  never  poison  mv  ear,  my 
dear  sir.  Ibit  had  natur  but  gien  llnni  tangs,  hoo  the  ri|)liles  wad 
liile  !      There's  a  sj>ee<ler,  sir,  on  your  chin. 

North.  1  love  spiders.  Look  at  the  lineal  descendant  of  Araeluie, 
how  beautifully  she  descends  fr<ptn  the  chin  of  Clnistopher  Noilh  lo 
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till'  lower  region  of  our  earth!  But  speaking  of  piiMic  ancl  private 
cliaracters  — 

Shepherd.  That's  a  puzzlin'  question,  sir.  Let's  speak  o'  Po^.ts. 
Ac  thing's  certain  ;  tiiat  afore  you  can  express  uny  ac  single 
ihuiight  i>r  feelin'  in  poetry,  yon  maun  hae  had  it  in  y(»iir  spirit  or 
heart,  strung,  distinct,  fresh,  and  hricht,  in  real  leevin'  ixperienco 
and  actual  natur.  Jt  maun  hae  been,  whetlier  originatin'  entirely  in 
Miin>e!l,  or  transfused  through  you  by  anither,  your  ain  bonny 
feedy  possession  and  property — else  it'll  no  be  worth  a  strae  ii: 
verse.      Eh  ? 

North.  Granted. 

Shepherd.  Secondly,  however  a  poet  may  write  wecl  by  fits  and 
starts,  in  a  sort  o'  inspiration  like,  thae  fits  and  starts  theinsells  can 
only  come  frae  a  state  o'  the  speerit,  habitually  meditative,  and 
rejoicin'  in  its  ain  free  moods.  Therefore  however  muckle  they 
may  astoni>h  you  that  does  na  ken  hitn,  they  are  just  as  characteris- 
tic o'  his  natur  as  the  rest  o'  his  nuiir  ordinary  pi-oceedings,  and 
niMun  be  set  down  to  the  score  o'  his  natural  and  indigenous  consti- 
tiuiou.      Eh? 

Nirlh    (jriantrd. 

Shej)li.erd.  Wiiat  a  poet  maist  dearly  and  devoutly  loves,  about 
that  wull  he,  of  coorse,  write  the  feck  o'  his  poetry.  His  poetry, 
therefore,  wull  contain  niair  of  his  deejjer,  inner  self,  than  ony 
thing  else  can  do  in  this  warld — that's  to  say,  if  he  l)e  a  real  poet, 
and  no  a  pretender.  For  I'll  defy  ony  human  cretnr,  unless  he  has 
some  sinister  end  to  gain,  to  keep  writin',  or  speakin'  either,  a'  his 
life  lang  aliout  things  that  dinna  ctnislitute  his  chief  happiness.     Eh? 

North.  Granted. 

Shepherd.  Fourthly,  if  his  poetry  be  gnde,  and  if  the  states  o' 
sowl  tbrmin'  the  staple  o't  be  also  gnde,  and  if  his  poems  be  sae 
numerous  and  important  as  to  hae  occupied  him  mair  or  less  a'  his 
life  lang,  then  1  slnid  like  to  know  on  what  ither  principle  he  can  be 
a  bad  man,  except  that  he  be  a  hypocrite — but  if  he  be  a  hypocrite, 
that'll  be  seen  at  ance  in  his  poetry,  for  it'll  be  bad — but  then  the 
verra  reverse,  by  the  supposition,  is  the  case,  for  his  poetry  is  gnde; 
and  therefore,  if  he  be  na  a  gnde  man,  taken  on  the  whole,  a'  this 
warld  and  this  life's  delusion  ihegiiher,  black's  white,  het  cauld, 
virtue  vice,  and  frae  sic  a  senseless  life  as  the  present  there  can  be 
nae  reason  to  believe  in  a  future.  And  thus  y(  u  end  in  a  denial  of 
the  Deity,  and  avo(j  yourself  to  bean  atheist.      Eh? 

North.  Granted  almost. 

Shepherd.  Fifilily,  sir — what's  this  I  was  gann  to  say  ?  Ou  ay. 
A  nnin's  real  character,  then,  is  as  truly  shovvu  in  his  poetry  as  in 
his  religicni.  When  he  is  poetical  and  when  he  is  religious,  he  is  in 
his  hiuhest  states.     He  exists  at  his  best.     Then  and   therein  is  the 
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perfection  o'  his  natiir.  But  it  disna  follow — by  no  mainiier  o' 
means — but  that  tlie  puir  mortal  cretur  may  be  untrue  to  himsi'U — ■ 
antrue  bailh  to  his  poetry  and  to  his  religion — and  ower  aften  stain 
hin)sell  wi'  a'  sorts  o'  vices  and  crimes.  King  David  did  sae — yet 
rtha  ever  doubted  either  his  poetry  or  his  religion — or  wliare  would 
you  look  for  either,  or  for  the  man  hiiusell,  but  in  his  Psalms'?     Eh  1 

North.  Granted,  James — granted, 

Slupherd.  if  the  Bard  o'  virtue  and  morality,  and  religlim  and 
immortal  truth,  sink  down  frae  his  elevation  amang  the  stars,  and 
soil  his  spirit  wi'  the  stain  o'  clay,  what  does  that  prove  but  that  he 
is  not  a  seraph,  in>pired  though  he  be,  but  like  the  sumphs  around 
him,  a  sinner — oh!  a  greater  sinner  than  they,  because  tuml)lin'  frae 
a  loftier  h(.-ight,  auil  sinkiii'  deeper  into  the  mire  that  bedabl)les  his 
glorious  wings,  that  shall  require  other  waters  to  cleanse  them  than 
ever  flowt-d  frae  Helicon. 

Xorth.  These  are  solemn — yea,  mournful  truths. 

Shepherd.  Show  me  ae  Kevin'  mortal  man,  consistent  wi'  himsell, 
and  at  a'  times  sul  ject  to  the  rule  o'  life  as  it  is  revealed  in  scrip- 
ture, and  then  tell  me  that  a  go(^d,  a  great  poet  is  not  truly  shown 
in  his  warks,  and  1  will  Ijelieve  you — but  not  till  then — for  the  hum- 
blest and  the  highest  spirit,  if  tried  by  that  test,  will  baith  be  found 
wantin';  and  a'  that  I  ask  for  either  the  ane  or  the  ither  set  o'  sin- 
ners is — justice. 

North.  Yet  something  there  seems  to  be  unexplained  in  the 
sulijeet. 

Shepherd.  There  maun  aye  be  left  something  unexplained  in  every 
sulijeet,  sir.  But  hear  till  me  ae  minute  langer.  A  man  may  de- 
liver himsell  up  to  piietry  wi'  too  total  a  devotion — sae  that  he 
ct)mes  to  dislike  conitnon  life.  There's  much  in  common  life,  sir,  as 
you  ken,  that's  painfu',  and  a  sair  restrjgnt  on  the  wull.  Folk  maun 
learn  not  only  to  thole,  but  absolutely  to  l()ve,  many  things  in  ithers 
that  would  cut  but  a  poor  figure  in  poetry  ;  and  to  cherish  many 
things  in  thcmsells  that  hae  nae  relation  whatsomever  wi'  the  imagi- 
nation. Every  head  o'  a  house  maun  be  sensible  o'  that  wha  does 
his  duty  as  a  husband,  a  father,  a  master  and  a  friend,  l^et  these 
things  be  forgotten,  ov  felt  to  be  burdensome — and  the  mind  that 
loves  at  all  times  to  ex[)atiate  freely  in  a  warld  o'  its  aiii — even 
though  the  elements  o't  he  a'  Iniman — is  und«'r  a  strong  ttunptation 
to  do  .sae — and  thi-n  the  lifeo'  the  man  becfunes  di'feelive  and  dis- 
ordered. In  sneh  eases,  the  poet  who  loves  virtue  in  lier  ide  d 
beauty,  and  worships  her  in  sjiirit  and  in  truth,  may  frae  her  au- 
thority yet  lie  a  recreant — in  real  life.  That's  a  short  solution  o 
much  that'h  puzzlin'  and  perplexin'  in  the  conduct  o'  nn  n  o'  genius; 
hut  there's  .mil her  key  to  the  diflieulty,  sir — only  1  liar  I'm  gettiii' 
tedious  and  tiresome. 
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North.  Ni> — no — i\iy  doar  James,  go  on. 

Shcjilicrd.  'riuTc's  danm'r  in  the  indiilj^cnee  o'  feelings,  let  thcMn 
be  even  the  highest  and  the  holiest  o'  our  nature,  without  constant 
corrcspondin'  practice  to  prevent  their  degenerati>in  into  more  aim- 
less impulses — and  these  aimless  impulses  are  found  but  a  weak  pro- 
tection against  the  temptations  that  assail  us  in  this  world.  Why, 
sir,  I  verily  believe  that  religion  itsell  may  be  indulged  in  to  excess, 
when  frequent  ca's  are  no  made  on  men  to  act,  as  well  as  to  think 
and  feel.  The  man  of  religion  is  perfectly  sincere,  though  he  be, 
found  wanting  when  put  to  trial— just  like  the  man  o'  genius. 
Well-doing  is  necessary. 

North.  Then  you  have  hit  the  nail  on  the  heao,  James. 

Shepherd.  Shall  we  say  then,  in  cuiu'lusiun,  that  the  true  character 
of  a  true  poet  is  always  exhibited  in  his  poetry  ?  Eh  1  It  must  he 
so — Burns,  Byron,  Cowper,  Wordsworth,  are  all,  in  dilfcrent  ways, 
proofs  of  the  truth  of  the  apophthegm. 

North.  But  »what  think  you,  James,  of  the  vulgar  belief,  that  a 
bad  private  may  he  a  good  public  character? 

Shepherd.  That  it  is  indeed  a  most  vulgar  belief.  A  bad  pri- 
vate character  is  a  blackguard — and  how  could  a  blackguard  make  a 
gude  public  character?     Eh? 

North.  That's  a  poser. 

Shepherd.  Only  you  see  there's  scarcely  sic  a  thing  as  morality  in 
political  life ;  or  if  there  be,  it's  anither  code  and  gangs  by  the  name 
o'  Expediency.*  A  blackguard  may  be  a  gae  good  judge  o'  maist 
kinds  o'  expediency — but  whenever  the  question  gets  dark  and  dilb- 
cult,  you  maun  hae  recoorse  to  the  licht  u'  conscience,  and  what  bo 
comes  o'  the  blackguard  then,  sir?  lie  gangs  blindfaulded  ower  a 
precipice,  and  is  da>hed  to  pieces.  But  besides  expediency,  there's 
■what  they  ca'  honor — national  honor — and  thttugh  I  scarcely  see  hoo 
it  is — yet  great  blackguards  in  private  life  hae  a  sense  o'  that,  and 
wadna,  but  under  great  temptation,  saeriliee  't.  A  bribe,  however, 
administered  to  their  besettin'  sin,  whatever  that  may  be,  will  gene- 
rally do  the  business,  and  they  will  even  sell  the  freedom  of  their 
country  for  women  or  g<ild. 

North.  1  do  not  well  know  what  to  think  of  public  men  just  now, 
James. 

She])herd.  They  seem  to  be  a  poor  pitifn'  pack,  the  maist  o'  them, 
especially  wi'  some  twa  or  three  excejitions — our  ain  Eorty-Eive.f 
Whenever  a  man  past  thirty  tells  me  that  he  has  changed  his  opinion 

•  This  eneer  at  Expedifncy,  as  ■n-ell  as  that  on  a  man"B  changing  his  opinions  after  the  age 
of  thirty,  was  levelled  apainst  Wellington  and  I'ee!,  who  had  avowtd  that  expedi' ncy  alone 
forced  them  to  grant  Catholic  Emaniipation.—  M. 

t  Previous  to  the  Reform  Bill  of  Is32,  Scotland  sent  forty-five  members  to  the  House  of  Com- 
mons— 31  for  the  counties  and  14  for  the  boroughs.  By  the  Reform  Bill  3(1  meiribers  were 
illowed  for  the  counties  and  "iS  for  the  boroughs.  In  lti:i9,  the  great  majority  of  .Scotch  rnein- 
oers  were  ultra-Tory. — jM. 
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a\  out  ony  givon  thing  in  ony  given  time,  gude  manners  alane  hinder 
ine  frae  tellin'  liim  that  he  is  a  leear.  But  let's  hae  nae  politics. 
What  the  deevil  are  you  thinkin'  aliout  that  you're  no  attendin'  to 
me  spi-al<in"?  Diiina  be  abseiit.  F<)r  Heaven's  sake  gie  ower  that 
fru•^'.  Ay,  there  the  hhick  thunder-cloud  has  passed  awa',  and  your 
benign  auid  beautifu'  physiognomy  ance  niair  looks  like  itsell  in 
ihe  licht  o'  heaven. 

North.   I  chanced  to  loi'k  at  this  ring  — 

She^lierd.  What?  The  ane  on  your  wee  finger?  The  finest 
diamond  ever  glittered. 

North.  And  the  image  of  the  Noble  Being,  in  remembrance  of 
\vht)m  1  have  worn  it  for  twenty  years,  rose  up  before  me — me- 
thoughl  in  the  very  attitude  in  which  he  used  of  old  to  address  a 
pulijic  asseinlily^ — the  right  arm  extended — so  — 

Shepherd.  1^'ew  things  in  this  weary  warld  sae  delichtfu'  as  Keep- 
sakes! Nor  do  they  e-ver,  to  my  heart  at  least,  nor  to  my  een,  ever 
lose  their  tender,  their  powerfu'  charm  ! 

North.  IIow  slglit — how  small — how  tiny  a  memorial,  saves  a 
beloved  friend  from  oblivion — worn  on  the  fniger  — 

Shepherd.  Or  close  to  the  heart!  Especially  if  he  be  dead! 
Nae  tliKcht  sae  unsupportable  as  that  o'  entire,  total,  l)laiik  forget- 
fiihiess — when  the  cretur  that  ance  laucht,  and  sang,  and  wept  to  us, 
close  to  our  side,  or  in  our  verra  arms,  is  as  if  her  smiles,  her  voice, 
her  tears,  her  kisses,  had  never  been  !  She  and  them  a'  swallowed 
uj)  in  the  dark  nothingness  o'  the  dust ! 

North.  It  is  not  safe  to  say,  .James,  that  any  one  single  thought 
that  ever  was  in  the  mind  is  forgotten.  It  may  be  gone,  utterly 
gunc — like  a  bird  out  of  u  cage.  But  a  thought  is  not  like  a  bird, 
a  mortal  thing;  and  why  may  it  not,  after  many,  many  long  years 
have  past  bv — so  many  and  so  long  tli'at  we  look  with  a  sort  of 
quii-t  longing  on  the  churehyard  heaps — why  may  it  not  return  all 
at  once  from  a  "fair  countrci',"  fresh,  and  fair,  and  bright,  as  of 
yore,  when  lirst  it  glidtd  into  bein<;,  up  from  among  the.  heaven-dew 
opened  pores  in  the  celestial  soil  of  the  soul,  and  "possessed  it 
wholly."  as  if  there  for  ever  were  to  have  been  its  blissful  abiding- 
pbife,  in  those  sunny  regions  where  sin  and  sorrow  as  yet  had  shown 
their  evil  eyes,  but  durst  nr)t  venture  in,  to  scare  oil"  from  (Ik; 
paradise  even  one  of  all  its  divitiest  inmates!  Why  may  not  the 
thought,  I  ask,  return — or  rather,  rise  up  again  on  the  spirit,  from 
which  it  has  never  flown,  liiit  lain  hushed  in  that  mysterious  dormi- 
tory,  where  ideas  sleep,  all  ready  tt)  wake  again  into  life,  even  wiieii 
mo>f  like  death — fi»r  ideas  are  as  birds  of  passji'je,  and  they  are  also 
akin  to  the  winter-sleepers,  so  that  no  man  eomprchends  tlieir  exits 
or  their  entrances,  or  can  know  whether  any  one  of  all   the  liibe   is 
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at  ;iii_v  olio  nioiiieiit  a    inillidii    nt'  milfs  u|]',  or  wheeling  round   his 
hi'ud,  and  ri'ady  to  perch  (mi  liis  liaiid  ! 

H^hijjhird.  Alloo  nie,  sir,  noo  lo  press  you  to  anither  glass  o'  Mrs. 
Genlle's  elder-lluwer  wine. 

J^Mi-th.  Frontignac  !  Now,  do  you,  James,  take  up  the  ball — for 
I'm  out  of  breath. 

Shepherd.  To  please  you,  sir,  I  hae  read  lately — or  at  least  tried 
to  read — thae  buoics,  and  lectures,  and  what  not,  on  the  Association 
o'  Ideas — and  yon  e.\})Ianations  and  theories  of  Tarn  mas  Br(joii"s 
and  Mr.  Dugald  .Stewart's,  and  Mr.  Alison's,  and  the  lave,  seem,  at 
the  lime  the  volume's  lyin'  open  afore  you,  rational  aneuch — sae 
that  you  eanna  help  believin'  that  each  o'  them  has  flung  doon  a 
great  big  buneh  o'  keys,  wi'  a  cla>h  on  the  talile,  that'll  enable  you 
to  i)pen  a'  the  locks  o'  a'  the  doors  o'  the  Temple  o'  Natur.  But, 
dog  out!  the  verra  first  lock  you  try,  the  key'll  no  fit!  Or  if  it 
fits,  you  cannot  get  it  to  turn  roun',  though  you  cliirt  wi'  your  twa 
hands  till  yiMi're  baith  black  and  red  in  the  face,  and  desperate 
angry.  A'  the  Metapheesicks  that  ever  were  theoreezed  into  a 
s\&tem  o'  Philosophy  '11  never  clear  up  the  mystery  o'  memory  ae 
hue,  or  enalde  me  nor  ony  body  else  to  understand  hoo,  at  ae  time, 
ye  may  knock  on  \our  head  wi'  }our  loof  or  iiieve  till  it's  sair, 
without  awakening  a  single  tliocht,  ony  mair  than  you  would 
awaukun  a  dormouse  in  the  heart  o'  the  bole  of  an  aik,  by  tappin' 
on  the  rough  hide  ;  while  at  another  time,  you  canna  gie  yt)ur  head 
a  jie  to  the  ae  side,  without  tens  o'  thousaiis  o'  thoehts  fleein'  out  o' 
yt)ur  mouth,  your  nose,  and  your  eeii,  just  like  a  swarm  o'  bees 
playin'  whurr — and  bum — into  the  countless  sky,  when  by  chance 
you  hae  upset  a  skep,  or  the  creturs  o'  their  ain  accord,  and  in  the 
passion  o'  their  ain  instinct,  are  aff'  after  their  Queen,  and  havin' 
loimeiited  half  the  kiiilra-side  fu'  hours,  a'  at  last  settle  down  on 
the  branch  ii  an  ap|>le-tree  perhaps — the  maist  unlikely,  to  all  ap- 
pearance, Itiey  could  find — and  perplexin'  to  the  man  wi'  the  ladder, 
and  the  towel  outower  his  face, — because  the  Queen-Bee  preferred, 
for  some  iu.scrutable  reason,  that  ackward  branch  to  a'  ither  resting- 
places  on  which  she  could  hae  rested  her  doup,  although  it  was 
physically  and  morally  impossible  that  she  could  ever  hae  seen  the 
tree  afore,  never  havin'  been  alloo'd  to  set  her  foot  ayont  the  door 
o'  the  skep,  for  reasons  best  known  to  her  subjects,  or  at  least  her 
Ministers,  wha,  unlike  some  ilhi.-rs  I  mieht  mention,  dinna  despise 
the  v(jice  o'  the  people,  even  though  it  should  be  nae  louder  nor  a 
murmur  or  a  hum  ! 

North.   Come,  James,   no  politics — keep  to  philoso{>hy. 

Shepherd.  The  Queen-Thocht  's  the  same;  's  the  Queen-Bi;e  — and 
when  felie's  let  loose  intil  heaven,  out  flees  the  haill  swarm  o'  winged 
fancies  at  her  tail,  wi'  a  noise  like  thunder. 
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North.  But  we  were  speaking  of  Keepsakes  — ■ 

Shepherd.  And  sae  we  are  still.     I   see   the    road    windin'  alang 
on  the  riclit  haiin  voiiner — lint  we're  like  passengers   loupin   afl'  tha 
tiip  o'  a  cotch  at  the  fit  o'  a  hill,  and  divin'  devious  through  a  wood 
bv  a  short  cut,  to  catch  her  again  af  )re   she  gets  through  the   turn 
pike. 

North.  The  pleasantest  way  either  of  travel  or  of  ta'k. 

Shepherd.  Ten  hunger  thousan'  million  thochts  and  feelings,  ar  J 
fancies,  and  ideas,  and  emotions,  and  passions,  and  what  not,  a'  Ae 
thegither,  heads  and  thraws,  in  the  great,  wide,  saft,  swellin',  fear 
ported,  mony-pillowed  bead  o'  the  imagination.  Joys,  sorrc  as, 
hopes,  fears,  raptures,  agonies,  shames,  horrors,  repentances  re- 
morses— strange  bed-fellows  indeed,  sir,  —  some  sknddy  naked,  s  "me 
clothed  in  duds,  and  some  gorgeously  apparelled,  ready  to  rise  up 
and  sit  down  at  feasts  and  festivals  — 

North.  Stop.  James,  stop  — 

Shepherd.  'Tis  the  poet  alane,  sir,  that  can  speak  to  r'oy  purj  >se 
al)out  sic  an  association  o'  ideas  as  that,  sir;  he  kens  at  every  h((eh 
amang  them,  whilk  is  about  to  start  up  like  a  sheeted  cadaver  shiv- 
erin'  cauldrife  as  the  grave,  or  a  stoled  queen,  a  rosy,  balmy, 
fragrant-bosomed  queen,  wi'  lang,  white,  satin  arms,  to  twine  ronn' 
your  verra  sowle  !  But  the  metaphyseecian,  what  kens  he  about  the 
matter]  Afire  he  has  pntten  the  specs  astraddle  o'  his  nose,  the 
floor  o'  the  imajfination  is  a'  astir  like  the  foaiiiiiijf  sea — and  aiblins 
hushed  again  into  a  cawm  as  deep  as  that  o'  a  sunny  hill,  where  lichts 
and  lambs  are  d;tn(un'  thegither  on  the  greensward,  and  to  the  music 
o'  the  lilting  Unties  amang  the  golden  groves  o'  broom,  pi(nui  to  see 
tlieir  yellow  gifuies  reflected  in  the  pools,  like  blossoms  bloomin'  in 
anitlier  warld  beUtnging  to  the  Naiads  and  the  nicrmaids  ! 

North.  ]iut,  James,  we  were  speaking  of  Keepsakes, 

Shepherd.  And  Bae  we  are  still.  For  what  is  a  keepsake  but  a 
material  memorial  o' a  spiritual  li.ippenin'?  Somelhing  sui)stantial, 
through  whose  instrumentality  the  shadowy  pa-^t  may  resettle  on  the 
present — till  a  bit  melal,  or  a  bit  jewel,  or  a  l)il  loek  o'  hair,  or  a  l)it 
painted  pafier,  shall  suddenly  liring  the  tears  into  your  startled  and 
softened   een,  by   a  dear,  delightfu',  overw  lielmin'   image  o'   Life-in- 

De.ilh] 

North.  (){  all  keepsakes,  memorials,  relics,  most  tenderly,  most 
diarly,  most  devoutly,  .lames,  do  I  love  a  little  lock  of  hair  !  and  oh  ! 
when  the  head  it  iieantilied  has  long  mouldered  in  the  dust,  how  spir- 
itual suenis  the  undoing  glossiness  of  the  sole  remaining  ringlet! 
All  eNe  youe  to  nothing,  save  and  except  that  soft,  smooth,  burnish- 
ed, golden,  and  glorious  fragment  of  the  apparelling  that  once  hung 
in  clouds  and  sunshine  over  an  angel's  brow  ! 
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Shepherd.  Ay— as  poor  Kiike  White  says — 

"  It  must  have  boon  a  lovely  bead 
That  bad  6iieh  lovely  hair." 

But  dinna  tliink  ony  inair  ujioii  Irt  the  noo,  sir.  What  fules  we 
are  to  siiiiimi'ii  up  -shaJows  and  spectres  fiae  the  <;rave,  to  trouble — ■ 

North.  Her  ima<ie  troubles  ine  not.  Wtiy  should  \ll  Mothinks 
I  see  her  walkiiiij  yonder,  as  if  fifty  years  of  life  were  extiiigui>hcd, 
and  that  were  the  sun  of  rny  youth  !  Look — look — James  \ — a  iij^- 
ure  all  arrayed,  like  Innocence,  in  white  garments!  Gone  ! — gone  ! 
■ — Yet  such  visions  are  delightful  visitants,  and  the  day,  and  the  eve- 
niig,  and  the  night,  are  all  sanctified  on  which  the  apparition  comes 
and  iroes  with  a  transient  yet  immortal  sniile  ! 

Shepherd.  Ay,  sir!  a  hn-k  o'  hair,  I  agree  with  you,  is  far  better 
than  ony  pictur.  It's  a  pairt  o'  the  beloved  object  hersell — it  be- 
langed  to  the  tresses  that  aften,  laiig,  lang  ago,  may  hae  been  sud- 
denly dishevelled,  like  a  shower  o'  sunbeams,  ower  your  beatin' 
breast!  But  noo  solemn  tlinchts  sadden  the  beauty  ance  sae  bricht 
— sae  refulgent — the  langer  you  gaze  on't,  the  mairand  inair  pensive 
grows  the  expression  of  the  holy  relic — it  seems  to  say,  almost  up- 
braidingly,  "  Weep'st  thou  no  more  for  me?"  and  then,  indeed,  a 
tear,  true  to  the  imperishai)le  aflfection  in  which  all  nature  seemed  to 
rejoice,  "  when  life  itself  was  young,"  Vjoars  witness  tiiat  the  object 
towards  which  it  yearned  is  no  more  forgotten,  now  that  she  has 
been  dead  for  so  many,  many  hmg  weary  years,  than  she  was  forgot- 
ten during  an  hour  of  absence  thai  came  like  a  passing  cloud  between 
us  and  the  sunshine  of  her  living,  her  loving  smiles  ! 

North.  Were  a  picture  perfectly  like  our  deceased  friend — no 
shade  of  expression,  however  slight,  that  was  his,  awanting — none 
there,  however  slight,  that  belonged  not  to  the  face  that  has  faded 
utterly  away — then  might  a  picture  — 

Shejihcrd.  But  then  that's  never  the  case,  sir.  There's  aye  some- 
thing wrang,  either  about  the  mouth,  or  the  een,  or  the  nose — or 
what's  warst  o'  a',  you  canna  fin'  fawte  wi'  ony  o'  the  features  for  no 
being  like,  and  yet  the  painter,  frae  no  kennin'  the  delightfu'  charac- 
ter o'  her  or  him  that  was  sittin'  till  him,  leaves  out  o'  the  fiiee  the 
entire  speerit — or  aiblins,  that  the  f)Mrtrait  mayna  be  deficient  in  ex- 
pression, he  pits  in  a  sharp  clever  look,  like  that  o'  a  i)lue  stocking, 
into  a  saft,  dewy,  divine  een,  switnmin'  wi'  sowie!  spoils  the  mouth 
athegither  by  jiuckerin'  't  up  at  the  corners,  sae  that  a'  the  innocent 
smile.s,  mantlin'  there  like  kisses,  tak  flight  frae  sic  prim  lips,  cherry- 
ripe  though  they  be  ;  and  blin'  to  the  delicate,  straught,  fine-edged 
hecht  o'  her  Grecian — ay,  hi^r  Grecian  nose — what  dues  the  fule  do, 
bdt  raises  up  the  middle  o'  the  brig,  or — may  Heaven  ue'ei'  foigio 
bir;i — cocks  it  up  at  the  pint  sae  that  you  can  see  up  the  nostrils — a 
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tliliijj;  I  diniia  like  at  a' — and  tor  this,  which  he  ca's  a  portrait,  and 
])roposes  seiidiii'  to  the  Exhibition,  lie  has  the  conscience  to  charge 
}  ou — wiihouten  the  fiaiiie — the  reasonable  sum  o'  ae  hundred  pounds 
ster  lin<r  ! 

North.  Next  to  a  lock  o'  hair,  James,  is  a  brooch,  or  a  ring,  that 
has  been  \\ nii  by  a  beloved  friend. 

S/te])heri  J  ?-t  sae ;  and  then  you  can  put  the  hair  iutil  the 
brooch  or  the  ring — or  baith — and  wear  them  on  your  finger  and  on 
your  breast  a'  nicht  lang,  dream,  dream,  drt-amin'  awa'  back  into  the 
vani--htd  world  o'  unendurable,  and  incomprehensible,  and  inuttera- 
ble  things ! 

Nurtii.   Or  what  think  you  o'  a  book,  iny  dear  James 

Shepherd.  Ay,  a  bit  i)ookie  o'  ane's  ain  writin',  a  poem  perhaps, 
or  a  garland  o'  ballants  and  sungs,  with  twa  three  lovin'  verses  on 
the  H\-li'af,  by  way  o'  inscriptii)n — for  there's  something  unco  alfec- 
tionate  in  mannseripp — lK)und  on  pur|)ose  for  her  in  delicate  white 
silvuredged  cawf,  wi'  flowers  alang  the  border,  or  the  ligure  of  a 
iieart,  perhaps,  in  the  middle,  pierced  wi'  a  dart,  or  brtulhin'  out 
flames  like  a  volcawno. 

North.   A  device,  James,  as  natural  as  it  is  new. 

Shepherd.  Nane  o'  your  sneers,  you  auld  satirist.  Whether  nat- 
ural or  unnatural,  new  or  auld,  the  device,  frae  being  sae  common, 
canna  l»e  (ar  wrang — for  a'  the  warld  has  been  in  love,  at  ae  time  or 
ithcr  o'  its  lift',  ;ind  kens  best  hoo  to  express  its  ain  j)assion.  What 
Kt'e  you  ever  in  love-sangs  that's  at  a'  new  ?  Never  ae  single  word. 
It's  just  the  same  thing  ower  again,  like  a  vernal  shower,  patteriii' 
amang  the  bu<ldin'  woods.  But  lei  the  lines  come  sweetly  and  saft- 
ly,  and  a  wee  wildly  too,  fra  the  lips  o' Genius,  and  they  shall  delight 
a'  mankind,  and  womankind  too,  without  ever  wears  in'  them,  whether 
they  be  saiiJ  or  sung.  But  try  to  be  original — to  keepaifa'  that  has 
ever  bectt  said  af)re,  f tr  fear  o'  plagiarism,  or  in  ambition  o'  origin- 
ality, and  your  poem  'II  be  like  a  bit  o'  ice  that  you  hae  taken  into 
your  mouth  unawaures  for  a  lump  o'  white  sugar. 

North.  Now,  my  dear  James,  tln^  hour  is  el;i[ised,  and  we  must 
to  our  toilet,  'i'he  Gentles  will  be  here  in  a  jiHy,  and  I  know  not 
bow  it  i",  lint  inlimatt;  as  we  are,  and  attached  by  the;  kindest  ties, 
!  never  feel  at  my  ease,  in  their  company,  in  the  at'iernoon,  unless  my 
hair  be  powdered,  my  ruflles  on.  and  my  silver  iiuekles. 

Shrjdiprd.  Do  you  mean  the  buckles  on  your  slu'on.  T'hebncUes 
on  \  our  l)reeks  1 

North.  My  shoon,  to  be  sur('.      Jann-s — James! 

Shcphrrd.  I'll  tell  you  a  secret,  .sir — and  yet  it's  nae  great  secret 
either;  for  I'm  (»'  opitiiou  that  we  ft'  ken  our  ain  hearts,  only  we 
diniia  ken  what's  \h'>1  for  them, — you're  in  lovt;  wi'  Mrs,  Gentle. 
Na,  na  — ilinna  hang  down  your  head,  and  blush  in  that  gate;  ihcic's 
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nae  harm  in't — nae  sin — only  you  should  many  her,  sir;  for  I  never 
saw  a  woman  sac  in  love  wi'  a  man,  in  a'  my  born  days. 

N'irth.   I  cannot  bring  myself  to  think  so,  my  dear  James. 

Shijjhcrd.  Tuts.  You  canna  attempt  to  walk  across  the  room, 
that  her  twa  een  are  no  f  illowin'  you  on  your  crutch,  wi'  a  mixed 
expression  o'  love,  and  fear  lest  you  should  iW  and  dislocate  your 
knee-p;in,  or 

North.  Cruieli  !  Why,  you  know,  James,  well  enough,  that  for 
the  last  twelvemonth  1  have  worn  it,  not  \\)r  use,  but  ornament.  I 
am  thinking  of  laying  it  aside  entirely. 

Shepherd.  "And  eaj)eriiig  nimbly  in  a  lady's  chamber?"  Be 
persuaded  by  me,  sir,  and  attempt  nae  sic  thing.  Naebody  supposes 
that  your  constitution's  broken  in  upon,  sir,  or  that  you're  subjeet 
to  a  general  frailty  o'  natur.  The  gout's  a  local  complaint  wi'  you 
— and  what  the  waur  is  a  man  for  haein'  an  occasional  pain  in  his 
tae  1  Besides,  sir,  there's  a  great  deal  in  habit — and  Mrs.  Gei:tle 
has  been  sae  laiig  accustomed  to  look  at  you  on  the  crutch,  that 
there's  nae  sayin'  hoo  it  micht  be,  were  you  to  gie  owre  that  cap- 
tivatiu'  hobble,  and  figure  on  the  floor  like  a  dancin'  master.  At 
your  time  o'  life,  you  could  never  howp  to  be  an  extremely — an 
uncommonly  active  rnan  on  your  legs — and  therefore  it's  better,  it's 
■wiser,  and  it's  safer  to  continue  a.  sort  o'  lameter,  and  keep  to  the 
crutch. 

North.  But  does  she  absolutely  follow  me  with  her  eyes  ? 

Shepherd.  She  just  reminds  me,  sir,  when  you  are  in  the  room 
wi'  her,  o'  a  bit  image  o'  a  duck  soomin'  about  in  a  bowl  o'  water 
at  the  command  o'  a  loadstane.  She's  really  a  bonny  body — and 
no  sae  auld  either.  Naebody  '11  laueh  at  the  marriage — and  I 
shouldna  be  surprised  if  you  had  — 

North.  "  The  world's  dread  laugh,"  as  it  is  called,  has  no  terrors 
tf)  me,  my  dear  James  — 

Shepherd.  Nane  whatever — I  weel  ken  that;  and  I  think  I  see 
you  sittin'  wi'  your  poolhered  head,  aside  her  in  a  chay  drawn  by 
four  blood  horses,  cavin  their  heads  till  the  foam  flies  ower  the 
hedges,  a'  adorned  wi'  white  ribbons,  and  the  postilions  wi'  great 
braid  favors  in  their  breasts  like  roses  or  stars,  srnackin'  their  whups, 
while  the  crood  huzzaws  you  aff"  to  your  honeymoon  aniang  the 
mountains  — 

North.   I  will  pop  the  question,  this  very  evening. 

Shepherd.  Just  tak  it  ior  granted  that  the  marriage  is  to  be  as 
sune  as  the  settlements  can  be  drawn  up — look  to  her,  and  speak  to 
her,  and  press  her  haun,  whenever  she  puts  her  arm  inlil  yours,  as 
if  it  was  a'  fixed — and  she'll  sune  return  a  bit  wee  saft  uncertain 
squeeze — and  then  by-and-by  — 

North,  ril  begin  this  very  evening  — 
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Shepherd.  Safily — safbly — moderate  youi  transports.  You  maun 
bepin  by  degrees,  and  no  be  owre  tender  upon  her  a'  at  ance,  or 
she'll  wuimer  what's  the  mattor  wi' you — suspeck  tliat  you're  mad, 
or  hae  been  takin  a  drap  drink — and  are  only  makin'  a  fule  o' 
her  — 

North.  Ila !  yonder  she  is,  James.  Gentle  by  name,  and  gentle 
by  iia.uie  !  Tu  her  delicate  touch  the  door  seems  to  open  as  of 
it-si'lf,  and  to  turn  on  its  hinges — 

Shepherd.  As  if  they  were  iled.  Wait  a  wee,  and  maybe  you'll 
hear  her  bang't  after  her  like  a  clap  o'  thunder. 

North.  Hush  I  impious  man.  IIow  meekly  the  most  lovable 
matri'ii  rings  the  door-bell!  What  can  that  lazy  fellow,  John,  be 
aliout,  that  he  does  not  fly  to  let  the  angel  in  ? 

Shepherd.  Perhaps  cleanin'  the  shoon,  or  the  knives  and  forks. 
Noo  mind  you,  behave  yoursell.     Come  awa'. 

(r//e    Sjiepiikrd  tahs    the   crutch^    and   Mr.    North    walks 
towards  the  D^dge^  -.s  fresh  as  a  Jive-year-old.) 
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No.  XLIV.— JUNE,  1820. 

SCENE— The  Blue  Boom.— Time,  Eight  o'clock,  P.  M. 

Tickler,  North,  Shepherd,  Odoherty,  and  Rabbi  Moses  Edrehi. 

Xorth.  You  are  considerably  chanced,  Odoherty.  Your  hair  is 
decidedly  graying — nay,  don't  troiiljlethe  curls,  they  are  very  pretty 
still  ;  and,  in  fact,  become  your  present  complexion  better  than 
black  and  all  black  would  do. 

Odoherty.  Ah !  Christopher,  I  may  say  as  Lord  Byron  did  to 
Lady  Blessingtijn, 

"  The  bard  in  my  bosom  is  dead, 
And  ray  heart  is  as  gray  as  my  head. 

Kon  sum  qualis  eram,  North  ;  I  have  turned  the  post  fairly,  and  must 
henceforth  have  the  stand  in  view.  I  feel  very,  very  old — oh  !  d — d 
old! 

North.  Boy  !  I  feel  as  young  at  this  hour  as  I  did  at  eight-and 
twenty.  Fill  your  glass,  you  stripling.  Your  third  wedding  has 
improved  you  every  way.  You  are  fatter — your  skin  is  clearer — 
you  show  symptoms  of  incipient  paunch — your  dress  is  more  grave, 
true,  but  it  is  richer — I  admire  the  chain — upon  the  whole  you  look 
respectable.  1  daresay  you  are  playing  the  devil  among  the  Dow- 
agers.     Women  are  tender  in  the  evening  of  life. 

Odoherty.  Such  Eves  need  no  tempter.  But  my  wife  is  con- 
fouiideiJIy  sharp,  Christopher.  Hang  it,  you  old  bachelors  have  no 
notion  <jf  tilings  as  they  are. 

North.  Bachelors,  indeed  !  Why,  then,  you  don't  know  that  I 
was  ever  married  ? 

Odiherty.  ll"  you  ever  were,  you  have  kept  your  thumb  on  tho 
circumstance.     Are  you  serious,  old  boy  ? 

North.  Aliout  three  in  the  afternoon  of  a  bonny  summer  day, 
June  the  tenth,  in  the  year  of  grace  sevcnty-and-two,  1  being  then 
exactly  twenty-one,  was  married  upon  as  sweet  a  lassie  as  ever  left 
an  honest  father's  house,  raining  tears  of  fear,  hope,  sorrow,  and  joy, 
on  the  threshold-stone!  Oh!  Odoherty — I  am  never  weary  of 
living  those  days  over  again — those  long  bright  days,  full  of  mirth — 
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those  seiene  eveninss —the  glorious  sunsets  on  Lochawe — the  wild 
IJiL;hland  balhid — the  uttet- confidence — the  unspeakable  smiles — and 
iIr'U — but  IK)  more,  my  dt-ar.  l'"ll  again,  and  pass  the  Cockburn. 
Alas  !  alas  !  Fuit  Ilium. 

Shepherd.  Ochon  !   Orhon  ! 

Raboi  jMosea  £drehi,  {aside.) 

:  i<nr.'is<  n-iCD  ^nn^a  s«5n»  v^"'  V^^^ 

Odoherty.  Were  you  in  the  church  at  this  period? 

North.  Confound  you,  I  never  was  in  the  church.  I  was  then 
owner  and  occupier  of  a  small,  but  sufficient  lairdship  ;  sat  under  my 
own  thatch — killed  my  own  miilt'>n — brewed  my  own  beer — smug- 
gled my  own  brandy — kissed  my  own  wife,  and  feared  no  man. 
The  laud  was  good,  improvable  and  improving — the  arable  and  the 
pasture — and  1  was  an  active  hand  at  most  things,  and  sported  the 
kilt. 

Odoherty.  Which  as  Castlereagh  told  the  dames  des  halles,  when 
they  were  sniggling  to  see  the  42d  pass,  is  un  habit  bien  commode,  as 
well  as  graceful.     But  what  came  of  Mrs.  North  ? 

North.  She  went  to  the  devil  in  the  winter  of  1773 — don't  allude 
to  the  subject  again. 

Moses  JLdrehi.  fni-iKb  -:t  ""in 

Shepherd.   What's  that? 

North.  'Tis  an  old  saying  of  the  Talmudists,  "When  an  ass 
climbeth  a  ladder,  look  for  wisdom  among  women." 

Shepherd.  A  saying  worthy  of  a  gowk.  Women  have  far  mnir 
heart  nor  men;  and  as  far  as  1  have  seen  the  warld,  they  have  far 
mair  sense,  and  discretion,  too.     As  fijr  Mrs.  North — 

Odoherlij.   Hush,  {hi/rns)   "Oh,  no!   we  never  nu-ntinn  her." 

Tickler.    \\  hat  think  you  (jf  the  English  women,  liabl)i  ? 

Afoses  Edrelii.  —  "^rp  "'iri 

North.  I  know  what  you  arc  going  to  say — Your  proverb  being 
interpreted,  signifies,  that  '"in  two  bushels  of  dates  there  is  one 
bushel  of  stones — and  more." 

Shepherd.  Aye,  aye — 1  perceive  what  he's  at.  Weel,  afier  a', 
ihey  are  wise  folk  tliae  Hebrews — and  yet  1  think  the  lang  beard  has 
its  ^hare. 

Tickler.  A  barl)arous  practice — and  a  filthy.  I  am  ashamed  to 
see  moustaches,  and  whiskers,  and  Charlies,  as  the  puppies  call  them, 
coiiiiu"  so  much  into  vogue  among  ourselves.  'J  he  beard  caiumt  be 
sull'ered  t<»  grow,  either  in  whole  or  in  part,  without /?ro  tu u to  oh- 
scuring  the  most  expressive  part  of  the  human  face  divine.  Ilabbi 
Mostrs  has  a  mouth,  no  dou})f,  and  makes  good  use  of  it,  both  as  to 
the  putting  in  and  the  jiutting  out;  but.  hang  me  if  any  one  of  you 
can  say  what  is  the  form  of  his  lips. 
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Odoherty,  (aside).  Timothy  always  piqued  himself  on  the  cut  of 
his  chops. 

Shepherd.  And  what  for  dinna  you  shave  your  beard,  Rabbi  ? 

Mdsvs  Edrehi.  Car  c'est  ecrit — 'Scase  nie.  sare — for  'lis  said  by 
Moshe  baruk  Usharno — "  Dow  salt  not  mar  de  corner  of  dy  beard." 
It  is  in  the  boot;  Elelc  Haddebariin,  dat  you  call  Levitique. 

Shepherd.  But  then  I  hae  lient  mony  a  ane  o'  your  folk  wha 
shave.      Hoo  do  they  get  ower  the  command  ? 

Moses  JSdrehi.  Senor  Hogg,  kennst  du  night — I  mean,  do  you  not 
know  many  shentlemen,  what  are  Cristens,  dat  drink,  par  exempio, 
and  get  vat  you  call  in  Inglis — Vass  is  de  daber,  the  Inglis  voce  fur 
ivnigne  1 

Shepherd.  Aiblins  ye  speak  sic  a  jabber  that  there's  nae  making 
kirk  or  mill  o'  what  ye  say. 

Moses  Edrehi.  Fou  ?  C'est  Fra^ois,  mon  ami,  et  pas  Anglois — 
das  est  mad. 

Shepherd.  Nae  doot.  I  hae  seen  mony  a  chield  as  mad  as  a 
March  hare  after  a  glass.  Ye  mean  to  say,  then,  the  Jews  wha 
shave  their  chins  hae  nae  mair  religion  than  sae  mony  drucken  aukl 
tinckler  bodies,  who  like  ane  that  sail  be  nameless,  are  gi'en  to  get- 
tin'  themselves  fou  as  fiddlers. 

Moses  Edrehi.  Senor,  si. 

Shepherd.  It  is  a  comical  thing,  after  a',  to  think  that  a  goat  has 
mair  soond  Jewish  doctrine  on  his  chin  than  a  rabbi  after  a  rawzor. 
And  yet  I'll  uphand  it  against  ye,  Timothy,  it's  no  bad  custom  yon 
of  no  shaving.  For  ye  ken,  Mr.  Moses — Is  na  yer  Christian  name 
Moses? 

Moses  Edrehi.  I  havn't  got  no  Cristin  name,  sare ;  for  Ich  bin 
uicht  a  Cristin — God  a'  might  keep  us! 

Shepherd.   Lord  sauf  us,  I  forgot !  But  yer  first  name's  Moses  1 

Moses  Edrehi.  Yay,  mynheer. 

Shepherd.  Ye  see,  I  hae  mony  and  mony  a  time  thocht  that  he 
■wha  first  introduced  shaving  amang  us  was  ane  of  the  greatest  foes 
o'  the  human  race.  Just  think,  man,  o'  the  awfu'  wark  it's  on  a 
cauid  Sal)iiath  morning,  when  the  week's  bristles  are  as  sturdy  as 
the  teeth  of  a  horse  kame,  and  the  burn  water  winna  boil,  and  the 
kirk-bell's  ringing,  and  the  wife  a'  riggit  out,  and  the  jjig  at  the  door, 
and  the  rawzor  haggit  like  a  saw — 'J'ruinbull  o'  Selkirk  makes  good 
rawzors,  liut  the  weans  are  unco  f  )nd  of  playing  wi'  mine,  puir 
things.  Od  keep  us!  it  gars  me  grew  but  to  tliink  o'  the  first  rasp 
— and  after  a'  the  sark-neck's  blacken'd  wi'  your  bluid,  and  your 
face  is  a  bonny  sicht  to  put  bjifore  a  congregation,  battered  ower 
wi'  brown  paper,  or  tufts  o'  beaver  aff  yer  hat.  Oh  !  I'm  clean  for 
the  lang  beard. 

2'ickler.  Well,  you  have  a  good  opportunity  nqw ;  for  I  under- 
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stand  many  of  the  leading  Protectants  have  resolved  never  to  shave 
until  the  late  bill  be  repealed.  You  are  aware  that  thousands  of 
the  Cavaliers  followed  the  same  reverend  fashion  on  the  murder  of 
the  King,  and  never  smoothed  their  chins  till  the  day  of  the  Resto- 
ration. Indeed,  not  a  few  of  our  own  old  Jacobites  took  to  the  fl(jw- 
ing  mane  again,  upon  the  sinful  expulsion  of  King  James  II.  I  my- 
self remember  several  patriarchal  figures  in  the  Highlands. 

Shepherd.  If  1  were  sure  that  Lord  Eldon,  and  Mr.  Sadler,  and 
Lord  Chandos,  would  keep  me  in  countenance,  I  would  swear  a 
luuckle  aith  this  very  minute,  it  I  would,  and  wag  a  bonny  beard  in 
Yarrow  kiik  or  the  winter  Sacrament.  But  I'm  jalousin  you're  at 
yourjiiki's,  ^Ir.  Tickler.      WuU  ye  say  as  sure's  death? 

Odoherty.  I  can  answer  for  him  this  time.  I  with  these  eyes  saw- 
several  men  of  the  highest  eminence  sporting  beards  Aaronic  in 
Bond-street  only  a  week  ago.  There  was,  for  example,  Lord  Ilar- 
borough.* 

Shepherd.  Blessings  on  him  !  Wcel,  I'm  really  glad,  just  glad, 
to  hear  there's  sae  muckle  o'  sincere  principle  left  in  the  land.  San- 
ders Trumbull,  ye've  seen  the  last  of  my  aughteen  pennies!  But, 
j'ity  me,  surely  the  hair  has  been  gleg  at  the  growing. 

Oduherty.  O!  they  left  off  shaving  the  moment  the  King's  speech 
came  out  ;f  and  tears,  you  know,  are  very  nutritive  to  the  whisker 
principle. 

Moses  Edrehi.  Carrnjo !  T  glaube  dare  has  bin  mehr  wein  d'Opor- 
to  dan  waiters  off  de  Tribulation. 

Oduherty.  Ay,  Mosey  (which,  by  the  way.  is  a  mighty  neat  name 
fir  a  bull,)  sorrow  is  dry.  "  was  obliged  to  drink  double  tides  to 
keep  my.M-lf  in  anything  like  t-ommon  temper  at  the  sight  of  so 
much  vermin  as  infested  us  on  all  sides.  Kat — rat — rat — nothing 
but  rat. 

Shepherd.  After  a',  the  most  awfu'  ratton  is  the  Deuk.     I'll  never 
say  we  were  ycarhbairns  agcn. 
MoHBH  Edrehi.   bD3  "1>3» 

North.  Yes,  Kal)lii  ;  it  is  a  fool  who  hath  spoken.  'Y\\v.  Duke  is 
Tio  rnt.  if  I  could  have  opposed  the  carrying  ot  the  Reman  ("atho- 
lic  bill  by  bearing  my  bosom  to  the  blow,  I  would  have  done  it; 
but  I  cannot  imi)iite  low  motives  to  the  Duke  of  Willingloii.  He 
— alter  his  o[.inions  f.r  the  ordin.iry  and  dirty  tem[ilat  ions  which 
Kway  the  Dawsoiis  and  l*eels,  the  Hal  hursts  and  the  We>tmorelands, 
an<l  thi-  other  very  small  and  miserable  deer  who  are  so  well  desig- 
nated bv  th<'.  name  of  vermin,  base,  and  not  to  be  trusted — he,  ihu 
hero  ofall  the   fields  of  Spain,  the    hero   of  Waterloo,  the   to[>most 

•  Th«  Karl  of  llarborongh,  who  waji  only  32  in  Iho  year  182^,  uied  to  walk  about  "  beardoj 

.iko  a  pard." — M.  .  ,d.«i    • 

t  The   SpoKoh    from    th«   Throne,  at  thnopi-ninc    "f  tho    I'nrllnmi-nlarT  >nMion  of  ISlal,  m 
T>  hich  the  intention  to  bring  in  the  Catholic  Kelief  Bill  wa»  announced — M 
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spirit  of  the  world — he  Rat!  James,  James,  I  should  have  blushed 
to  hoar  the  word  (Voin  you,  if  in  these  old  vellum  cheeks  there  wan 
blood  enoufjh  for  a  blu:>h. 

Ti'kler.   But,  Cliristopher 

lYor/h.  Your  pardon,  dearly  beloved  friend — I  wit,h  the  Dui<e  had 
not  voted  and  K'gislated  as  he  has  dune  ;  but.  he  has  a  right  to  give 
his  opinion  on  a  great  state  question,  and  to  alter  his  opinion,  Mr. 
Tic-kler.  lie  has  matter  of  high,  perhaps  of  culpable  ambition,  to 
sway  him — for  auglit  1  know  the  Standard  may  be  rigiit  there — but 
never  of  low.  He  may  be  capable  of  being  an  Usurpek — never  of 
being  a  Rat.  Who  ever  confounded  F<)uch6  with  Napoleon  1  W  hat 
infant  will  ever  mix  up  the  motives  of  a  Pi'cl  wilh  those  of  Wel- 
lington ?  Fill  your  glass,  Mr.  Edrehi.  1  do  not  think  y(ju  have 
any  Glenlivet  in  Jerusalem? 

Moses  Edrehi.   Nelu,  mien  herr.     Sta  bueno.     Tish  gutes  drink. 

North.  Some  Idiots  have  been  babbling  about  Scott's  ratting.*  I 
know  that  Scott,  ten  years  ago,  said  the  Irish  Papists  should  get 
what  they  clamored  for.  Nor  is  it  wonderful  that  a  man  whose 
iniagination  lives,  if  I  may  say  so,  among  the  feelings  of  those  who 
call  themselves  the  oppressed — among  the  Saxons,  the  Cavaliers,  the 
Gael,  the  Jacobites,  &c.,  &c.,  should  take  a  poetical  interest  in  the 
case  of  the  Irish  Paidsts.  It  is  his  natural  l)ias  as  a  novelist,  liut 
whether  it  was,  or  was  not,  1  shall  always  contend  that  Scott  is  in 
that  class  of  minds  that  may  —  nay  mvst  choose  for  themselves  iu 
the  politics  of  this  world  ;  in  fact,  he  is  one  of  us,  one  of  the  great 
men  of  the  earth — who,  though  not  exempted  from  the  ordinary 
feelings  of  humanity,  may  perhaps  upon  questions  great  or  small, 
err  as  grossly  as  the  most  ignorant,  nay,  often  more  grossly. 

She/ihcrd.  Ay,  true's  the  auld  say  in' — The  greatest  clerks  are  no 
the  wisest  folk. 

North.  I  say,  these  men — the  Duke  of  Wellington  and  Sir  Wal- 
ter Scott,  for  instance,  are  not  to  be  judged  b^  rules  which  are  in- 
fallilile  upon  Peel,  or  Pattmore,  ur  Bob  Wilson,  or  Bob  Waithmau 
— or  any  of  the  xa^af'/xaTouj  ofTseourings  of  politics  or  pus. 

Tickkr.  The  Times  people  published  a  passage  of  some  Life  of 
old  Cumberland,  some  time  since,  as  a  proof  that  Sir  W'alter  had 
long  entertained  the  opinions  which  have  l)een  thrust  into  his  mouth 
of  late.  Nothing  could  be  more  stupidly  fallacious  than  the  citation 
made  by  these   dull  dogs.      In   that  passage.  Sir  Walter  regretted 

•  Harly  in  18v!9,  Sir  Walter  Scott  felt  it  his  duty  to  separate  from  his  friends,  thft  ultr.i- 
Tories,  and  support  the  Duke  of  WellinRton's  experiment  of  endeavoring  to  pacify  Ireland 
by  granting  Catholic  Emancipation,  lie  wrote  several  articles  in  its  favor  in  the  Kilinlmrirli 
ll'rrlUy  .luurnal  ;  proposed  one  of  the  resolutions  at  the  principal  meeting  held  at  EdinburgU 
.n  .--upport  of  the  meature  ;  and.  of  course,  signed  the  petition  in  it.s  favor.  When  that  petition 
W.-I5  read  in  the  House  of  Commons,  Scott's  name  among  the,fub.scribers  was  received  with  so 
inu'jh  enthusiasm,  says  Lockhart,  '•  that  Sir  Robert  Peel  thought  fit  to  adilress  to  hini  a  special 
&nH  very  cordiil  letter  of  thanks  on  that  occasion."  Twenty  years  jjreviously  Scott  liacl  been 
oppuoed  to  Catholic  Kmajicipation. — M. 
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that  military  employment  ha<l  not  been  granted  to  the  Paddy  Pa- 
pists, at  the  time  Dicky  Cumberland,  an  old  crony  of  mine,  by  the 
way,  but  a  poor  body  after  all — wrote  his  very  fade,  though  genteel 
comedy  of  the  West  Indian.  When  Scott  wrote  that  sentence,  all 
thai  restriction  was  gone  by, — and  he  might,  without  disturbing 
any  dream  of  our  then  Protestant  ascendancy,  have  breathed  a  sigh 
over  the  waste  of  iri^h  energy  and  Irish  life,  in  the  service  of 
foreign  countries, — he  might  have  eulogized  the  bravery  of  the  Irish 
Po[tish  soldier  in  foreign  armies,  witliout  serving  or  thinking  of 
serving  tiie  cause  of  the  Irish  Popish  lawyer  in  the  Four  Courts  of 
Dul)lin. 

Oduherty.  Well  !  as  to  the  Irish  Brigade,  I've  my  own  theory. 
Yt>u'll  cite  m<',  if  you  phase,  (ine  things  here  and  there  abuut  them  ; 
but  on  tlie  v\  hole,  where  was  the  general  they  revered — where  even 
the  staff-ofiicer  ?  Such  a  set — but  I  check  myself — by-and-by  my 
bot)k  will  appear.  Col  burn  and  I  are  in  treaty  about  it.  We  split 
only  upon  £500,  so  the  bargain  is  near  being  comj)leted. 

North.  Revenons.  What  I  was  saying  amounts  to  this:  we  allow 
to  great  men  that  for  which  we  most  judiciously  whip  and  even  hang 
little  ones.  War  is  a  universal  murder,  in  which  the  proficient  is  a 
hero,  and  honored  by  a  statue,  opposite,  perhaps,  to  the  very  spot 
where  the  retail  practitioner  in  man-killing  is  hanged.  I  say  this  is 
right.  I  can,  if  I  f)jeased,  jzive  the  reasons,  but  there  is  no  need  now, 
— Kdrelii,  the  l)i«ttie  is  with  you — But,  whether  I  think  it  right  or 
not,  the  world  thinks  it  riglit — and  it  is  enough.  Compare,  tlurefore, 
by  these  ordinary  and  every  day  rules,  the  great  Duke  and  Mr. 
liobert  Peel  What  had  the  conqueror  of  Napoleon  to  gain  by  any 
political  stroke  for  the  good  or  l^ad  1  Morgan,  by-the-l)y,  you  can 
aiiswcfr  fr)r  me. 

Odfihe  >■  tif.  Ay,  ay ,  sir  — 

North.  You  and  I  were  together  when  the  first  of  these  celebrated 
N<ictes  began — no  one  else — 1  have  read  th(^  report  of  our  conversa- 
tion, and  inaccurate  as  these  reports  gcuirally  are,  tliey  yet  convey 
soinewh.'it  the  sub>tanee  of  what  we  say.  In  my  reported  talk  of 
that  night,  sir,  I  remarked  that  tht^  Dnke  of  Wellington  would  not 
obtain  any  additional  honor  \\>r  l)eing  the  author  of  the  very  best  of 
all  possible;  corn  bills.  J  daresay  I  s.iid  the  wor<ls,  at  all  events  I 
thought  th<;  thought,  and  now  stick  to  it. 

Odnhertij.  'I'he  phrase  I  remeniber  will.      Pass  tin- jug,  James. 

i^Jiij/herJ.    Let  me  fill  first,      'i'liis  is  ratluir  weak. 

Tickler.  A  fault  easily  mended  ;  put  another  half-jiint  tif  (ilenlivct 
into  the  jug. 

Shej>hiid.  Ila,  ha — Timotheus,  the  meal  wad  then  be  abuiu-  the 
tiiaiit.     It's  no  easy  to  mend  a  jug.     I  hae  mony   a  time  thoclit  it 
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took  as  mucklo  natural  genius  to  make  a  jiict  of  j>imch,  as  an  epic 
poem,  sic  as  Paradise  Lost,  or  even  Queen  llyndc  hersell. 

Odoherty.  More,  my  friend,  more.  I  think  an  ingenious  compari- 
Fon  between  these  works  of  intellect,  could  be  easily  made  by  a  man 
of  a  metaphysical  turn  of  mind. 

North.  A  more  interesting  consideration  would  be,  the  effect  pro- 
duced upon  the  national  character,  by  the  mere  circumstance  of  the 
modes  of  preparing  the  different  beverages  of  diff"erent  countries. 
Mneh  of  the  acknowledged  inferiority  of  the  inhabitants  of  wine 
Countries,  arises  from  the  circumstance  of  having  their  liquor  prepa- 
red to  their  hand.  There  is  no  stretch  of  imagination  in  pouring 
wine  ready  made  from  carafe,  or  barochio,  or  ffask,  into  a  glass — (he 
operation  is  merely  mechanical  ;  whereas,  among  us  punch  drinkers, 
the  necessity  of  a  nightly  manufacture  of  a  most  intricate  kind,  calls 
forth  habits  of  industry  and  forethought — induces  a  taste  for  chemi- 
cal experiment — improves  us  in  hygrometry,  and  many  other  sci- 
ences,— to  say  nothing  of  the  geojjraphicul  reflections  drawn  forth  by 
the  pressure  of  the  lemon,  or  the  (-olonial  questioiis,  which  press  upon 
every  meditative  mind  on  the  appearance  of  white  sugar. 

Tickler.  Conibund  the  Colonial  question,  for  this  evening  at  any 
rate.  We  are  to  have  M'Queen  here  one  of  these  nights,  and  if  any 
man  alive  can  enlighten  us  as  to  these  matters,  he  is  the  man.*  He 
appears  to  know  Africa  as  well  as  the  Trongate  of  Glasgow,  and 
would  be  as  much  at  home  on  the  banks  of  the  river  Joliba  as  on 
those  of  the  Molendinar. 

North.   When  I  was  at  Timbuctoo • 

Shepherd,   [aside.)  A  lang  yarn  is  beginning  the  noo 


Moses  Edrehi.  Sind  sie  geweson,  sare,  dans  I'Afrique  ? 

North.  Many  years  ;  1  was  Sultan  of  Bello  for  a  long  period, 
until  dethroned  by  an  act  of  the  grossest  injustice;  but  1  intend  to 
expose  the  traitorous  conspirators  to  the  indignation  of  an  outraged 
wt)rld. 

Tickler,   [aside  to  Shepherd.)  He's  raving. 

Shepherd,  (to  Tickler.)   Dementit. 

Odoherty,  [to  both.)  Mad  as  a  hatter.     Hand  me  a  segar. 

Moses  iJdrehi.  Yo  suis  of  Maroc. 

North,   (as- /rfe.)  Zounds  !   (to  Edrehi.)  I  never  chanced  to  pass  tha 
way — the  miperorand  I  were  not  on  good  terms, 

Moses  Ednhi.  Then,  sare,  you  was  good  luck  to  no  pass,  for  the 
em|»eror  wash  a  man  ver  disagreeable  ven  no  gut  humors.  Gott  keep 
ush  !      He  hat  lions  in  cage — and  him  gab  peoples  zu  de  lions— dey 

"  James   McQoepn,  who  wrote  very  long  articles  in   lilai-kwnud   in  defence  of  "  Thu  Went 
India  interest,"   and  againitt   all  anti-iilavery  moliunii,  wai>  Editor  of  tiie  tilaagout   Courier  hi 
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roarsh — oh,  mucho,  mucho  ! — and  eats  de  poor  peoples — God  keep 
ush  ! — a  ver  disagreeable  man  dat  emperor. 

Shepherd.  Nae  doot — it  canna  be  a  pleasant  thing  to  be  gobbled 
bv  a  lion.      Did  you  ever  s*,e  a  li(»n  cat  a  man,  sir? 

Moses  Edrchi.  Yes,  sare,  in  Maroc.  I  was  not  always  a  zeken,  a 
viejo,  a  what  you  call  old  fellow,  with  blancho  beard — butven  I  was 
twent  I  vent  for  vaik  to  a  m(Muitaif.nie  not  weit  from  Maroc  mit  two 
younjr  men — ve  j<'ked  and  lanjihed,  and  God  help  ush,  zwei  loweii 
cam  down  the  hill,  and  in  six  hall)-n)inute,  one  gobble  up  mein  ami- 
go  to  the  rt'chts,  and  deni  oder  gobble  mi  freend  to  de  links — left  1 
mean,  o  Dios — how  ver  disgreealile.  I  ran  avay.  I  say  mit  der 
Melek  David,  Ashri  haish  asher  lo  halak  bahetzath  ushaim,  ubederck 
hattaim  to  lihhamad.  S(-) — vous  mecomprenez — ich  stand  not  in  the 
way  of  dt-n  sinnersh  de  lionsh — but  riuish — vite — vite — oh  schr 
schnell  I  runnsh. 

Shepherd.  Uh,  sirs,  imagine  yoursell  daundering  out  to  Canaan, 
to  take  your  kail  wi'  our  frien'  James,  and  as  ye're  passing  the 
Links,  out  jun)ps  a  lion,  and  at  you! 

Odoherty.  The  Links — oh  !  James,  yon  are  no  polyglot. 

Tickler.  I  don't  wish  to  insinuate  that  I  should  like  to  be  eaten,  bv 
lion  or  shepherd,  but  I  confess  that  1  consider  that  the  new  drop 
would  be  a  worse  fate  than  either. 

North.   Quite  mistaken — the  drop's  a  trifle. 

Moses  Edrehi.  Ja  wohl,  Miloid. 

Shepiherd.  As  to  being  hangit,  why  that's  a  matter  that  happens  to 
mony  a  deacent  man,  and  it's  but  a  spur!  or  tvvay,  and  a  gaspin  gur- 
ble,  an'  ae  stour  heave,  and  a's  ower ;  yi;'re  dead  ere  a  body's  weel 
certified  that  the  lioard's  awa'  from  behind  you — and  the  nighfeap's 
a  great  blessing,  baith  to  you  and  the  company.  The  gillitecn,  again, 
I'm  tauld  it's  just  perfect!  v  ridiculous  how  soon  that  does  it's  turn. 
Up  ye  conie,  and  tway  chicls  rani  your  head  into  a  shotilc  in  a  door 
like,  and  your  hands  are  clasped  ahint  ye,  and  swee  gangs  the  door, 
anrj  yon  u[>st't  head  foremost,  and  in  l)elow  the  axi-,  and  haiigie  just 
taps  you  on  the  mck  to  see  that  it's  in  the  riclit  nick,  and  whirr, 
whirr,  whiir,  touch  the  spring,  and  d(»wn  comes  the  thundering edire, 
loaded  vvi'  at  least  a  hiindcr  weight  o'  lead — ynur  head's  alf  like  a 
sybo — Tuts,  that's  naeihiiig — oiiy  body  might  mak  up  their  mind  lo 
be  justified  on  the  gilliteen. 

Odohrrly.  The  old  Dutch  way — the  broadsword — is,  after  all,  the 
best;  liy  much  tin;  easiest  and  the  gcnteelest.  You  are  seati'd  in  a 
most  coMjfortalile  arm-chair  with  a  silk  handkerchii  f  over  your  eyes 
fliey  read  a  [)rayer  if  you  are  so  inclined — you  call  for  a  glass  of 
wine,  or  a  cup  (tf  coffee. — an  iced  cn^am — a  dram — any  ihinij  you 
plcjisc,  in  fact — and  your  desires  are  instantly   complied  with — you 


314  N0CTE8    AMUROSIAN^. 

out  the  cup  to  ihe  li|»,  and  just  iit  tliat  inomont  swap  conies  the 
\vhistliii<f  sal)ro. 

She/ihcrJ.   Preserve  us  !  keep  your  hand  to  yoursell,  Captain. 

Odohvrtij.  Swt't'p  he  comes — the  basket  is  ready — they  put  a  clean 
t<)\vel  <iver  it — ])aek  <jir  the  cold  meat  to  the  hospital — scrub  tiie 
scallbUl — take  it  to  pieces — all  within  five  minutes. 

Slicpheid.  That's  capital.  In  fact  a'  these  are  civilized  exits — l)ut 
.ih  !  man,  man,  to  think  o'  a  lion  on  the  Buiiil&field  Links — what 
would  your  gowfers  say  to  that,  Mr.  Tickler? 

Tickler.  A  rum  customer,  certainly. 

Shepherd.  Oh  !  the  een,  the  red,  (iery  fixit,  unwinkin'  een,  I  thin'K 
I  see  them — and  the  laigh,  deep,  dour  growl,  like  the  purring  o'  ten 
hundred  cats — and  the  muckle  white  sharp  teeth  girnin'  and  grnndin' 
— and  the  lang  rough  tongue,  and  the  \irnest  slaver  running  outour 
the  chaps  o'  the  brute — and  the  canld  shiver — minutes  mayiie — and 
than  the  loup  like  lightning,  and  your  backbane  broken  wi'  a  thud, 
like  a  rotten  rash — and  then  the  creature  begins  to  lick  your  face 
wi'  his  tongue,  ami  sniffle  and  snoit  owre  you,  and  now  a  snap  at 
your  nose,  and  than  a  rive  out  o'  your  breast,  and  than  a  crunch  at 
your  knee — and  you're  a'  the  time  quite  sensible,  particularly  sen- 
bible. 

Odoherty.  Give  him  a  dig  in  the  muzzle,  and  he'll  tip  you  the 
coup-de-(jrace. 

North.  What  a  vivid  imagination  the  Shepherd  has — well,  cow- 
ardice is  an  inspiring  principle. 

Tickler.  I'll  defy  Peel  to  look  more  woe-begone  when  the  Duke 
knits  his  brow,  and  begins  to  mump  with  his  grinders. 

Afoses  Edrehi.  r^ijlJa  sb^in 

North.  That's  enough.  The  Rabbi  says  we  must  worship  the  fox 
in  season  ;   liut  I  am  sure  the  Duke  is  any  thing  but  a  fox. 

Tickler.   Don't  know,  really. 

Moses  Edrehi.  l?2n  'n'b'2''  fii* 

North.  V  faith,  Jiabbi,  you're  coming  strong  on  us  with  your 
yvu^i-ui  to-night.  He  says,  choose  rather  to  be  the  tail  of  the  lions 
than  the  head  of  the  foxes.     Do  you  agree.  Tickler? 

Tickler.  1  care  nothing  about  politics  now.  The  Constitution  is 
undermined  ;  but  perhaps  the  old  walls  may  hang  together  long 
enough  to  shelter  what  remains  of  my  brief  allotted  span — I  daresay 
the  Tories  will  get  frightened  ere  another  Session,  and  muster  about 
the  Duke  again.     I  ^hall  be  surprised  at  nothing. 

Moses  Edrelii.  K^T)"! — Scuse  me,  sare,  dat  ist  von  sheep  goetb 
hinter  anoder  sheep. 

Tickler.   Yea,  even  though  tlie  wolf  be  at  the  gate. 

Odoherty.  The  Duke,  I  think,  might  yet  get  back  the  Tories  ;  but 
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one  pieliniinary  is  indispensable — he  must  play  the  devil — I  mean 
the  Husky,  with  Mr.  Peel. 

Moses  Edrehi.  Make  Heir  Peel  de — de — Azazel,  schkapenroat — 
vat  vtiu  call,  and  send  him  into  de  dibr — into  de  <;iand  desert. 
{^Fills  his  pipe,  and  sinokes  viyoiuvsly — stiokiiiff  his  heard.) 

Odoherty.  His  desert,  certainly.  Well,  1  think  1  '-hall  try  a  cherry- 
stalk  too.      Hanil  me  that  l)U>hel  of  pipes  in  tiie  corner,  Sht  jiherd. 

Shepherd.  Deil  a  Lit  sail  ye  smoke  till  ye  gie  us  a  sang  lirst. 
G>me,  Cajitain,  clear  your  ain  pipes. 

North.  Odoherty,  1  am  told  you  sometimes  improvise  no\v-a-days. 
Is  it  so?  Where  have  you  picked  it  up?  Can  you  actually  do  the 
trick  1 

Shepherd.  Improveeze?  Can  the  Captain  improveezel  What 
next  ? 

Odoherty.  Improvise  ?  To  be  sure  I  do.  Hang  it,  Lord  Byron 
was  never  more  mistaken  than  when  he  said  we  English 

Tickler.  We  En<.'li>h  ! — 1  like  that — three  Scotchmen,  a  Munstei 
bogtroiter,  and  a  Morocco  Jew. 

Odoherty.  Time,  my  honest  old  gaffer;  the  schoolmaster  has  not 
been  long  enough  abroad  yet  to  tie  our  tongues,  at  least  mine — to 
the  full  pernickiliiiess  of  prim  |)ropriety.  I  say  Byron  was  never 
more  mi>taken  than  when  he  denied  to  us  the  power  of  improvising. 

North.  His  lordship,  Sir  Morgan,  allowed,  1  think,  that  Mr.  Hook 
was  an  i  in  proviso  lore. 

Odohirty.  "  Ay,"  said  Theodore,  when  he  heard  it — (some  of  the 
shabby  rasciils  about  a  shabby  administration  were  persecuting  him 
at  ifie  lime,  out  of  '^pile  for  his  political  writings)  — "  however  that 
may  be,  I  am  a  damned  unlucky — Tory.''  lU'yond  (piestion,  Hook, 
one  of  the  best  and  pleasantest  companions,  the  very  king  of  table- 
wits,  does  shine  astonisliingly  in  this  feat — the  rhymes  appear  to 
tumble  into  their  places  by  magic.  You  knov\  his  rhymes  on  David 
Ximenes? 

Tickler.  No 

Odoherty.  "  H.-re  lielli  tlio  body  of  David  Ximenes— 

A  uuturulized  Juw." 

Moses  Edrehi,  [droppiny  his  pipe.)  Sare  ? 

Odoherty.   1  was  not  speaking  to  you,  my  old  flower  of  Aldgate, — ■ 

"  Here  lieth  the" 


i'll  be  hanged  if  th«t  unl)elievinL'  son  of  S.it.m  hasnotpnt  the  rhynio 
out  of  my  head.  N'importe.  Heie,  th(>n,  I  cill  Immpers,  bumpers 
— let  us  all  improvise.  |  biy  a  wagi-r  of  six  to  four  in  any  coin,  not 
exceeding  a  shilling,  that  not  one  of  you  breaks  down.  As  for  mo, 
I  can  jingle  like  a  butlcr-cart. 
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Shepherd.  And  what  wull  it  be  aboot  1 
Odokerty.  Arc  you  filled? 

North.  All  filled.  Now  don't  come  Twiss  over  us — let  it  be  a  real 
off-hand  — 

Odoherty.  Here,  then,  is  at  once  the  toast,  and  the   subject  of  our 

verse. 

"  May  due  contempt  await  on  Peel." 

{^Drinks — North,  Shepherd,  Ticklkr,  a)id  Edrf.iu,  follow  the 

example.     Shout  from  outside  proves  that  the  company  in 

other  parts   of  the  tavern   have  cauyht  the  sonorous  voice  oj 

Odoherty,  and  have  hastened  vociferously  to  honor  his  toast.) 

Odoherty.  Vox  populi  !     Yet   in    the    Iloust;   of  Conrimons   he  is 

still  cheered.     What  a  set  of  spoons! 

Tickler.  The  rising  talent  of  the  country  ! 

North.   \Vhat  my  right  hunorable  friend,  Mr.  Croker,  says,  is  un 
deniably  true.     That  upon  no  other  princi[ile  could  six  hundred  and 
fifty-eight  such  average  idiots  be  gathered    in  any  country  of  Chris- 
tendom. 

Shepherd.  But  Maister  Crocker  himsell's  no  an   idiot — but  ane  o* 
the  cleverest  falK)ws  in  the  land.     It's  pity  that  — 

Odoherty.  Come,  I  begin,  long  measure.     Follow  ye  all   as  Pho&. 
bus  inspires. 

A    BUCOLICAL. 

5B}cre  folloto.9  a  contention  tn  tonov  of  jfRt.  Hobcct  JJccl. 

Odoherty,  [chants.) 

Air — A  Pot  of  good  Ale. 

O  Tories,  dear  Tories,  who  still  are  as  true — 

lu  spite  of  defeat — and  as  trusty  as  steel, 
An  aptistate,  a  trimmer,  a  I'at  is  in  view, 

So,  after  him,  boys, — itnd  come  spit  upon  Peel. 

Now,  Mr.  North — the  chant  is  with  your  worship. 

North.  We  once  were  deceived — though  his  talent  wos  small, 

Wii^liy-wasliy  liis  mutter,  cimceited  bis  squeal, 
For  TtjryLood  loyal  we  pardon'd  it  all. 

But  tills  having  vunisli'd — good  day.  Me.  Peel. 

{Nods  to  Tickler.) 

Tickler.  I  don't  doubt  ye  will  s.iy  he  was  trnin'd  to  a  twist. 

That  a  spinning-bred  i^tatesman  was  used  to  a  wheel, 
But,  punning  apart,  did  tln-re  ever  exist 

So  barefaced  a  turncoat  as  Wcatbury's  Peel  ? 

[Nods  to  Shepherd.) 


A    BUCOLOGICAL. 
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Shepherd.      Comiu'  by  Prestonpans,  I  foregathered  wi'  Nanse  ; 

And  it's  "  Luckie,"  quo"  I,  "  sometliiug  stinks  in  your  creel." 
And  it's  "lioots,  sii-,"  quo'  she,  "  let  tlie  liaddios  abe, 
They're  gauu  up  to  the  Advocate*  aud  Mr.  Peel. 


Moses  Edrehi. 


{Nods  to  the  Rabdi.) 


I  nose  him  a  shoe,  but  his  tribe  ish  nut  good, 

The  scheutlemansh  shliniy  and  shlippy  as  huile, 

For  he  try  do  Shir  Masseli — dat  ish  if  him  couUl, 
But  ha  I  ha  !  vat  a  Tartar  to  turn  upon  Beel. 

Odoherty.      I  -was  by  in  the  Commons  wlien  Wetherell  rose. 

And  trampled  tliis  traitor  with  merciless  heel — 
Aud  btdieve  me  the  fiercest  of  felony's  foes 

Would  have  then  thought  it  pity  to  crow  over  Peei. 

North.  In  the  Lords,  quoth  the  Duke,  with  his  cast-iron  smile, 

Such  as  Saiiton  Barsisa  I'ceeived  from  the  tleil, 
"My  friend  has  been  sacrificed,"  pleasant  tlie  while, 
Was  the  simper  that  welcomed  this  mention  of  Psel. 

Tickler.  Both  in  Lords  and  in  Commons  the  gentleman's  done. 

To  his  Master  the  lost  one  may  ti'uckle  ami  kneel, 
But  from  tho-e  whom  he  cheated  liis  hopes  they  are  nouft— 
Many  slaves  hath  the  Duke — the  most  abject  is  Pekl. 

Sheplierd.      Now  the  men  of  this  lanrl,  at  the  word  o'  command 

Maun  content  them,  like  sogers,  to  think  aud  to  feel; 
Ami  we  dinna  forget  that  a'  this  is  a  debt 

Which  we  owe  to  the  upright  iuilexible  Pekl. 

Moses  Edrehi. 

He  knows  what  him  means — if  him  gets  a  fair  price  ; 

Tlie  (jonab  are  sure,  sare.  as  i/mnx  not  /<i(W.|- 
Voulil  to  synagogue  go  and  be  ther'e  shircumi-ise, 
Haifa-quarter  ])er  shent  would  conv'.rt  Mil    I'eel. 

Odohertij.     On  what  rests  his  trlory  ?     Thus  answers  The  Olobe, 
"()1(1  hiwrt  an<l  old  wri's  ln^'s  the  boy  to  repeal; 
We  can  gel  ti[)sy  ati  hour  with  a  gipsy. 

Without  fear  of  the  hemp,  such  a  Solou  is  Picel." 

North.  Mv  most  excellent  friend,  Mr.  Potter  Mieqiieeii, 

Who  made  Lord  Jolmny  Russell  for  Betlf  ird  t*   reel — 
Drew  a  ]ilan  f 'r  the  Swan,  fine  as  ever  was  seen 
But  he  had  not  consulted  his  h<jst,  Ma.  I'EKr. 

{Stick  to  this,  Timothy.) 

Ticklrr.  No  eooner  the  matter  was  mentiotji  d  to  Itob, 

"  Here  III  find,"  erics  ihe  ead.  "sonic  dear  kinsman  a  mwil 
By  the  oath  of  mini-  oHi'-i-  I'll  make  a  neat  job;" 

And  lie  k*'pt  his  word  'hat  time,  for  Tommy's  a  PeKU 


Sir  William  Rea.  —  .M      f  Ai  day  i»  nol  nighl.-C.  N. 
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Shepherd.      I'm  taiiUl  Sir  John  Cii|>K'y,  wha  non  is  a  judge,* 

Tliougli  he  ne'er  was  ft  hiwyer,  hung  back  wi'  his  eeal. 
Till  the  I'luiiiisinf,'  Youtii  g'H-l\  his  elhow  a  miilfre — \ 
For  '•  bluids  thicker  nor  water,"  is  a  maxim  wi'  I'keu 

Moacs  Edrehi. 

Said  Roschild,  (the  Premier  Baron  Jiiif,) 

Of  tills  world's  shabby  doingsh  I've  vitnesht  a  deal, 

But  it  givesh  to  my  boshom  exsheediiig  relief, 

Tliat  ash  yet  I've  encountered  bot  von  Mkshtee  Eeel4 

Odohert!/.   Satis.      Ohe,  jam  satis. 

Tickler.  And  pretty  follows  we  are,  to  have  been  tricked  in  thi.i 
style  by  sneh  brains  as  these.  1  confess  it  aj/firavates  my  distress 
for  the  downfall  of  the  Constitution,  that  it  should  have  jfone  to  pot 
so  much  a  la   Varna.     We  too  have  had  our  Jussutf  Pacha. 

North.  Turks  and  Tories  !  Well  there  fire  some  points  of  re- 
semblance, I  must  confess.  But  our  Czar  is  already  within  our 
Stamboul,  and  that  is  more  than  is  like  to  be  the  case  witli  the 
^Muscovite  for  another  season  or  so.  I  venture  to  hint.  The  Turks 
are  bad  enough,  I  admit,  but  not  quite  so  incorrigible  in  their  sim- 
plicity as  our  lliiiti  Churchmen. 

Oduherty.   Phillipotto,  for  instance, — 

"  In  his  living  of  Stanhope,  as  gay  as  you  please."] 

Shepherd.  There  is  an  auld  Scotch  rhyme,  Rabbi,  that  say.s  — 

"  Tlie  Devil  and  the  Dean  begin  with  ue  letter, 

Wlien  the  Deil  gt  ts  the  Deau,  the  Kirk  will  be  the  better." 

Odohert]/.  No  idiots  are  like  the  Tories,  depend  upon  it.  Only 
^Kik  at  Siinkomalee§  and  King's  College  !  Activity,  union,  craft, 
indomitable  perseverance  on  the  one  side — indolence,  indecision,  in- 
ternal distrust  and  jealousies,  calf-like  simplicity,  and  cowardice 
intolerable  on  the  other,  to  say  nothing  of  jol)i)iug  without  end.  'Tis 
enough  to  make  a  horse  sick  to  compare  Brougham,  Horner,  and 
these  indefatigable  Professors — all  at  one,  all  alive,  all  moving,  and 
already  succeding  in  every  thing — with  Blomfield  b. diving  C()f)ple- 
slone,  Copfdestone  fawningly  undermining  Blomfield,  little  Cole- 
ridge spinning  letters — Quintin  Dick — Proh  .Jupiter! — the  hi^'glings 
about  Somerset  House — the  sycophantish  intrigues  with  the  Slinko- 

•  Now  Lord  LyndhnrEt. — M. 

t  'riioma*  I'eel  had  lately  received  that  large  grant  of  land  in  Australia,  where  he  founded 
the  Swan  River  Seltlcment. — M. 

X  Thill  chant,  which  embodied  the  Tory  feelings  as  respects  Peel  in  1809,  was  written  by 
Macinn. — M. 

II  Dr.  rhillpotts,  Rector  of  Stanhope,  was  one  of  the  clergymen  who  raited,  in  lf"Ji),  on  the 
Catholic  Q,ue«tion.  The  following  year  he  wa.s  made  lijahop  of  Kxeler.  Cause  and  ellect  t 
-M. 

5  Theodore  Hook's  nickname  for  London  Unive'sily.  -M. 
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malee  folks  themselves — the  unfilled  purse — the  drooping  hope — 
the  befrgarly  nonsense  about  degrees,  and  gowns,  and  hours  for 
chapel  !  Oh,  Rablu,  Kabbi,  whether  sliall  the  Sadducees  or  ihe 
J'harisees  have  our  heartiest  curse  ! 

Rabin.  Sichern  marries  de  vife,  and  Mifga3us  is  shircumshized. 

Shepherd.  The  Family  Library,  puttin'  out  at  John  Murray's,  is 
hooevtT  ae  Tory  sptculation  that  lucks  weel.  1  think  they'll  hae 
the  heels  of  the  Leeberals  there. 

Odoherty.  Yes,  if  they  go  on  as  they've  begun  ;  but  that's  a  ques- 
tion, if  old  Constable  had  lived,  his  Misoellany  would  have  done 
6[)K'ndidly — for  now  he's  gone,  Archie  was  certainly  a  very  extraor- 
dinary man.  ile  had  pluck  enougli  for  any  thing  in  his  trade — his 
hand  was  open,  his  eye  was  keen — and  he  evidently  had  seen 
through  the  shallowness  of  most  of  his  old  associates,  and  was  re- 
solved to  put  at  least  a  strong  leaven  of  Tory  talent  into  their 
^\'hig  dough.  But  he  went  the  way  of  all  flcNh,  and  little  has  been 
done  since,  that  I  think  he  would  have  patronized. 

Tickler.  Except  John  Loekhart's  Biography  of  Burns,  and  little 
Chambers's  histories  of  the  Rebellions,  no  original  works  of  much 
note  have  been  published  in  the  Miscellany — unless  \i-'Y\  lately  — 
for  I  confess  I  have  not  seen  the  concern  these  six  months  or  so. 

North.  \\  hy,  there  are  other  things  decent  enough  ;  but,  on  the 
whole,  'tis  not  a  very  thriving  affair — it  wants  a  head — and  I  believe 
the  circulation  is  no  great  matter. 

Odoherty.  Considerable,  1  am  told  ;  but  nothing  to  the  Useful 
Knowledge  concern. 

Tkkler.  Brougham's  Committee  have  been  so  lucky  as  to  put 
forth  a  few  admirable  tracts — most  aiJmirable  ones — Charles  Belfs, 
for  example.  But  of  all  the  inferiuil,  pompous,  lUimeaning,  iniintel- 
ligible  tra^'h  that  ever  mortal  eyelid  darkened  over,  commend  me  to 
the,  histories  and  l)i<>j>rapliies  of  the  Library  of  I'.sel'ul  Knowledge. 
Where  Brougham  has  pieked  up  such  a  s(juad  of  boobies,  hea\eii 
only  can  tell.  I  think  you  said,  last  time  we  met,  that  the  Library 
of  Lntertaining  KiKMvledge  picunised  belter. 

North.  Yes;  but  even  there  the  second  nuniber  is  a  sad  filling,'  olf 
from  thefn.st;  and  the  fir>t,  after  all,  was  more  attractive  (or  the. 
woodcuts  than  the  writing.  But  Charles  Knight's  an  able  and 
Worthy  fellow,  ami  I  hope  he'll  bestir  himself  and  prospi^'. 

Odoherty.  You  'i'ories  seem  to  iru'  to  be  giving  up  hope  about 
every  thing.  That's  horrid  stuff  Christo[pher.  You  ought  nut  to 
wi-h  success  to  thi'-e  folks.  Kor  dis^nise  their  jilans  as  they  may, 
Clin  there  be  any  floubt  uhat  llii-  real  nil  imate  <)l'j' el  ot  r.M'.iHli.nn'.s 
School iiKistern  are?  And  can  \ou,  even  now,  neglect  any  opjjortu 
nity  of  at  least  putting  a  rcmora  in  their  way  ? 

Moses  Edrchi.  Senor  Nt»rth,  kenn'st  du   de  saying  of  Ben  Syrai 
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North.  Yea,  truly  ;  and  a  wise  one  that  is — "  lie  that  gives  honor 
to  his  enemy  is  like  to  an  ass."     What  say  you  to  that,  James? 

Shephtrd.  Ditto — ditto — ditto.  Claw  me  and  I'll  claw  theo 
\\  hin  will  I  he  tinklers  speak  a  gude  word  o'  ony  o'  our  folk  ? 

North,  Why,  that  sort  of  thing  appears  to  be  much  on  the  decline 
)u.>t  at  present.  I  see  almost  all  the  Whig  papers  puffing  Murray's 
concern  very  potently. 

Odoherty.  Nothing  like  liberality.  I  wonder  what  Croker  now 
thinks  of  the  style  Bonaparte  is  talked  of  in  the  Family  Library. 
Heavens !  if  he  has  not  clean  forgotten  his  papers  in  the  Quarterly 
some  five  or  six  years  back,  what  must  be  liis  wrath  in  seeing  such 
productions  coming  out  of  Albemarle-street ! 

Tickler.  I  expect  to  find  Johnson's  Toryism,  and  so  forth,  treated 
as  contemptible  weaknesses  in  the  Secretary's  own  edition  of  Bos- 
well.      Nothing  like  the  march  of  intellect — it  is  taking  all  in. 

North.  As  to  Bonaparte — whether  Croker  himself  wrote  this  Life 
of  him  or  no,  1  can't  say  ;  but  my  opinion  is,  that  if  it  were  so, 
there  would  be  nothing  to  wonder  at.  When  he  used  to  vituperate 
Napoleon,  remember  he  was  potent  for  evil.  Yes,  even  at  St. 
Helena  his  name  and  words  were  playing  the  devil  continually  all 
over  Europe,  lie  was  then  an  enemy,  and  to  have  honored  him 
would,  as  the  son  of  Sirach  has  laid  down,  have  been  the  part  of  an 
idiot.  But  now,  God  pity  us,  he  sleeps  soinid  beneath  a  thousand 
weight  of  granite,  and  shame  on  the  mortal  who  dares  deny  that  he 
was  the  greatest  man  of  the  last  thousand  yars. 

Shepherd.  Greater  than  Shakspeare?  or  Newton,  or 

North.  1  mean  the  greatest  Warrior  and  the  greatest  Prince — and 
whatever  Dr.  Clianning  may  think,  it  is  my  opinion  that  these  are 
characters  not  to  be  maintained  on  a  slender  slock  of  brain.  That 
worthy  scribe  says,  Bonaparte  has  added  "  no  new  thought  to  the 
old  store  of  human  intellect."  It  nmst  be  admitted,  that  he  neither 
printed  reviews  nor  preached  sermons — but  still  I  have  a  sort  of 
notion  that  Bonaparte  was  a  more  powerful-minded  Unitarian  than 
Dr.  Channing.  in  fact,  laying  his  battles  and  victories,  and  even 
his  laws  and  diplomacy  out  of  view,  I  am  willing  to  stake  his  mere 
table-talk  at  St.  Helena  against  all  the  existing  written  wisdom  of 
the  united  States. 

Odoherty.  You  may  safely  do  so.  North.  Just  turn  to  that  one 
page,  in  which  Bonaparte  demolishes  Spurzheim.  Those  three  or 
four  sentences  are  worth  all  that  has  yet  been  written  on  the  sub- 
ject.     Let  Mr.  Combe  answer  them,  if  he  can. 

North.  There  are  some  things  in  Murray's  little  book  which  puzzle 
me.  It  is  said  that  the  expedition  that  went  from  Cork  to  Portugal 
in  1808,  under  Lord  Wellington,  had  been  originally  meant  for  au 
attack  on  Mexico.     Can  this  be  so? 
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Tickler.  If  it  be,  the  secret  has  been  well  kept. 

Odoheriy.  Ntnie  of  us  had  the  least  notion  where  we  were  bound 
for.  1  myself,  Ralibi,  thought  of  the  coast  of  Baibaiy — others  said 
Sicily.  We  were  ail  quite  confounded  when  the  news  from  Spain 
arrived,  and  after  that  there  were  few  doubts  amongst  us. 

Mo.yes  Edrehi.  kh  bin   den  in  Algezira.     Ko  gazettes  dere,  sare. 

Tickler.  Hand  me  that  little  volume,  Odolieity.  What  a  clever 
fellow  George  Cruickshank  is.  They  said  he  was  a  mere  caricatu- 
rist. Sir,  he  is  a  painter,  a  great  painter.  Look  at  some  of  these 
things.  What  tire,  what  life,  in  this  of  the  bridge  of  Areola!  or 
here  in  the  Battle  of  the  Pyramids  !  Wliat  utter  dismay  and  terror 
in  this  flight  from  Waterloo!  Look  at  Bony  here  sledging  it  away 
from  tlie  Muscovites — Oh,  what  a  dreary  waste! — or  at  these  Cos- 
sacks charging  over  the  snt)W.  I  protest  I  thought  wood-eulting  had 
died  with  Bewick ;  but  these  things  are  even  lar  beyond  his  mark. 

Shepherd.  To  me  the  tomb  (tf  Napoleon  is  the  maist  touching  o' 
them  ail.  Oh,  thae  willows!  and  the  bare  hillside  beyond,  aad  the 
solitary  eagle  ! 

North.  Murray  does  things  in  style,  certainly.  But  1  should  think 
he  was  overdoing  in  the  decorations.  What  sale  can  cover  such  ex- 
penses as  these?  Sixteen  engravings — half-a-dozen  on  steel — in  two 
little  volumes,  selling  for  ten  shillings.     Jt  can't  do. 

Odohaty.  It's  very  well  for  a  splash  at  starting.*  But  I  must 
say,  a  few  good  portraits  would  have  been  quite  sufllcient.  The 
heads  of  the  Emperor  and  his  son  are  capital.  Those  of  Josephine 
and  Maria  Louisa  1  think  very  poor  and  still'. 

North.  That's  probalily  the  fault  of  the  confounded  French  lim- 
ners. Even  they  could  not  degrade  the  dis  ine  outline  of  Napoleon's 
features.  But  any  ordinary  head  must  sufler  in  such  hands;  and  yet 
I'm  told  they  turned  up  liieir   uyly  snouts  at  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence. 

Odoherty.  The  liomans  had  more  sense — they  all  Init  worshipped 
both  Lawrence  and  WilUie.  At  the  present  time,  no  one  can  either 
write  a  book  or  [)aint  a  picture  worlh  three  halfpence  but  in  this 
country.     Tlit^  fac:t  is  \nidenialjle.f 

Tickler.   And  how  many  can  either  write  or  paint  well  here? 

North,  'ihe  presmt  company  excepted,  of  co\nse — 1  consider  there 
are  about  liv.-,  or  six  good  hands  going  in  either  line — not   more. 

Tickler.  So  many  1 

North.  Let  me  see,  painters — Wilkic,  one;  Lawreiiee,  twd;  Tur- 
ner, three;  Calcolt,  four;  (J.Mislable,  live;  Willie.  Allan,  six.  Come, 
there's  more  than  1  thought—  I'rout,  seven  ;   Leslie,  eight  ;  Stewart 

•  h  wan  little  more  than  ''  a  rlanh  nl  utartinR."  A  very  Uvr  Rond  book»  worn  publinlicJ  in 
Murray  »  /•rt/n.'v  l.ihranj.  The  I,. 1«  of  \tt|.ole.,n,  (by  l.."-knurl,  I  have  r Iwiiy.  under-lood, 
WM  full  of  iniere.l,  more  im|.artially  written  than  might  have  hern  oxp.cleil.  and  bciidp, 
koine  portrait*  on  i>te«l,  hwl  neveral  wooJcuU  after  Ueorge  Cruik«haok"i  ile«iKn«.— M. 

t  An  J  the  awfrtion  -ery  iiiojot !— .\1. 

\  in..  III.— 22 
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Nowtoii,  nine;  Thompson  of  DudJingstoii,  ten;  Landseer,  eleven, 
and,  to  niaUo  up  a  dozen,  we  may  slump  Pickersgill,  and  Elty,  and 
Jackson,  and  Phillips,  and  Mulrcady.* 

2'ickicr.   (jrc't  k  Williams,  1  suggest,  ought  not  to  be  left  out. 

Kortk.  Peceavi  !  Place  hini  about  the  middle  (jf  the  list,  and 
tlitn  the  dozen  will  be  a  baker's  one. 

Odvherty.  Then,  as  to  sculptors. 

Korlh.  Why,  Chantrey  and  Westmacott  are  the  only  persons 
Worth  much  \ — and  they  appear  to  me  to  be  equals,  notwithstanding 
all  that  Allan  Cunningham  may  lay  down  thereanent. 

Od'ihcrty.  VVestmacott's  Waterloo  vase  is  the  greatest  work  of 
art  ever  yet  produced  in  England.  It  will  be  the  noblest  ornament  of 
the  noblest  palace  in  the  world,  Windsctr  Castle,  and  1  hope  the  King 
thinks  so. 

Tickler.  The  King  thinks — poor  gentleman,  I  am  happy  to  learn 
that  he  is  permitted  to  have  an  opinion  even  upon  a  pols.herd  or  a 
pipkin. 

Odoherty.  lie  is  indeed,  as  Lord  Kenyon  says,  a  most  oppressed 
man. 

I^^orth.  If  we  may  indulge  in  the  belief,  and  I  do  not  see  anything 
wrong  in  the  thought,  that  departed  spirits  are  permitted  to  look 
upon  the  affairs  of  the  world  which  they  have  left,  with  an  interest 
in  some  degree  analogous  to  that  which  they  felt  when  in  the  fle^h, 
how  sorrowing  must  now  be  the  spirit  of  King  Geoige  111.,  of  him, 
who  declared  that  he  would  sooner  lay  his  head  upon  the  block  than 
consent  to  the  fatal  measure  which  has  now  been  forced  upon  his 
reluctant  and  deceived  son, 

iShepherd.  Wasna  that  sayin'  denied  to  be  the  auld  King's? 

Tickler.  Yes,  by  old  Lord  Grenville,  who  has  lost  all  his  faculties, 
as  appears  by  his  last  pamphlet. 

iShepherd.  Ay,  but  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  too  — 

Tickler.  Who  never  had  any  faculties  to  lose.  Who  would  value 
the  testimony  of  such  a  wise.icre,  even  though  we  throw  in  as  a 
makeweight  the  carcass  of  The  Buckinghamshire  Dragoon  '\\ 

Odoherty.  1  should  be  the  last  person  for  intermeddling  in  a  family 
dispute,  but  I  must  say,  that  the  Duke  of  Buckingham's  letter  from 
liome  to  the  A\  lesbury  peojde  was  m(»st  disgusting.  'J  here  was 
one  man  in  England  whom  he  dared  to  insult  with  impunity,  and 
that  was  his  son  ;  he  therefitre  did  what  no  other  man  ever  ventured 
to  do — abused  the  Marquis  of  Chandos.|| 

*  Of  IniB  dozen  of  artitts.  on  the  roll-call  of  celebrity  in  18'29,  only  Leslie,  Iiandseer,  Pick 
ersifiill,  ami  Mulready  are  alive  in  Ir'Vl. — M. 

t   .Sir  Francis  Cliantrey  died  In  ll^ll.     ."-ir  Richard  Westmacott  survives,  in  1b54.— M. 

}   Lord  >iugent, — who  obtained  the  Kahriijiiil  from 'Canning. — I\l. 

II  Now  Uuice  of  Buckingham,  who  has  contrived  to  exhaust  a  princely  fortune,  and  have  evou 
the  heirlooms  of  his  family  sold  by  jjublic  auciiou; — M. 
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Tickler.  By  all  accounts  one  of  the  finest  and  most  spirited  young 
fellows  in  England,  and  one  whose  conduct  in  this  business  has  been 
highly  hdnorable.  But  why  do  we  waste  our  time  about  the  Duke 
of  Buckingham,  or  his  opinions?  George  III.,  you  were  saying,  is 
the  last  Piolestant  King  of  England. 

North.  No,  Mr.  Tickler,  I  said  no  such  thing :  I  said  that  our 
Kiig  G(  oige  IV.,  as  true  a  Protestant  as  his  father,  has  been  eheated 
and  bullied  into  a  measure  which  he  haled,  hales,  and  will  continue 
to  hate* 

Odoherly.  I  wish  you  had  seen  how  he  took  Wetherell,  with  both 
his  arms,  at  the  levee.  1  was  close  behind  him,  thanks  to  our  friend, 
the  Thane. 

Shepherd.  What  for,  then,  did  he  gie  his  consent?  Could  he  no 
have  faulded  his  hands  ahint  his  back] 

Nurlh.  In  his  circumstances,  he  could  scarcely  have  acted  <jther- 
wise  than  he  did.  lie  was  told  that  he  was  giving  his  consent  to  a 
measure,  which,  if  delayed  another  ycar^  would  have  been  carried 
without  his  consent,  and  carried  with  all  the  horrors  and  bloodshed 
of  a  civil  war. 

iKkler.  Ci  \  i  I  w  a  r  ?     \V  he  re  1 

North.  In  Ireland. 

Tickler.  Pish! 

Odoherty.  Stulf! 

North.  Aye,  gentlemen,  pi.-h  !  and  stuff!  arc  very  fine  arguments 
with  us  when  over  our  toddy,  (by-the  by,  the  old  liabbi  is  a>leep,) 
but  they  would  not  sound  well  at  the  council-!)oard  of  a  great  nation, 
'i  he  Kin"  was  told  of  various  armies  being  in  the  field  in  Ireland — 
of  s\h<ile  districts  rising  en  masse  — 

Odoherty.    And  after   mass. 

North.  Let  me  go  on,  sir,  I  request.  Tie  was  told  that  the 
As>ociati(jn  wielded  the  force,  moral  and  jihysical,  of  their  country 
— he  heard  (jf  crusades  against  tiie  Protestants  of  Lilster,  and  threats 
of  massacre  of  the  Protestants  in  all  other  (juaitt  rs  of  the  island 
-he  saw  that  his  Lord  Lieutenants,  and  his  law-ofileers,  did  not 
try  to  repress  ihcsc  tilings;  and  he  was  lold  that  th(  ir  inactivity 
arose  from  their  jicrfect  kn<;wle<lgf  lli.il  lluir  inlerfereiiet!  would  lie 
iiscIcHs.  Such  was  the  picture  of  li eland,  presented  to  him  on  the 
tirst  authority. 

Tickler.   Hut  England  — 

North.  I  was  coming  to  it.  The  feeling  of  England  is,  I  know, 
liuiily  Protestant,  but  we  must  all    lake   the   coloring   of  our    idias 

•  Uorth  wan  nrrflrt  in  thin  xlntrmr-nt.  OporRfi  IV.  mniil  r«lu<-(iintly  yioMpillii"  corKcnl  *.o 
K\.r  inin.iliiclii.n  ol  Uip  tJal»ii.li>-  He  \f\,  Hill  in  l-'21l.  Not  ii.  ti  Wt-lliiitli.n  ami  IVcl  Iib<J  ro- 
«i(;n):d  ollii:e  t«lli"i({  him  that,  if  a  civil  waf  pnnu^'d  in  Irnlanil,  tlio  rcciionnbilily  mouIJ  altncli 
'.o  him  and  not  to  Ikriii.  did  lin  aiilmiit  to  wliat  Iip  coindrritd  a  fatal  ni'i-iiimty.  ilorato  Tw)»i"l 
Life  of  Lord  Kldon  llirowi  much  light  on   tUo  event*  of  thit  criau. — iA. 
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fioiii  till-  ciiL'ks  with  wliirli  we  mix.  lli'ie,  then,  he  saw  the  seven 
null  who  were  selected  iiv  liiinseif"  as  ihe  very  heads  of  the  Pro- 
testant pHity,  fiiiiily  united  in  ileehiring,  that  the  time  for  jias.sinjj 
this  atioeioiis  mea>iire  liad  come — he  ^avv  that  ail  his  own  donieslic 
court  were  of  the  same  opinion — the  House  of  Commons — faithful 
representatives  of  the  people!  were  favorable  by  an  immense 
majority — the  House  of  Lords  went  the  same  way — the  Sumners, 
C'opplestones,  llyders,  Knoxes,  Parkers,  and  other  disgraces  of  the 
church,  openly  supported  the  Popish  claims — many  others,  Blom- 
tieid.*  for  example,  doing  the  same  indin-ctly.  Is  it  quite  fiiir  to 
exjtect,  tint  the  King  was  to  oppose  all  this  weight  alone  ^  Sir,  you 
are  hard  upon  a  man  at  his  years,  fast  approaching  the  term  alloU 
ted  by  the  I'salmist  for  luinian  life. 

Tickler.  North — North — I  shall  not  say  a  word  against  the  King 
— what  I  feel  shall  die  here,  in  this  heart,  but  it  is  evident  that  you 
are  ratting — yes,  you,  Christoither. 

North.  Nay,  do  not  bend  those  swarthy  brows  on  me.  I  protest 
to  heaven  you  are  as  bad  as  the  Quarterly. 

S/iepherd.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  Mr,  North  a  i(;ttun  ! !  !  \Vh(/d  believe 
that  1 

JSfurth.  Shepherd,  though  I  am  happy  to  see  you  at  my  table,  I 
shall  never  think  of  regulating  my  politics  by  the  standard  of  Mount 
Ben<:er.      No,  Tickler,  1  am  not  a  rat. 

Oduherty.  It  must  be  confessed  that  you  are  somewhat  like, 
Christopher.  Here — you  have  already  to-night  defended  the  Duke 
of  Wellington's  conduct,  and  are  now  most  uproarious  in  pane- 
gyrizing the  King,  for  consenting  to  a  measure  which  you  say  that 
both  }ou  and  he  disapproved. 

North.  Morgan,  1  bear  with  many  things  from  you.  I  say  again  and 
again,  that  I  was  all  along  against  the  measure,  that  I  would  have 
voted  again.-t  it,  and  spoken  against  it,  as  vehemently  as  1  wrote 
against  it,  and  as  I  shall  continue  to  write  against  it.  1  was  only  ac- 
counting for  the  conduct  of  persons,  one  of  whom  I  idolized,  and  for 
the  oiher  of  whom  1  feel  the  true  constitutional  affection  and  respect. 
I  own  that  I  cannot  divine  the  niotives  which  induced  the  Duke  to 
change. 

Odoherty.  As  for  the  rubbish  about  Irish  insurrections — that's  all 
my  eye.  Jack  Lawless's  march  upon  Ball \  bog,  where  my  friend 
Sam  Gray,  with  forty  honest  ielh)ws,  made  him  run  for  his  life  at 
the  head  of  his  ragamuffins — a  cabin  burnt  in  Tipperary — a  proctor 
shot  in  Killballyuiurrahoomore — tell  these  stories  to  the  maiines. 
Zounds,  man,  that's  the  every-day  pastime  of  Ireland, —  I'd  not  kii<jw 
the  country  if  it  was  not  going  on — it  w<  uld  look  quite  cold  and 
comfortless. 

Tickler.  And  the  Association  !     A  file  of  grenadiers  would   have 
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dispersed  that  beggarly  knot — a  line  of  an  act  of  parliament  would 
have  extinguished  them.  Do  not  tell  me,  who  remember  the  sup. 
pression  of  the  Corresponding  Socii'tifs,  and  other  Jacobin  Cluiis 
consisting  as  they  did  of  men  of  high  aspirations  and  great  talents 
backed  Ijy  the  living  and  tremendous  force  of  the  whole  Jacobin 
power,  the  victorious  Jacobin  power,  of  Europe.  And  they  were 
put  down  in  the  middle  of  the  most  dcs[»erate  struggle.  Old  England 
ever  was  engaged  in.  And  do  you  tell  me  about  these  beggarlv 
Irish  loons — headed  by  boobies — backed  by  boors  with  no  intellect 
at  all — nothing  but  a  few  noisy  tropes — and  no  rank  or  wealth  but 
what  had  been  frightened  among  them — do  you  tell  me  that  these 
fellows — whose  Foxes  and  Greys  were  but  the  O'Connells  and  the 
Shells — whose  Mackintoshes  and  Geralds  were  but  the  Lawlesses 
and  the  O'Gorman  Mahons — whose  foreign  strevr/th!  was  not  tri- 
umphant France,  and  trembling  monarchy  all  over  the  world,  but 
some  handfuls  of  beaten,  trampled,  crouching,  slavi>h  carbonari  ? 
Do  you  tell  me  of  this,  sir?  No,  sir;  at  all  events,  the  Man  of 
Waterloo  could  not  have  believed  this. 

North.  Probably  not — I  have  admitted  that  his  conduct  is  a 
mystery  to  me  up  ttj  this  hour.  But  if  1  were  to  make  a  guess,  I  con- 
fess 1  should  rather  incline  to  the  theory  of  those,  who  are  not  few 
nor  unweighty  neither,  though  they  don't  put  out  their  views  in  the 
newspa[iers, — who  believe  that  Prince  Lievin  could  give  a  more 
pati>factory  solution  of  this  knot  than  any  other  man  now  in  Kult- 
land,  the  Duke  alone  excepted.  For  really,  except  the  Duke,  and 
proliably  Sir  George  Murray,  I  don't  suppose  the  members  of  the 
rat-cabinet  ever  knew  why  they  were  ratting — I  mean  the  otiisa 
causans.  They  ratted — I  mean  l*eel,  lialhurst,  and  so  forth — merely 
to  keep  their  jilaces — I  suppose  that  you  will  excuse  any  details  as 
to  the  Chancellor's  ea><e. 

Odoherty.  My  friends  in  the  Standard  suggest  that  the  Duke  has 
the  design  of  making  himself  Dictator,  and  that  this  measure  was 
carried  with  that  vit;\v.* 

Norlk.  1  think  he  would  have  had  a  better  chance  of  obtaining 
snch  an  end  by  putting  himself  at  the  head  of  the  Protestant 
int«'rcst. 

Tickler.  No — the  Prote>^tants  were  Tory,  and  therefore  Io\al — 
no  ir)o|>  fur  a  Cromwell.  I  have  seen  a  little  pamphlet  addressed 
to  ihe  King,  in  which  a  very  plausible  case  was  nnule  out. 

•  Thr  Torjr  pspfrn  aflVcted  to  believe  thai  llie  Duke  of  Wellincton  reaUy  lin-J  niich  inlen- 
tioim.  On>f  of  lh''in  (ilia  .iMuminjf  .Inurnat.)  which  i>:iid  th.it  hn  wiu  |;">nK  '"  ■'■'■rry  hin  xun, 
tlie  .M.ir<{iiiii  <,f  llciiirn— the  ytrtrni  I)iikr — to  the  I'riiiri'iui  Virtori.1.  wh')  w:ih  ihfn  unly/rM 
yearn  '>l<l.  w.ik  proo'Ciiled  for  libel  and  ronvirted.  Willi  fine  and  iin|>riK<iniii<-nt  Inr  .Mr.  j\\f%i\n- 
diT.  the  editor.  One  ne«-d  i<il  po  for  lur  a  remiipn  why  l'iiiian''ii>iitiiiii  wiik  conredrj  ;  if  i(!li.i>r,J 
any  |iinc*r.  eispec  ally  after  O't'onnell  had  h'en  elrrli'.l  hir  t'lare,  Ihii  rh.inoe  wait  that  iruland 
wntild  have  rix-n  in  npen  rehellinn.  The  |)uk<t  avowed  that  ho  had  «aen  »o  much  of  war  a*  tu 
nuke  him  averse  t<'  thb  horrura  o'domeatio  conflicts.— .M. 
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Shepherd.   Is  there  no  an  aiild  proplncy  aboot  it? 
Is'orth.  Yes,  on  the  tomb  of  Arthur  at  Tintagel — 

"  IIlC    JACKT    AkTHURUS,    REX    QUONDAM    REXQUE    FUTUFU8  ;" 

but  we  are  not  come  to  that  yet.  But  it  is  evident,  at  all  events, 
that  he  is  King  of  the  Ministry. 

Odohertij.  The  Ministry! — the  slaves! — Fd  like  to  see  them 
budge  without  his  orders.      [Sitiffs.) 

When  tlie  heart  of  a  rat  is  oppressed  with  cares, 
Tlie  mist  is  dispeU'd  when  tlie  Duke  appears — 
"Witli  the  fist  of  a  master  he  neaUy,  neatly 
Pulls  all  their  noses  and  clouts  their  ears, 
Places  and  wages  his  hands  disclose, 
But  his  rough  toe  is  more  harsh  than  those — 
Sneaking 
And  quaking, 
Go  sniilHe 
And  shuffle. 
Or  else  siuk,  Uke  Husky,*  to  black  repose. 

And  is  it  not  as  it  onght  to  he  1  By  Jupiter  and  all  the  gods, 
nothing  would  give  me  more  delight  than  to  see  the  whole  of  the 
servant,  pccus — the  ragabash  rascals,  who  sham  being  ministers — 
lied  up,  some  fine  morning,  in  front  of  the  Horse  Guards  and 
whipt. 

Tickler.  I  never  asked  for  a  place  under  Government  yet — and  I 
have  no  love  for  the  present  Government,  that  I  should  break  my 
rule;  but  if  I  thought  there  was  any  chance  of  that  consummation, 
I  should  send  in  a  most  humble  petition  for  the  [lOst  of  Provost- 
Marshal. 

Horth.  There  is  no  doubt  we  have  now  a  United  Government. 
I  should  like  to  see  them  disunite  !  Imagine  Peel  taking  a  view  of 
the  suliject,  unfortunately,  but  most  eonseietitiously,  dillerent  from 
that  of  his  nobhe  friend — his  illustrious  friend  at  the  head  of  his 
Majesty's  Government.  Imagine  the  Right  Hon.  Jolui  Singleton 
Buron  Lyndhurst  having  the  ill-luck  to  diti'er  in  opinion  from  the 
Most  Noble  Arthur  by  royal  perinissiijn. 

Oduherty,  {jsiiifjs.)         In  England  rules  King  Arthur, 

In  Ireland  rules  King  Dan  ; 
King  George  of  Winils^r  Castle, 
Dethrone  them  if  you  can. 

Come,  gentlemen,  there's  \our  chcjrus,  sing  on. 

•  Huskisson.  who  had  been  dismissed  from  the   Ministry  in  18-2^,  on  the  Duke'»  taking  Cor 
proteadin;;  to  take)  a^  a.  real  what  was  laeaat  tor  only  a  mucic  re^i^uation  of  oUice.— M 
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Tickler,  {sings.) 


Shcjiherd,  {sings.) 


North,  {sings.) 


Tickler.,  (sings.) 


Odoherty,  (sings.) 


North,  (sings.) 


Om7ies,  (chorus.) 


King  George  of  Windsor  Castle, 

Ami  eke  of  Pinilicc), 
Attend  uuto  thy  Tickler, 

And  be  the  truth  will  show. 

Chorus  :  In  EuglamI,  etc. 

The  ci'o-w-n,  sir,  and  the  scepti'e, 
They  make  a  bunny  show ; 

But  the  hflniet  and  the  claymore 
Can  stand  and  give  the  blow. 

Chorus  :  la  England,  <tc. 

Up,  royal  heart  of  Brunswick, 
Glow,  blood  of  lions,  glow  ; 

To  see  the  Jackal  hunted 

Fills  many  a  heai-t  with  woe. 

Churus  :  In  England,  Ac 

Thoiigli  age  my  back  be  bending. 
Though  my  hair  be  like  the  suow. 

Mount,  nmunt  thy  father's  charger — 
And  with  thee  1  still  will  go. 

Chorus  :  In  England,  «tc. 

Though  a  wife  I've  lately  'wedded. 

And  got  a  chilil  or  so  ; 
I'm  yours  for  active  service, 

John  Aiidei'son,  my  joe. 

Choius :  lu  England,  itc 

If  King  and  Kirk  were  stiiving, 
I'd  have  you  fur  to  know. 
As  liead  as  Dutcliman's  lierrin'r 
This  crutch  bluuild  strike  tlic  foe. 

In  I'.nglaud  rules  King  Arthur, 
In  Ireland  rules  King  Dan  ; 

King  George  of  Windsor  Castle, 
Dctlironc  them,  if  you  can. 


Shepherd.   Wake,  Mr.  I'^drclii — ud,  llie  auld  beardic  is  saft  asleep. 
I'll  e'en  set  fire  to  his  board. 

(Takes  the  cumUp.      The  Rnhbi  wakes  on  the  eve  of  a  conjlagra- 
tion.) 
Moses   Edrehi.   Ob!    Abraliatii,    Izaak,   and   ( I.icinib  ! — sense    me, 
san-,    I   dreaind   1  vas  goiii   t(j   be  Ijiinit    iiiiL  !Mendez  Dacosta   in   a 
[)aiiiti(l  lu'p.      Gf»d  kec[i  iis  ! 

»      Shij/hird.   Oil,  ye  auld  i'bilisliiic,  and  yr  wad  lie  snia'  loss.   Hero, 
lean  on  niy  arm,  and  tak  care  no  to  l^rcak  yer  auld  nose. 

(Curtain  falls.) 
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Me.  Mullion. 


Sm  M.  Odoherty. 


Tickler.  Gentlemen,  attend  to  the  carte.  There's  hotch-pc. 
here,  and  turtle  by  the  Shepherd.  In  the  centre  of  the  table,  punch 
&  la  Trongate.  Sherry  and  Madeira  are  Hojrg's  wheelers — Vin  de 
Grave  and  Johannisberg,  both  thoroughly  cooled,  arc  mine — the 
whisky  on  the  sideboard — and  now  to  dinner  with  what  appetites 
ye  may  ! 

Odoherty.   ^Mullion.  a  glass  of  something? — pun.h? 

Tickler.  Mr.  Thtodure,  may  I  have  the  pleasure  of  taking  a  glass 
cf  punch  with  youl 
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Tlieodore.  Voloiitiers — ha!  and  this  is  the  liyht  Glascow 'r* 

Macrahiu.   Hogg? 

Shejihcrd.  Plfjfse  yoursel',  I'll  stick  to  the  IMadeira.  Yon'a 
Dwer  eauld  for  my  stainach  at  this  time  o'  day.  Now  the  tiiitU-'s 
done,  is  there  ony  law  against  a  soup  of  the  hotch-potch,  Mr.  Theo- 
dore ? 

TheoiJore.  Hotch-potch  and  turtle  are  exceptions  to  all  rules.  I'll 
trouble  Mr.  Tickler  for  another  specimen  of  his  excellent  article; 
and  then,  my  dear  Mr.  Iloj^or,  you  shall  command  my  attention. 
Waiter!  a  tumldcr — punch! — higher,  if  you  please,  sir — there! 

Tickler.  Ambrose,  remove.  {Enter  second  course.) — Gentlemen, 
here's  a  salmon  frae  aboon  Peebles — and  there's  a  turbot  from  otF 
Fastcastle,  alias  Wolf's  Crag. 

Odolierty.  Mr.  Hogg,  niay  I  trouble  you  for  a  small  parallelo- 
gram ? — some  of  the  fin,  if  you  please.     Theodore,  a  glass  of  hock  ? 

Theodore.  Waiter,  punch,  there  ! — Hoc  erat  in  votis.  Your  health, 
Sir  Morgan, 

Shejdierd.  Ilaund  round  the  jug.  Od  !  it's  pleasant  now,  aboon 
the  tuay  soops  an'  the  cut  o'  sawmon.  There,  callant,  up  to  my 
thumb  again.     I  think  ye  may  be  remoovin',  Mr.  Awmbrose. 

{Enter  third  course.) 

Tickler.  What  now  ? — aye,  there's  a  sheep's  head  frae  Yarrow, 
thanks  to  our  Sh^ierd  ;  and  here,  as  I  am  a  Christian  Tory,  hen's 
a  boar's   liead, — "m,  of  old  Goethe  to  our   fiicnd    North,  wIk'sc   ab- 
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sence  we  all  regret  on  this  occasion.  Mr.  Theodore,  shall  1  IilI^) 
you  ? 

2'heodore.  If  yt^u  please.  O!  my  dear  sir — Forgive  me — from 
the  centre  of  the  ear  to  the  centre  of  the  li|) — there  now,  exactly-  — 
a  thousand  par<lons — delicious — it's  mighty  nice  ! 

Macr'jbin.  The  ear  and  thi'  eye,  and  as  much  of  the  cheek  as  you 
please,  H(j<^g.      Boar's  head  indi'L-d!      Nothing  like  the   tup.j 

•  It  may  appear  utranpe  to  take  punch  n/  diiinir,  but  Glasgow  punch  is  always  cnlil.s.nA 
may  be  drank  rm  n  rm  wiih  wine.  In  the  Kaxt  ln<Jifn.  it  is  ordinary  table-praclice  to  lake  a 
cln'Kof  Hujis  or  Alrop  (pale  ale,)  wh<-n  wine  would  be  the  liquor  in  Knglund.  As  Linkum 
I'ldeliH  »ay»,  '•  Circuiiihtanreii  alter  cajien." — M. 

\  Tup. — a  rani,  ."^heep'n  li>-ad  make*  one  of  the  beat  and  favorite  brothx,  or  Boupg,  of  tli« 
pTitch.  When  I  lived  in  iScotlivnd,  one  of  my  KTvanlK  came  in  fur'twa  liawbii^n  for  llio 
blarkriiiith."  On  Inquiry,  iihr  »ai(l  "  I  um  t'anfin/j  to  the  mnitli  with  my  head  to  be  Kin^cJ." 
It  turned  out  th.nt  the  luad  uf  the  rh'-ep  or  tup  niunt  have  the  hair  or  wool  burnt  olf  with  a  n'd- 
h'lt  iron,  and  thin  in  done  by  a  hlaik»riiith.  'I'h«  (•ul<■r^kin.  *o  burnt,  ban  a  very  dark  appear- 
ance after  it  i^  boiled  (an  operation  winch  ia  continued  until  the  inle;;ument  becoiiieK  aliiiosl 
pelatinnux.)  but  the  di»n  i»  one  which  even  an  epicure  iiiipht  delight  in.  'I'he  bcht  primed 
receipt  for  drofinj;  it  iiiin  Mep  Dnd'n  Cookery. —I  cay,  the  beht  receipt  jirinlfil.  ax  I  have  a  bitter, 
which  I  reiierve  tur  a  C'^okery  Hook  I  intend  to  write,  with  anecdotuK.  memoim  and  rccollei  tionf 
of  eminent  diuner-uiverF,  and  dinner-eatern,  nnd  ^^lnner-dre^KerK.  It  imi'fit  to  be  an  amusing 
Volume.  Sc.iiliiib  cookery,  by  the  w.-iy,  i«  quite  of  the  l'"rench  Hchiiol.  vNJiich  ilow>»  lo  .Mary 
Quern  of  S'ot.»  brin(,'in(;  over  (icveral  I'rench  fuimnirrj'  when  i-he  reliiriwd  to  .Siolland.  It 
includea  a  variety  ,,(  m>u[» — alwnya  called  IiiiiI/im  .North  I'f  the  Twied.  When  we  were  enL'a;.'in|{ 
the  above  mentioned  heroine  of  the  abi'ep'n  head,  we  referred  to  her  la»t  ciuplnyer  n«  to  her 
qualificationn  bji  a  cook,  and  Wf^re  anxwered,  "  Deed,  I  canna  >ay  inuckic  anent  Uarbara,  an  n 
jook,  pill r  thing  !  but  nhe'll  inak'  you  a  jiretty  broth."—  I, ike  all  fcoteh  nervnnla  whom  I  have 
aael   alio  uax  truaty,  faithful,  |(ood-teinpcred,  but  would  have  bur  own  way. — M> 
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SfiepJierd.   'Will  yini  liac  a  Trotter? 

Mncrahin.   D the  'I'lolters — Vln  de  (zrfnr   Titnolhotis  ? 

Tickkr.  Jiiw.  Vfi'v  fjiir  indeed,  Ainlnosu.  iJut,  gentlemen,  1 
believe  we  are  omitting;  a  eustoniary  lil)ati()n.  Now,  renmve  the 
boar's  head,  and  earry  round  the  chanijiagne.     Goethe's  health  ! 

[Three  ti/ites  liner.) 

Theodore.   Do  you  drink  people's  healths  at  tliis  hour  of  the  day 
in  the  North  1 

Mucruhin.  Yes — yos.  I  drink  whenever  I  ean  jjet  it — and  what- 
ever and  wherever.  Tiiis  green  goose  looks  charmingly  ; — cut  right 
down,  Hogg;  smash  through  everything, 

Theodore.  I'll  trouble  you  for  a  ])ea,  waiter.  O  Jupiter  I  O 
Jujiiter  ! 

MnlUon.  What's  the  matter  1  What's  the  matter  1  For  hea- 
ven's  sake,  waiter,  a  bottle  of  cold  water — quick  ! 

Theodore,  {aside  to  Mullion.)  Never  mind — poh — poh — Wa 
past,  1  breathe  again.  It  was  only  a  qualm  that  came  over  me — Mr. 
Hogg  eating  peas  with  his  knife  !* 

MuUion.  My  dear  sir,  as  Mejihistcpliiles  says  to  Fanst,  when  the 
red  mouse  leaps  into  the  lady's  mouth  at  the  Brocken  ball,  "Do  not 
let  such  trifles  disturb  the  tranquillity  of  your  future  hour." 

Shepherd.   A  glass  o'  something,  ^lacralun  ? 

Mucrabiii.  A  gallon  of  anything.  Come,  Ambrose,  another  bottle 
of  Charley  Wright.f 

Shepherd.  Never  mind  him,  Awm rose ;  the  Advocate  maun  hae 
his  joke. 

Tickler.  Now  for  the  Stilton.  [Enter  fourth  course.)  Gentle- 
men, I  ean  recommend  my  host's  ale,J  as  second  to  nothing  in  Leith, 
alias,  in  the  world. 

Mucruhin.  I  piefer  a  glass  of  p<)it,||  after  the  manner  of  the  an- 
cients.     No  otVenee,  Mr.  Theodore? 

Theodore.  Waiter,  I'll  trouble  you  for  a  tumbler.  The  Vin  de 
Gruve — there  now,  hold.  Now  the  Seltzer  water!  in  point  of  fact, 
if  you  ask  me.,  I  say,  decidedly.,  water  after  red  cheese.  Still  cham- 
pagne after  white — that  is,  if  you  commit  the  atrocity  of  eating  any 
cheese  at  all — which  I  have  not  been  guilty  of. 

•  Tlieodore  IIoolc.  wVio  wns  foundpr  of  the  Silver-fork  Rcliool  of  Society  (in  novels,)  rea'lyd^d 
not  indulge  in  any  alleiialion  whi;n  at  trilile,  wliere  lie  "as  (ri'nial,  hiarty,  and  at  liis  fas^e. 
The  idea  ol  a»kinjr  for  a  pea  svas  siipj^efted,  no  doubt,  by  an  anecdote  of  wbit.li  the  celel)raled 
Beau  Bruirirnell  was  the  hero.  Some  one  asked  whether  he  wa.s  fond  of  vegetables.  liruMiinell 
paused,  aj"  if  to  retlect.  and  then  drawled  out,  "  1 — a-tliink — that^l-a — once — et-:i-pea  — Al. 

t  In  those  days,  Charles  Wright's  champagne  was  celebrated  for — increasing  tlie  consumption 
ci' gooseberries  I — M. 

\  When  that  foppish  regiment,  the  Tenth  Itu.ssars,  was  quartered  in  Dublin,  (in  18i'}-4,) 
there  wa.s  a  di.-cuniion  at  the  mf'ss-table,  whether  one  of  the  oHicers  miald  marry  a  beautiful 
/onnL'  woman,  of  high  family  and  large  lortnne.  The  vrl»  was  unanimous  when  a  Cornet, 
about  sixteen  years  old.  lisped  out  ''She  malts  " — She  lind  taken  a  glass  of  ale  ! — .M. 

I|  JJnimmell  wa«  asked  whether  he  liked  Port.— •' Port  ?'' said  he,  •■  Port .' — Aye,  I  recolk-rt 
now:  a  black  intoxicating  fluid  drank  by  the  lower  orders." — M. 
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Shejylierd.  That's  the  real  thing.  Now,  hand  round  the  crewets, 
Awinrose.  1  maun  hae  a  thiinlilefu'  of  the  Gleiilivot,  just  to  put 
tlie  neb  on  vuur  \  ill. 

Tickler.  The  whisky — clear  the  decks. 

Ambrose,   {aside  to  Ticklkr.)    What  wines  shall  we  put  on,  sir? 

7'ickler,  {aside  to  Ambrose.)  Let  me  see.  Some  of  that  Sherry 
of  Cockburn's — the  48,  I  mean — some  of  Brougham's  Madeira  * — • 
the  green  seal — port — let  us  have  Cay's  twelve — and  as  for  Claret, 
whv,  vou  had  as  well  send  in  two  or  three  bottles  of  different  or- 
ders,  before  we  fix  for  the  evening. 

Odokerty,  {aside  to  Ambrosk.)  Begin  with  Sam's  nineteen.^ 

{Air — Non  Nobis.) 

Tickler.  Gentlemen,  will  you  have  the  goodness  to  fill  your  glasses  ? 
— the  King,  God  bless  him  ! 

Omnes.  The  King — {tkree  times  three.) 

(Ji'r — God  save  the  King.) 

Tickler.  Gentlemen,  charge  your  glasses.  A  bumper.  The 
Kirk. 

Omnes.     The  Kirk — {four  times  four.) 

{Air — Boiuiie  lassie,  Highland  lassie.) 

Tickler.  Gentlemen,  we  have  drank  his  Majesty  the  King,  with 
the  u~ual  honors,  marking  our  high  eslitnation  of  his  persunal  lesist- 
anc(!  during  the  late  awful  and  fatal  struggle — our  respect  for  the 
rank  which  he  still  holds  in  our  native  country,  and  which,  in  the 
hands  of  a  \irtuous  man,  may  still  afford  the  means  of  consideralile 
good — and  finally,  our  h<ipe  that  George  the  Fourth  may  be  allowed 
to  descend  into  the  tomb  of  George  the  Third,  without  witnessing 
with  his  own  eyes  the  full  completion  of  the  overthrow  which  he 
has  been  compelled — we  all  know  how  cruelly — to  lend  his  hand 
to.J  Gentlemen,  we  have  also  drank  the  Kirk,  (by  which,  in  this 
room,  the  two  established  Protestant  Churches  of  these  kinj^doms 
have  alwavs  been  meant,)  marking  our  nndiniinished  reverence  for 
Institutions,  which,  in  spite  of  external  hostility  aiid  internal  treason, 
must  and  shall  continue  to  possess  great  and  beneficial  innnence. 
They  have  destroyed  the  union  of  Church  and  State,  gentlemen; 
but,  in  my  humble  opinion,  and  1  rather  think  in  yours,  the  Stato 
has  lost  m«;re  by  this  atrocious  separation  than  the  Church.  She, 
gentlemen,  flourishes  still — or,  if  a  Winter  has  cropt  the  leaves, 
there  is  a  bomiy  Spring  in  reserve  for   her.      But   the   State! — alas'. 

*  John  Drouqliam,  brother  to  tha  Chancellor,  had  been  a  partner  in  the  v.ini!  husiiicu  in 
Edinhurch.— M. 

\  Sam  w  "tinuel  AnJrrnon.  a  wine  merchant  in  Edinburgh,  nnd  aflfTwnrcln,  by  Lord 
Broughnin'n  kindnc»i<.  apjpomted  to  the  liior.itive  Kp);iiitrAri<hip  of  the  Kneli»h  Cmirt  of  t,'han- 
eerjr  "  Kf;;iiilrar  .Sam  aj>peari>,  as  an  interlocutor,  at  one  of  tlie  Nocte«  m  vol  v.  of  this 
edition.— M. 

\  The  enanttnent  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Relief  ]3ill.  wh'ch  recoiled  the  Royal  auent  OD 
April  13,  IdJO.— M. 
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alas!  I  fear  the  Spring  that  brings  hack  her  Summer  v  ill  be  a — 
bloody  one.  Gentlemen,  every  hour  brings  new  confirmation  to  the 
view  which  I  took,  from  the  In-ginning,  of  the  inevitalile  conse- 
quences. Let  me  now  propose  a  bumper,  and  therewith  a  toast,  to 
be  drunk  standing,  and  in  silence.  Gentlemen,  1  beg  leave  to  drink 
the  IniniorUil  memory  of  the  British  Couatitulion. 

Omnes.  The  immortal  memory  of  the  British  Constitution  ! 

(  Jir — Auld  LaiKj  -sf/iic.) 

Shepherd.  The  bizziness  has  certainly  made  on  awfu'  sensation  a' 
through  the  South  country.  Even  Manor  Water,  I  hear,  was  in  a 
perfect  lowe. 

Odohcrty,   (aside.)   A  bull,  by-the-liy. 

Shepherd.  As  to  the  Selkirk  folk,  they're  neither  to  hand  nor  to 
bin'!    The  hail  of  Yarrow  wad  rise  at  a  whistle  the  morn,  1  believe. 

Theodore.  You  astonish  me.  Upon  my  soul,  the  London  folks 
take  things  much  more  coolly.  Notwithstanding  all  the  pother  in 
the  Sunday  papers,  and  all  that  raff,  depend  upon  it,  the  Popery  bill 
passed  without  exciting  half  the  sensation  with  any  one  of  a  dozen 
bits  of  mere  scandal,  recently,  which  1  could  mention.  Take  Wel- 
lesley  Pole's  case,  for  example — or  even  my  Lady  Ellenborough's — 
or  even  that  puppy,  Tom  Peel's.  I  assure  you,  sir,  the  downfall  of 
the  Constitution  was  nothing  to  the  downfall  of  Rowland  Stephen- 
son,* sir, — as  Lord  Alvanley  said  to  me 

Macrabin.  The  Constitution,  indeed  !  what  should  that  be  to  the 
London  peo])le  ?  Don't  we  all  know  that  the  capital  has  long  since 
Ceased  to  have  almost  any  sympathy  with  the  body  of  the  nation'? 

Theodore,  (aside.)  That's  a  rum  one.      Hear  the  villagers! 

Tickler.  To  confess  the  truth,  our  great  Babylon  seems  to  me  to 
be  striding  fast  into  another  Paris.  The  tiling  has  been  going  on 
for  a  lung  time — even  for  centuries — but  I    apprehend    never  at  so 

"*  Wcllesley  Pole,  nephew  cf  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  is  now  Earl  of  Mornington.  Thi' 
ca'ie  alluded  to  was  one  of  Crim.  Con.  with  Mrs.  Bligh;  he  afterwards  married  hei,  and  sn 
much  neglected  her  that  she  has  frequently  been  compelled  to  apply  to  ihii'  ])ari.-^li  and  tlie 
police  magistrate  for  means  ol  common  sub.^^istence.— The  present  Knrl  of  Kllenborough  (the 
Long  Ned  Pepjjcr  of  '•  I'aul  CUlfurd,")  had  a  daughter  of  Admiral  Digby  for  his  second  wife, 
and,  having  obtained  a  verdict,  with  heavy  damages,  a gain.st  Prince  Schwartzenberg,  (late  Prima 
^lini:^ter  of  Austria)  for  having  sedui,-ed  this  lady,  applied  to  Parliament  lor  a  divorce.  The 
public  were  edified,  during  several  weeks,  by  the  publi'-acion  in  the  Loudon  papers  ol  all  the 
evidence,— caricaturists  drew  pictures  of  the  Prince  lacing  the  lady's  stays,  which  was  one  of 
the  proofs,— the  Lords  pa.-sed  the  Bill, — Lord  Kllenborough  was  unpopular,  and  the  Coimiions 
refused  their  sanction  to  the  divorce. — Tom  J'eel's  "  scandal"  was  a  dilferent  one.  He  was  a 
relation  of  Sir  Robert  Peel's,  and  wished  to  em. grate.  A  grant  of  land  in  Australia  was  given 
him,  with  which  he  founded  the  Swan  R.tcr  Settlement,  where  he  expended  a  large  for- 
tune. There  were  no  grounds  for  blaming  .Sir  Robert  Peel  for  the  grant  to  his  cousin,  as  it 
really  was  an  object,  at  that  time,  to  induce  wealthy  persons  to  go  to  Australia.  iNo  irian  so 
little  indulged  in  nepotism  a«  Peel.— Rowland  Stejihenson'i,  was  a  curious  case.  lie  was  a 
London  bnnkcr.  His  managing  man  persuaded  him  that  he  wa^  ruined,  and  imluced  him  to 
escape,  with  large  funds,  to  the  United  Slates.  When  they  arrived  here,  the  clerk  ran  olf  with 
^he  plunder,"  and  left  Stephenson  nearly  pennyli'sn.  The  end  of  the  allair  w.is  remarkable. 
When  .Stephenson's  business  was  wound  up.  in  London,  it  apjjeareJ  that  every  creditor  would 
be  p3.id  in  fu.l,  with  a  surplus  to  Stephen.-on  !— The  tiist  Railway  Company  in  British  India 
^as  organized  by  his  son,  R.  Macdonald  Stephenson,  a  man  of  ability,  enterprise  and  pro 
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rapid  a  rate,  by  fifty  per  cent,  as  diirinjr  the  last  twenty  or  thirty 
years.  The  nobility  of  Great  Britain,  and  the  upper  gentry,  at  least 
iie  gentry  C()mp(!siMg  coinmonly  the  Lower  House  of  Parliament, 
— appear  latterly,  to  be  doing  everything  in  their  power,  to  cut  oil' 
the  old  strings,  that  used  in  better  days,  to  connect  them  with  the 
people  at  large.     Only  cf)nsider  the  life  these  fine  folks  lead. 

Ther'doi'e.  Why,  I  don't  know  how  you  could  prevent  people 
from  living  half  ihe  year  in  town. 

Tickler.  I  have  no  objections  to  their  living  half  the  year  in  town, 
as  you  call  it,  if  they  can  live  in  such  a  hell  upon  earth,  of  dust, 
noise,  and  misery.  Only  think  of  the  Dolphin  water  in  the  solar 
iriicroscope ! 

Theodore.  I  know  nothing  of  the  water  of  London  personally. 

Odoherty.  Nor  1  ;  but  1  take  it,  we  both  have  a  notion  of  its 
brandy  and  water. 

Tickler.  'Tis,  in  fiict,  their  duty  to  be  a  good  deal  in  London. 
But  I'll  tell  you  what  1  do  object  to,  and  what  1  rather  think  are 
evils  of  modern  date,  or  at  any  rate  of  vary  rapid  recent  growth. 
First,  1  object  to  their  living  those  months  of  the  year  in  which  it  is 
contra  bonos  mores  to  be  in  London,  not  in  their  paternal  tnaiisions, 
but  at  those  little  ijastardly  abortionists,  which  they  call  watering- 
places — their  Leamingtons,  their  Cheltenliams,  their  Brighthelm- 
otones. 

Theodore.  Brighton,  my  dear  rustic,  Brighton  ! 

Odoherty.  Syncopice. 

Shepherd.  What's  your  wull,  Sir  Morgan  ?  It  does  no  staun  wi' 
me. 

Theodore.   A   horriil   spot,  certainly — l)Ut  jtossessing   large  conve 
niencies,  sir,  for  particular  purposes.      For  example,  sir,  the  balcony 
on  the   drawinir-room    fl^or   commonly  runs  on    the   same    level    ail 
round  the  sijujue — which  in  the  Brighlhelmstonic  dialect,  sir,  means 
a  three-sided  ligure.     'i'he  advantage  is  obvious. 

Shijiherd.   Ocli,  sirs  !   och,  sirs!   what  wull  this  world  come  to  ! 

Theodore.  Tl:e  tiulh  is,  sir,  that  people  comuic  il  ftiul  cannot  well 
sul)mit  to  the  total  change  of  .society  and  nmnners  implied  in  a  re- 
moval from  Whitehall  or  Mayfair  to  some  absurd  old  .mtcdiluviau 
chateau,  sir.  boxed  up  among  beeches  and  rooks.  Sir,  onlv  think  of 
the  small  Sipiires  with  the  rerl  faci-s,  sir,  and  tiie  grand  white  wnist- 
ooalH  down  to  their  liips — and  the  ]3ames,  sir,  with  their  wigs,  and 
their  siii'i)eis,  and  tlnir  visible  pockets — and  tlie  Dam^ls,  b|u-«|iin<' 
Ihuigs  m  wliilc  muslin,  with  sky-blue  sashes  and  ribl.c^tis,  and  muf- 
flers and  thiiiL's — and  the  Sons,  sir,  the  promising  yoimg  gentlemen, 
sir — and  the  Hoelor,  ami  the  Lawyer — and  hist,  not  least  in  hi>riili. 
:;ation,  the  Parson. 

Tickler.  The  liaison  waa  not  counted  a  bore  in  the  belter  days  of 
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John  Bull,  wlioii  thai  honest  old  fellow  wore  a  blue  coat  and  leather 
breeches,  and  fumbled  with  the  head  of  his  stick  w  henever  he  saw 

two  (if  his  ni'iL'h'ii'rs  qnai  reliiig. 

Macidltin.   Fiiiinus   Iroes. 

Theodore.  Fuinius  Tories,  indeed  !  Aii!  my  dear  fellow,  we  had 
no  Pliili^iottds  in  those  days.*     This  claret  is  mighty  nice. 

Tickler.  Confound  the  Cuekneys.  If  any  one  remained  uncon- 
verted, surely  the  late  puffing  and  blowing  in  the  Times  !il)out  iho 
projected  enclosure  of  a  corner  of  Ilainpstead  Heath  must  have  done 
his  business.  O  Jupiter!  what  a  row  about  the  plaster-fiend  making 
a  lodgment  in  the  hal/-/nouul(iin  region. 

Shepherd.   I  wonner  what's  a  hail   iiKumtain  wi'  them. 

Odulierty.  Harrow,  I  supj)0>;e — or  rather  tlie  Devil's  Dyke  at 
Brigliton — an  Alpine  precipice,  Hogg,  such  as  you  would  make 
nothing  of  going  down  at  the  hand  gallop,  with  VV'^allace  aiid  Clavers 
before  you. 

Tickler.  This  Times  Cockney  talks  of  all  England  rising  in  rebel- 
lion at  the  invasion  of  Hanipstead  Heath. j-  i  suppose  we  shall  then 
have  the  Cockney  Melodies,  Hunt,  of  course,  being  the  Tyrtteus. 

Shej)herd.  O,  dinna  blaspheme  the  dead  !  That  pair  man's  cauld 
in  his  grave  lang  or  now, 

Odoherly.  Leigh  Hunt  in  hisgrave!  Then  he'sthemost  comfort 
able  ghost  I  ever  heard  of;  for  'J'heodore  and  1  saw  him  not  a  week 
aijo  takin<i  a  shove  in  the  mouth  at  old  Mother  Murlv's  n>  St.  Mar- 
tin's  Lane,  with  two  or  three  underlings  of  the  galKryJ  about  him — all 
in  his  glory  ;  and  pretty  well  he  lookt^],  didn't  he? 

Theodore.  You  have  made  some  mistake,  Sir  Mc.rgan  ;  I  was  not 
present,  sir — not  1,  indeed.  So  you  disapprove  cf  Brighton,  Mr 
Tickler? 

Tickler.  Brighthelmstone,  when  I  knew  it,  was  a  pleasant  fishing 
village|| — what  like  it  is  now  1   know  not ;   but  what  I  detest  in  the 

•  Dr.  Henry  Phillpotts,  then  Rector  of  Stanhope,  was  appointed  Bishop  of  Exeter  in  1830. — ■ 
The  annual  income  of  this  bi.slioi>ric  is  comparatively  small — X"2*(I0  a  year,  whiln  most  of 
the  others  amount  to  X'ldOO  a  year.  It  !.•;  u.<iial  to  allow  a  liishop  to  hold  anoth'-r  pn'fiTment 
»n  r.vmiiii  iidiim  with  his  s^-e.  When  Phillpotts  was  appointed,  by  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  it 
was  aprned  that  he  should  continue  to  hold  the  rectory  of  Stanhope,  worth  £40)0  a  year,  in 
commrndivi  with  the  see  of  Hxeler.  I'hillpotts,  as  a  Tory  pnmplileteer.  had  written  many 
sharp  thinjK  about  and  airainst  the  Whijrs-  The  Duke  of  vVellinffton  unexpectedly  quitlcl 
cilice,  (November  UJ,  l';!!'!,)  before  the  n ece.s.<,Try  docuinents  were  completed.  The  Whijs  cam* 
in  and  refused  to  sanction  the  arrant'ement,  (a  demonstration  of  peily  ppr^onal  spleen  fui 
which  even  most  of  hi.s  own  parly  much  condemned  Earl  Grey,)  and  Dr.  I'liillpotts.  deprived 
of  lii.s  X4ilOO  a  year  Rectory,  had  only  i"J7litt  per  annum,  as  Uisnop.  and  with  va.-tly  increased 
expenses!  Eventually  he  got  a  Prebend  in  Durham  Cithelral.  which  adrled  j£-2llKI  to  his  an- 
nua.' -ncome.  No  wonder  that  he  has  beep  no  very  great  friend  to  the  Whigs,  ever  since  they 
tool"  »uch  pains  to  provoke  his  enmity. — M. 

'  \  vary  impudent  attempt,  which  has  since  been  repeated  nearly  every  successive  year,  lo 
obtain  Pariinmen'ary  sanction  to  a  scheme  of  !^ir  Thomas  .Maryon  Wilson,  to  inclose  a  part  of 
Harnpstead  llraih.  in  the  suburbs  of  London,  for  building  pur))0.<es — the  profits  to  co  'nti  the 
pock--:s  ol   the  said  B.ironetl     [In  I'^Sl,  this  attempt  was  again  made,  and  defeated.] — M. 

J  The  Parliam^ntarv  rejiorters  for  the  London  daily  journal.-  rcnstitute  that  I-'ourih  Estate 
of  the  Real!  11.  called— Til K  G,*i.i,E!iV. —  Many  eminent  men  have  been  members  of  it,  incl.iding 
hhcii.  and  Lord  C'linpb.:!!,  ihi-  pn-.-enl  Chief  .Justice  of  Entrland.  — M  . 

li   Krigiiiii^.iiitloDe,  l<»,tter  known  by  its  modern  nairie  iingiiion,  wajs  a  small  flshing-hamlel 
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great  folks  of  your  time,  is.  that  insane  selfishness  which  makos 
them  prefer  any  place,  however  abominable,  where  thev  can  IickI 
tofj.'thcr  in  their  liitle  exquisite  coteries,  to  the  noblest  mansion 
surrounded  with  the  nolilest  domains,  where  they  cannot  exist 
withuiit  \)v\n\r  more  or  less  exposed  to  tlie  company  of  people  not 
exactly  belonging  to  iheir  own  pailicular  sect.  IJow  can  sdc-iity 
tiang  together  long  in  a  country  where  the  Corinthian  capital  take's 
so  much  }iains  to  unrift  itself  from  the  fiillar?  Now-a-days,  sir, 
your  great  lord,  commonly  speaking,  spends  but  a  month  or  six 
weeks  in  his  ancestral  abode;  and  even  when  he  is  there,  he  sur- 
rounds himself  studiously  with  a  cursed  town-crew,  a  pack  of  St. 
James's-street  fops,  and  Mayfair  chatters  and  intriguers,  who  give 
themselves  airs  en.)Ugh  to  turn  the  stomachs  of  the  plain  squirearchy 
and  their  womankind,  and  render  a  visit  to  the  Castle  a  perfect 
nuisance. 

Theodore,  {aside  to  Mullion.)      A  prejudiced  old  prig  ! 

Tickler.  They  seem  to  spare  no  pains  lo  show  that  they  consider 
the  country  as  valuable  merely  for  rent  and  game — the  duties  of  the 
magistracy  are  a  bore — County  Meetings  are  a  bore — a  farce,  I  be- 
lieve was  the  word — the  assizes  are  a  cursed  bore — fox-hunting  itself 
is  a  bore,  uidess  in  Leicestershire,  where  the  noble  sportsmen,  from 
all  the  winds  of  heaven,  cluster  together,  and  think  with  ineiliildo 
contem[>t  of  the  old-fashioned  chase,  in  which  the  great  man  mingled 
with  gentle  aiid  simple,  and  all  comers — sporting  is  a  l)ore,  mdess  in 
regular  b(itlH<\  when  a  dozen  lordlings  murder  ph.-asants  hv  the 
thousand,  without  hearing  the  cock  of  one  impatrician  fowling-piece 
— except  indeed  some  dandy  poet,  or  phiiosoplu-i',  oi'  punster,  has 
bet-n  admitted  to  make  s[)ort  for  the  IMiilistines.  In  .sliorl,  every 
thing  is  a  bore  that  hriuL's  the  dons  into  personal  collision  of  any 
kiiul  wiih  people  that  don't   belong  to  the  w<nld. 

Odoliirti/.  The  world  is  getting  j)retly  distinct  from  the  natioii,  I 
admit,  and  1  douiit  if  much  lovt;  is  lost  between  them. 

Ticklrr.  Tliat  was  the  main  evil  I  foresaw  in  this  I'ojierv  bill  ; 
that  measure,  sir,  has  alienated  the  hearts  of  the  Chiigv — the  heaits 
of  the  real  [iiovii.cial  s<juire.s  and  lairds  —  it  has  thoroughly  disifUsled 
the  nia~s  of  the  people. 

Miioidiui.  'Iliiiu  hast  sai'I  it.  'I'he  harm  would  have  been  eom- 
f>;iiatively  trilling  had  the  thing  been  iIh^  work  of  anv  oni'  party  ill 
'.he  State.      Tin    I'lotestant  streiifrth  of  the  na'.ioii  would  lia\e<ralh. 

en  Um  rr>»«t  of  Piiffex,  M>riin  !>'i  milnii  from  l.onOon,  wlicn  llif;  friiKe  of  Vi'iilor,,  (aflorvrnrJH 
(ieorfn  IV.)  tiinHc  it  lii"  Kurninnr  rcmdnnrc,  anil  limit  tli«ro,  at  va»t  oxiimiim),  llin  in.ij.'iii(lOfr.l 
KnJ  crdleoque  l>iiil>linc.  in  '.ho  Cliini'iie  ^tyln,  rallfd  tho  I'avilion  :— it  w  im  l.uily  |ii)ieliani>J 
Irom  tlie '.'rown.  nnd  in  now  a  Muni'ijin,  nnd  jiImb  fdr  licturin^;.  lloynltv  iiiu'lo  iIim  piiio* 
mown,  (ind  n  ciiy  •pr.inR  up,  whi-  li  h.-m  nnw  n.  iarfp  popiilntinn.  With  llm  Hxcr-plinn  of  iha 
i«i  p|r  llrij'lilon  in  nrliiiilly  London  (;i.ni!  i>ut  of  town— ynu  iiiont  your  l.oiid.n  lriiMil.«  ih're, 
N.-  MMinl,  an  I  pu.I  avor  lo  think  that  you  are  hajipy.  Thin  i*  the  (general  laull  ol  ftuhionublo 
'iiil.  I  iiif- }■  jif,  1.11  i.nr  Uir  wori.l. —  M. 
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crcd  the  more  visibly  round  f.ho  banners  of  the  opposite  party  ;  and 
althoniih  the  measure,  once  carried,  perhaps  n<ii)<)dy  would  ever 
have  attempted,  or  wished  to  iiiidn  it — wt;  should  liave  had  a  solid 
nii^dit  arrayed  through  all  classes  of  society,  by  way  of  safeguard 
aizainst  farther  trielvs  of  the  same  kidney.  But  now,  where  are  we? 
The  Whigs,  and  the  Tories,  and  the  liadicals,  all  laid  their  heads 
together;  and  the  remnant  that  stood  aloof,  have  neither  nuniliers 
iior  taleut  to  command  a  hearty  following. 

Tliendore.  I  concur  in  all  you  have  said — yet  it  must  be  allowed 
that  Sadlei',  Chandos,  Vivyan,  and  Blandford,  have  done  all  that 
could  have  been  desired.* 

Tickler.   I  revere  Mr.  Sadler, 

Si  Perf^ama  dextrd 

Defend!  posseut  et  hac  dcfensa  fuissent 

But  what  are  these  among  so  many  \ 

Shc/j//erd.  "j'hat  lang  paper  in  the  last  Quarterly  was  a  sair  sign. 
Od,  it  maun  hae  garr'd  some  folks  cock  their  lugs  to  hear  sic  things 
frae  them.     Is  it  ken't  wha  wrote  it? 

Theodore.  They  spoke  of  Lord  Doodle — but  that,  I  take  it  for 
granted,  was  gammon.  The  Emperor  sported  quite  diplomatic — 
didn't  know — had  not  an  idea.f 

Odoherty.  1  believe  that  j)a{)er  was  nobody  but  Croker's — I  don't 
know  any  other  of  their  people  who  possess  at  once  such  a  variety 
of  knowledge,  the  talent  to  express  it,  the  courage  to  wish  to  express 
such  views  there,  and  influence  enough  in  certain^  places  to  be 
allowed  to  express  them. 

Theodore.   He  denies  it. 

Odnherly.  Of  course.  The  common  report,  however,  is,  that  he 
is  going  out  of  office  foilhwith,  and  into  Ojiposition. 

Tickler.  Very  like.  In  the  meantime,  he  has  done  a  great  ser- 
vice, for  the  Quarterly  can't  eat  all  that,  and  so  there's  one  grand 
organ  for  trumpeting  forth  the  doctrine  divine,  "whatever  is,  is 
right,"  shut  up. 

Mtillion.  Entirely  tant  mieux.  Well,  what  next  ?  Something 
mn-t  come. 

Odoherti/.  Were  I  the  Dnke  of  Wellington,  I  would  not  halt  at 
trifles  now.  Every  liiiman  lieing  sees  clearly  that  reform  in  Par 
liament   mnst  eoine  soon.      If   1  were  he,   it  should  come  vert/  soon 

*  Aracp  the  strongest  parliamentary  opponents  of  the  Catholic  Relief  Bill  were  Miihael 
Thoma*  SjtJIer.  the  Niarquuul'i  handos  (now  Uuke  of  Buckingham),  Sir  Richard  Vivyan,  ai.d 
Lie  present  Uuke  of  .Maribormigh,  then  Marquis  of  Blandford. — M. 

f  Lord  Dudley  wro'e  occajsiunally  for  the  (^ii/irttr/fi  Unurw.  and,  though  he  had  a  yearly 
ircoiiie  of  XIOO  UUO,  Giflord,  .  nd  afterwards  Lcckiiarl,  editorially  ln^isted  on  his  n  ceiving  the 
U'-aal  lwe:.ty  gui' eas  a  sheet  which  was  the  ordi  ary  jiayinent  for  contributions.  'J'he  rate 
■wris  considerably  greater  in  some  cases  For  some  single  articles  Scott  received  one  hundred 
gnmeas  each.  — John  Murray,  the  fafhionable  publi.-iher  in  Albemarle-street,  was  known  iii 
the  Scott  and  Blackwood  coteries  as  "  The  liinperor  of  the  West." — AI. 
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indeed.     Every  body   sees    that   the  Church    of  Ireland    must    go 
Were  I  he,  it  should  go  to-uiorrow-niorning. 

Theodore.   What?  throw  up  all  at  once,  pardi  ? 

Odohtrt'i.  Throw  up  a  fiddlestick  !  You  have  proclaimed  the 
Popi.^h  religiun  h)  be  no  worse,  as  regards  politics,  than  any  other. 
Upon  what  pretence,  then,  shall  the  immense  majority  of  the  Iri^h 
people  be  denied  their  natural  right  tt>  have  their  religion  the  estab- 
lished religion  of  their  island  ?  As  sure  as  two  and  two  nial\e  four, 
the  Duke  of  Wellington's  law,  and  the  Protestant  establishment, 
cannot  live  together. 

Macruhln.  I  never  met  with  any  body  who  thought  otherwise. 

Shepherd.  O  weary  me!  and  to  hear  hi)o  the  ne'er-do-weeU 
spooted  about  their  sincere  conviction  that  they  were  d(;in'  the  only 
thine:  for  the  trude  of  the  Protestant  establishment  in  Ireland  !  IIuo 
could  they  hae  the  face  1 

Tickler.  The  face  ? — poh — poh  !  My  dear  She})herd,  these  gen- 
try have  face  enough  for  any  thing.  Only  hear  Pet-l  liraggiiig  about 
his  purity  and  piety,  and  all  the  house  hcar-hearing  him — the  spin- 
ning spoon  !* 

Odohirtij.  IIow  grand  was  his  defence  of  the  Swan  job  !  He 
merely  gave  Turn  a  letter  of  introduction  to  Sir  Georgi-  ^lurray, 
rec<jmmeiiding  him  to  the  receipt  of  "  any  facilities"  in  Sir  George's 
power, — and  attesting  him  to  he  a  young  man  of  most  "  n-speetaljle 
character,"  and  '"ample  means,"  and  his  "relation."  This,  from 
one  Minister  to  another,  was  a  mere  trifle,  you  ohsi-rve  ; — and  as  to 
the  iJonie  Secretary  himself  having  any  share  in  ilie  spoil,  why  the 
House  surely  could  not  think  it  necessary  for  luin  to  oiler  an^ 
answer  to  such  a  contemptible  libel? — iS'o,  no! — //(«/•,  hear — iui- 
meiine  applause. 

Tickler.  Meanwhile  the  real  points,  the  only  points,  are  passed 
wholly  nub  silentio.  In  point  of  fact,  no  human  iieing  ever  dreamt 
that  Mr.  Ilobert  Peel  was  to  draw  moni;y  for  his  own  personal 
ftursc  from  this  grant  to  his  relation.  Every  body  that  knew  any 
thing  of  the  matter — certainly  every  one  man  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons— knew  pL-rfectly  wt-ll  that  Peel  iiad  acted  merely  on  the  Viear 
of  Wakefield's  principle,  who,  if  you  remember,  always  took  eaie  t*» 
lend   a  five-pound  note,  or  an  old    pony,  or  a  new  great-c<»at,  to  a 

•  Th<!  Torien — thou*  of  nny  thinij  lik»  ancisnt  dencflnt — uieii  to  i<n»»-  it  I'nel,  ii  hxvini;  rinon 
ft'i.n  tlin  |i<-npl)i,  nnJ  raiiiiliiirly  would  sjx-ak  of  tiiin,  aiiioni;  timmtulvaii,  im  "  Tliodiiiiin 
fpinnT."  Ilx  nhowi-d  how  liiU<!  hf  rared  lor  the  armtucracy  uf  raiiic,  by  the  article  in  hi* 
will,  in  Mhich  h«  •jmnotly  requ<-»ti--il  none  of  hiH  family  tu  accept  a  jiveraco.  Thm  iful 
kno«rn  wh^n  C(u>'i'n  Vii  toria  anxioim  to  honor  hiH  iiieiiiory,  rent  to  l<.'idy  I'eul  lti;il 
•he  intendiil  rr<'aiiiii;  hrr  a  <  ounti'i-n  in  li«rown  ri(;ht  ami  \vi>lii'd  to  know  Iroiii  what  jilicn 
Mhe  would  like  lo  lur-e  the  title.  'I'he  expre.'«Kfd  wiitli  <»f  Sir  K,  I'cel  w.'ui  iil»*iiilt<d  ai*  I>ih  widow  i 
txruKB  for  rfecllninif  a  coronet. — When  one  of  I'vol'ii  lirothera  married  Lady  .lane  .\louri\  Hit 
pref>-nt  K:irl  of  Moiinlrniiliell  ■  Ainter,  (■•■ore«  iV.,  who  ilid  not  much  like  Inn  minirtcr,  ineer- 
ini;ly  »aid,  a  ludinc  to  the  rnanulaciure  by  wliicb  thu  lamily  had  ri»en,  "Ah,  thusi.  l'e«li  ar« 
«llll  foi.d  of  the  ./rii/.(f*."— .M. 

Vol..  III.— '^:i 
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troul)losi)iiie  kiiisinan,  in  tlu-  sure  liopc  iif  never  seeing  his  agreeable 
countenance  again.  And  wlio  hlanied  cither  the  Vicar  or  the  cad? 
The  real  eliarge  was,  that,  the  grant  to  the  respectable  and  wealtliy 
second  eou.-iii  of  tiie  [lolitieal  Bayard  was  a  grant  enormous  in  itself 
— ()50  square  miles  of  the  best  land  in  the  new  colony — and  that, 
these  050  square  miles  were  so  situated  as  to  interfere  between  the 
other  settlers  and  the  streams — the  Swan  river  and  the  Canninir — 
those  two  noble  rivers,  which  unite  their  waters,  as  per  map  in  the 
Quarterly,  in  the  nol)le  bay,  over  against  the  which  lies,  thanks  to 
old  Barrow's  honest  confession,  the  noi)le  and  well-named  island  of 
IJotten  Nest — that  is  Mat  Nest.  On  these  points  the  kinsman  of 
Thomas  has  as  yet  said  nothing. 

Oduhcrti/.  That  was  a  poker  in  the  last  New  Monthly.  By  jingo! 
he's  getting  it  right  and  left  now,  however. 

Macrahia.  The  press  will  soon  put  an  end  to  this  impc^stor.  lib 
has  great  conceit,  but  he  has  also  great  cowardice,  and  he  will  either 
die  or  go  out. 

Tickler.  Just  think  of  what  his  existence  must  have  been  all 
tlirongh  last  session — lying  at  the  mere  mercy  of  every  man  and 
mother's  son  1  I  own,  i  can't  conceive  how  Sadler  allowed  the 
Swanney  to  escape. 

Odoherty.  Sadler's  a  Christian — and  charitable.  But  what  think 
ye  of  Brougham  % 

Theodore.  The  Rolls  in  his  eye.*     Some  sop,  however,  sir. 

Tickler.  And  what  for  no?  as  Meg  Dod  says.  I  think  Brougham 
the  worst  used  of  men  ;  if  he  doesn't  get  some  good  thing,  some  very, 
very  good  thing  soon,  very,  very  soon 

Odoherty.  It  is  clear  that  Copley  is  on  the  move;  whether  the 
storv  of  his  going  to  India  be  true  or  not,  I  can't  tell. 

Tickler.  To  India!  as  what? 

Odoherty.  As  Governor-General,  to  be  sure.  You  know,  if  he 
wanted  any  law,  he  would  have  Lord  Dalhousie  at  his  elbow.  But 
the  story  was  not  generally  credited  when  I  left  town.^ 

Theodore.  No,  no.  But  there  is  some  move  on  the  tapis — that  all 
agree  about. 

Tickler.  More  Whigs,  I  suppose — well,  well  — 

Odoherty.  The  coinmon    belief  is,    that  whenever  Copley   moves, 

»  In  18M,  Sir  John  Leach  was  Master  of  the  Rolls.  As  an  equity  iudj;e  he  was  noted  for 
rarely  asuiffning  reasons  for  liis  decisions.  He  would  listen,  with  marked  patience,  and  even 
attention, to  a  xcries  of  speeches  throuphout  a  whole  day.  aiut  then  say  "This  injunction  i» 
dissolved.''— Broucham  aspired  to  a  higher  station  than  Mastership  of  the  Rolls.  In  I80O,  h<t 
was  made  Lord  Chancellor,  with  a  pi'erape. — M. 

f  Copley,  (Lord  Lyndhursl.)  waji  Chancellor  in  1829,  and  discharged  the  duties  of  that  o/Tice 
as  well  as  a  common-law  barrister  could. — There  was  a  rumor  that  he  was  likely  to  t^ke  the 
f'lvernor-general.'iliip  of  India,  the  emoluments  being  vast,  and  his  debts  pressing;  bi;'.  he  con- 
tinued on  tlie  woolsack  until  November,  Itj^JO,  returned  to  it,  under  Peel,  in  ls34-.).  a  (1  again 
in  lb41-(>— .M. 
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which  must  be  before  winter,  either  Leach  or  Wetherell  is  to  h;ive 
the  seals.* 

Tickler.   Wetherell  ! — what !  along  with  Peel  ? 

Odoherty.  And  what  for  no?  as  Meg  Dod  says. 

Tickler.   1  have  no  olijection. 

Odoherty.  Wetherell  is  the  King's  candidate,  and  I  should  not 
wonder  though  the  DuUe  were  to  gratify  his  Majesty  al)(>ut  such  a 
trivial  matter  as  this.  But  the  \Vhigs  are  strenuous  for  Leach  ; 
and  there  can  be  no  doubt  he  is  the  man  the  Chancery  Bar  would  bo 
m<>st  pleased  with.  In  fact,  no  other  nian  in  England  has  much 
pretensifju  to  fill  that  jdace  now — and,  alas!  what  will  even  lie  be. 
after  Old  Bags  ? 

Macrabin.  That  opens  the  Rolls  to  Brougham — very  well  indeed, 
Mr.   I'atiiot. 

Tlteodore.  The  Schocdinaster  would  then  be  at  home. 

Shepherd.  Weel  done,  Dominie  Hairy  !  Ye  did  wisely  to  keep 
your  taws  aflf  Peel  yon  time  ! 

Odoherty.  Speaking  ui  the  taK-s,\  as  you  call  them,  have  you  seen 
Bcranger's  song  on  Monsieur  Judas,  Tickler] 

Tickler.  Not  I — I've  seen  nothing  of  his  these  two  years.  Can 
you  repeat  it? 

Odoherty.  I  can  chant  it,  which  is  better.  Here,  Macrabin.  take 
the  poker  and  tongs,  and  tip  me  an  accompaniment. 

Macrabin.  Sing  on — I  am  ready. 

OuoiiEKTY  stays,  {lucoiiqyanied  by  ALvcrabin.) 

Monsieur  Judas  est  un  diole  Sans  respect  du  caractere, 

tiui  Boutit'iit  avec  chaleur  Souveiit  ce  laehe  efFiuute 

(hril  n'a  joue  qu'iiii  scul  role  Vuvin  I'liahit  inilitaire 

Kt  n'a  pris  qu'iiue  ci.ulinir.  Avec  la  cioix  an  cute. 

N'>im  qui  detfstoiiH  Ics  t;eiis  Nous  qui  faisons  voloiitiera 

1'aiitol  rouires,  tautot  blaiics,  L'elogc  d;^  ims  gucriiers, 

I'arl.Mi.s  has,  railons  has, 

Parlous  bas.  Parlous  bas, 

lei  pica  Jul  vu  .Judas.  lei  pres  j'a  vu  .Judas, 

J'ai  vu  Judas,  j'u1  vu  Judas.  J'ai  vu  Ju.ias.  j'ai  vu  Judaa. 

Curicux  et  nouvcllisl..,  Eiifiii,  sa  b.nirlu-  fl.'tiio 

C<t  obsii  vateur  iiii>nd  Ose  jaciidre  un  iioblc  accent, 

Parfois  se  dil  joninaiiste,  Y.i  des  inuiix  de  la  patiie 

Kt  tranclie  du  libeial ;  Nc  j)arle  (pien  t,'.'u)issaut 

Mais  vouIons-Mous  reciamer  Nous  (pii  tiiisous  K;  procis 

L«.-  di..il  de  tout  itnpiiuier,  A  tous  le»  nuiuvais  Frauyaia, 

Pailons  has,  I'aijons  bas, 

Parlous  bas.  Parlous  Itas, 


I'-i  pivs  j'ai  vu  Judas.  lei  |)i-,'-»  j'ai  vu  Judas, 

I  us. 


I'l  |)ivs  jai  vu  .iu.ias.  Id  pi-,-8    ai  vu  Judas, 

J'ai  vu  Judas,  j'ai  vu  Judas.  J'ui  vu  Judas,  j'ai  vu  Judu 


•  Npilhur  l.earh  nor  Wrtli<.rpn  did  ohtain  t)i<!  appointriK-nt  of  Lord  Chanrpllnr.— M. 
I    Ti"/i*c,— llie  Ualiiei  »irap  uiuJ  lor  cliaj>ti»«iiiciil  ofcliildren  in  ScoIIrih;.— .\1. 
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Monsieur  Jiulns,  snns  malice, 
Tout  liaiit  VOU8  (lit ;  "  Mes  amis, 
Les  liiiiitTs  de  la  police 
Sout  a  craiiulre  eii  oe  jiays." 
Mais  uoua,  qui  de  mains  brocards 


Poursuivous  jusqu'aux  moucliards, 
I'arloiis  has, 
rnilniis  bas, 
Ici  pi'cs  j'ai  vu  Judas, 
J'ai  vu  .luclim,  j'ai  vu  Judas. 


Theodore.  Very  good,  indeed  ;  upon  my  word,  Mr.  Macrabin,  you 
are  a  perfoinu-r  tif  very  considerable  gusfo. 

Macrabin.  We've  all  heard  a  deal  of  your  iinpicvising.  Pray, 
overset  this  ofi'-hand,  as  the  Deutchers  say — do  now,  that's  a  good 
fellow. 

Theodore.  Let  us  sky  a  dragon,  Sir  Moi-gan,  and  be  the  chant  with 
the  loser. 

Odoherty.  Done — {Skys  a  sovereign.^ — Unfortunate  Signifer  Do* 
hertiades.      Well, — here  goes — Macrabin,  resume  the  instrument. 

Odoherty  sings — {(iccovij)a}ii('d  as  before.) 

Here  Judas,  T^-ilb  a  face  where  shame  Soon  may  be  roach  bis  final  bome, 

Or  boiior  ne'er  was  known  to  be,  "  A  membei'  of  tbe  Churcli  of  Rome."-|- 
Maiiitainintj  lie  is  still  tbe  same.  But  bush,  ifec. 

'I'bat  lie  ne'er  I'attcd — no — not  be.* 

But  we  must  spurn  tbe  groVfUinir  bai  k.  Now  from  bis  moutb  polbitod  flows — 
To-day  all  wliilc — to-morrow  black.  Snuffled  in  J<jse|ib  Sui  face  tone — 

But  bush  !  be'll  bear,  Laments  o'er  bapU-ss  Ireland's  woes. 
He'll  bear,  be'll  bear; 
Iscariot's  neai- — Iscariot's  near  ! 


Tbe  moral  Surface  swears  to-diiy 
Defi.incc  to  tbe  priest  and  Pope ; 

To-morrow,  ready  to  betray 

Hi-i  brother  churchmen  to  the  rope. 

But  let  us  tiust  tbe  hangman's  stiinj^ 

Is  spun  for  bini — the  recreant  thing! 
But  busb  !  ttc. 


All  cliaraeter  that  knave  bas  lost ; — 

Soon  will  tbe  Neopbyte  appear. 
By  priestly  bands  bedipp'd,  be-cross'd 

Begreased,    becbrism'd,    with    boly     Iscariot's  near — Iscaiiot's  near, 
smear, 


O'er  England's  dangerous  state  a  gi-oaa 
Ei'e  long  benealb  tbe  bands  of  Ketcb, 
Sigh  for  tbvseif,  degraded  wretcb ! 
But' bush,  »tc, 

Judas  !  till  tbon  tbe  jiublic  fleece. 

For  kin  and  rousins  scheme  and  job, 
Rail  against  watchmen  and  police,:}: 
Inferior  swindlers  scourge  or  rob. 
At  last,  anolbi-r  crowd  bcfoi'e, 
Tbou    sbalt  speak   once — and  speak  do 
more  ! 

But  bni^b  !  be'll  bear. 
He'll  bear,  lie'll  bear; 


Tickler.  Your  imitation,  Baronet,  is   much  fiercer  than  the  origi- 
nal warrants. 

•  This  parody,  by  Dr.  Mnpinn,  (which  was  republished  hy  evfiry  ultra-Protestant  jonrnnl  in 
the  T'niled  Kinfidom,)  wa-s  levelled  at  .Sir  Robert  Peel,  who  had  brought  in  and  earricd  CMtliolio 
Kriii-^ci"  aiion,  lo  wliich  the  whole  of  his  precedinff  twenty  year-  of  public  life  had  been  <on- 
fiantly  And  energetically  opposed.  Peel's  own  plea  w.nu  that  he  was  as  Anti-Catholic  as  ever 
but  the  crisis  arose  when  he  had  to  choose  between  Kmancipation  and  Civil  War,  and  iit:  pre- 
ferred the  former. — -M. 

t  The  ordinary  conclusion  of  a  gallows  speech  in  Irelind, — "  I  die  an  unworthy  member  of 
the  Church  of  Rome.'"— .M.  O'D. 

1  When  Irish  ."Secretary,  Peel  established  the  con.stab  ilary  force,  by  which  Ireland  is  gov- 
erned,—the  members  of  it  are  familiarly  called  "  Peelem  "  In  1829-30,  when  Home  Secretary, 
he  organized  >be  present  excellent  police  of  London. — .V  , 
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Odoherty.  It  is  wui  the  worse  for  that.  We  are  of  a  sterner  ca«t. 
Thou'Mi,  indeed,  Beranger  is  not  a  bad  liand  at  polisliing  a  fellow  olf, 
when  he  pleases. 

Theodore.  Foi"  riiy  part,  I  like  his  gay  and  sprightly  songs  better 
thai;  his  political  ones — {'orm^iAnQH,  Ro(jer  Bonteinps,  Le  jjetit  h(»ume 
gris,  and  others  of  that  kind.  1  do  not  know  where  we  should  look 
in  English  for  songs  of  that  particular  species.  There  is  a  quiit 
humor  about  them,  rather  insinuated  than  expressed,  which  is  quite 
charminjr. 

Shepherd.  Verra  like  my  ain  style.  Ye  a'  mind  my  '•  It  is  a 
fac" 

Odoherty.  One  of  these  very  songs  is,  however,  political — I  mean 
the  "  Roi  d"  YvetoC 

Theodore.  Whieh  made  Bonaparte  very  angry  ; — the  picture  of 
the  quiet  king,  who,  "' Se  levait  tard,  se  couchait  tot,"  was  a  con- 
trast with  liiinself  that  was  not  commendable. 

Tickler.   Where  is  Beranger  now '? 

Theodore.  In  jail.* 

Tickler.  A  comnntn  case  with  wits. 

Theodore.  1  wish  some  of  you,  gentlemen,  would  write  an  Essay, 
full  of  translations,  on  French  songs — they  are  of  much  more  im- 
[)ortance  in  that  country  than  here. 

Tickler.   And  yet  here,  too,  we  have  known  songs   to  produce  no 

small  elfect  ;f  we  do  not  forget  the  "  Hunting  the  hare" 

"  ilaideiis  of  iliirybune,  tricked  out  iu  articles,"  &c.  &c. 

Odoherbj.  An  excellent  song  !  What  a  capital  verse  that,  begin- 
ning with, 

"  Next  came  the  Dowager  Countess  of  Tankerville" 

Or  better  still  — 

"Then  the  procession,  I  fear,  it  will  never  end, 

Ciitne  with  llie  others  his  liornage  to  pay, 
K'Hi'ird  hy  birtli.  liy  ])r-iftssion  tlie  reverend, 

Neither  by  niiture,  l\ut  hypocrite  Giey." 

Shepherd.  Oh  I  oh!  that's  ca|)itil.  That  Grey  has,  I'm  t<dd  nor, 
some  oraun  fat  kirk  in  Lnnnan  J 

Tickler.  Ay!  To  have  Iteeii  llif  personal  enemy  of  the  king,  is 
now  a  [passport  to  prefrmeiit.  He  lias  succeeded  Charles  Bloom- 
field  in  the  licli  living  of  r.ir.hopsgivte. 

Uno  iivulwi  nun  ucrK'it  alter. 

Kl  xiiiiih  fn>iii|i-scil  N'iigii  Mt-lidlo. 

•  Thin  wan  in  Ihi-  la*!  ynir  of  the  rri(jn  of  Ctiarlm  X.— M 

t  Th"' nfingii  herp  tfU-tfi  to,  weri!  wrilli-n  l;y 'I'lu-uilorn  llnok,  nnil  piiljlinlicj  in  tint  John 
Hull  newi-paprr.  which  he  ediled.  'Phejr  were  lalireii  on  ihe  pertuna  who  publicljr  took  pait 
with  Queen  Caroline,  in  l-Jll-l. — M.  ^^ 

{  Ur  K.  f'li-f,  brnther  of  Karl  Cwy,  wan  made  Bixhop  of  Hnrcford  in  1<K.— When  Lord 
Grey  waj>  l'r»Trii'r,  e»en  to  betti  hi*  name  waa  to  \>%  pretty  auru  of  obtaining  lomo  government 
•ppoiotmeat  I— M 
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Without  [ireteiidiiig  to  kimw  who  wroto.  tliat  verse  aljoiit  (»rcy,  I 
guess,  by  its  odium  theolof/ictmi,  it  was  ;i  l)r(itiiiir  parson,  Maciabiii-  — 
the  Di-an,  |irolial)ly.  JJiit  to  re'luiii.  The  okl  Freneh  ^ovciiiiiK-iit, 
it  used  lo  l)c  said,  was  a  despolisiii,  modeiee  par  chunaonn,  and  there 
is  no  style  in  wiiieh  our  neighbors  have  not  succeeded. 

Macrabin.  Kven  in  shing  i  Could  a  Frenehnian,  thinii  you,  ever 
write — 

Go  back  to  Bnimmaf^em,  go  back  to  Brummagem,* 

YdUlh  of  thiit  iiiK'iciit  and  lialtpcmiy  towti — 
ilaul  inaiiufactuieis,  rallle  and  Miininage  'cm, 
Country  swell'd  nobs  may  awcll  your  renowu  f 

iSJiej)hcrd.   Or  my  ain — 

Come  like  a  tailor,  Ddualtl  ilacgillivray, 

lu  aud  uiit  and  roundabout,  ueedle  llicm  cleverly? 

OiloJieity.  I  do  not  know  ;  the  Freiicli  are  not  a  boxing  people,  a 
circunistaiiee  which  sulHciently  accounts  for  thfir  cruel  propensities  ; 
but  they  have  slang  songs — capital  ones,  too — lor  instance,  look  at 
my  friend  Vidocq's  Memoirs. 

Theodore.  You  allude,  I  suppose,  to  that  excellent  song,  begin- 
ning with^ 

En  roulant  de  vergne  en  vergne  J 

Odoherti/.  Yes. 

Tickler 
marked  that  very  song,      I  wish  you  would  translate  it,  Sir  Morgan. 

Odoherly.  To  hear  is  to  obey. — Fill  all  round. — Sheep-feeder,  you 
are  remiss  in  supplying. 

Shepherd.  jS'a,  na,  my  laddie,  ye  shall  no  play  Sergeant  Kite  wi' 
me,  and  drink  twa  glasses  to  my  ane. 

Odoherty  [ainffs.)^ 

As  fioin  kfn(l)  to  ken  I  was  going, 

Duiiig  a  bit  on  tile  priirgini^  Wiy;(2) 
"Willi  sliould  I  meet,  but  a  jolly  blo\ven,(3) 

T.d  lol,  lol  lol,  tol  derol,"ay  ; 
Who  should  I  meet,  but  a  jolly  blowen, 

Who  was  fly (4)  to  the  time  o'  day .(6) 


Here  is  the  volume  among  old  Kit's  books  here — he  has 


1  lien — shop,  house, 

2  Priijginy     lay — thieving 
business. 

3  JJ/oweu — gnl,    strumpet, 
Bweetheart. 

4  Fli/ — (eontraotion  ufjla-sh) 
awake,  up  to,  practised  in. 

6  y'i)ne    o    dull — knowledge 
of  business,  thieving,  «tc. 

6  I'atlcred  in  Jlaxh — spoke 
in  slang. 

7  Covey — man. 

8  Bub,  grub — drink,  food. 

*  ''Go  back  to  Bruramagera"  was  written  by  J.  Hamilton   Reynolds,  (Tom  Hood's  brother 
in-law,)  and  first  appeared  in  his  "Uemains  of  t'eter  Corcoran." — .M. 

t  Kn  roulant  de  vergne  en  vergne,  (1)  Lonfa  nialura  dondaine, 

j'our  appremJrf  a  (.'oupiner.  (2)  '.{ui  du  pivois  solisail,  (4) 

J  ai  rencontr6  la  inercandicre,  (3)  .         J.oiila  maiiira  dond^. 


Who  pbould  I  meet,  but  a  jolly  blowen, 

Who  w.is  fly  to  the  time  o'  day  ; 
I  jiattered  in  flasli,(C)  like  a  covey,(7)  knowing, 

Tol  lol,  <tc. 
"  Ay,  bub  or  grubby ,(8)  I  say." 


1  City  to  city. 

2  Tu  work. 


■3  The  sliopkreper. 
4  Huld  wine. 
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I  pattereJ  in  flasli,  like  a  covey,  knowing;, 

"  Ay,  bub  or  grubby,  I  say."' — 
-'  Lots  of  gutter,'  (9)  quo  sLe,  "  are  flowing, 

Tol  lol,  tte. 
Lend  nie  a  lift  in  the  family  way.  (10) 

■*  Li>ts  of  gattor,"  quo  slie,  "  are  flowing. 
Lend  nie  a  litt  in  the  family  way. 

Y.iu  may  liave  a  crib  to  stow  in, 
Tol  l.l,  ic. 

Welcome,  my  pal,  (12)  as  the  flowers  in  May. 

"  You  may  liave  a  bed  to  stow  in  ; 

WeleoMK',  my  pal,  as  the  Flowers  in  May." 
To  her  ken  at  once  I  go  in, 

Tol  l.,l,  etc. 
Where  in  a  corner  out  of  the  way. 


9    Gatter — jiorter. 

10  Familji — the  thieves  in  ge 
neral.  The  Family  Way — the 
thieving  line. 

11  Cr?-6— bed. 

12  Pal — friend,  companion, 
paramour. 


To  her  ken  at  once  I  go  in, 

Where  in  a  coi'ner  out  of  tbe  way, 

Witli  his  smeller,  (13)  a  ti-umpet  blowing, 
Tol  1..1,  .tc. 

A  regular  swell-cove  (14)  lushy  (15)  lay. 


13  Smeller — nose.  Trumpet 
bloiphig  heie  is  not  slang,  but 
poetiy  for  snoring. 

14  Hwell-cove — g  e  n  1 1  e  m  a  u, 
dandy. 

15  //Ms//,y— drunk. 

16  Clhs — poekfts. 

17  y/«oA-.\— fingers  ;  in  full, 
tliievhir)  liooks. 

18  Collar  his  diayomt — take 
his  sovereigns;  on  llie  obverse 

of  a  sovereign  is,  or  was,  a  figure  of  St.  George  and  the  dratjon.  The  etymon  of 
collar  is  obvious  to  all  |)er8ons  wh<»  know  the  taking-ways  of  Bow-street,  aud 
elst;\.'here.  It  is  a  whimsical  coincidi;iice,  tiiai  the  motto  of  the  Manjiiis  (rf  Lon- 
doiuierry  i.s,  "  .Metiienda  cnrnlla  dracou'i'."     Ask   tiie  city  of  London,  if  "  1  fear  I 


With  his  smeller  a  trumpet  blowing 
A  ng  d.ir  -Well-cove  lu~hy  lay. 

To  his  clifs  (10)  my  iiooks  (17^  1  throw  in, 
T.il  lol,  d:c. 

Anil  collar  his  dragons  (18)  clear  away. 


may  not  collar  the  dragons,"  would  not  be  a  fair  translation 


J'a'  renconlri  la  mercandiure, 
C^ui  <Ju  luvom  iioliii.iit. 
J»  iui  j:iji[Mn>:  fn  hij^orne,  (5) 
Lonfri  inaliira  dondainii, 
l^uBs-tu  dune  li  iiiurtiller?  (0) 
l.oiifa  laalura  dontie. 

Je  Iui  jnipin«  en  kicrne 

({u  bJi-tu  diinc  II  iiiorliliiT  ? 

J  ai  du  cliKnii  (iivijia  trnnt  lance  (7) 

l.cnfa  rnalura  dondaine, 

Kl  du  larton  navcmnt^,  (H) 

Lonfa  iiialura  dondu. 

r,ii  Jo  rh»nu  pivijn  nanii  lane* 

I  tdti  larton  unvonne 

K.na  lourdn   unr  tournantt  (0> 

I  unfa  rnaiura  d»nd  one. 

1  t  un  pieu  pour  roupillcr  (10) 

l.oola  nialura  donde. 

h  I  nrk  him  in  ulang. 
«    l„  ml. 

7  (t'liid  wine  teilhout  voter. 

8  Whitr  hrt'iii. 

9  A  dviir  iinil  n  kry. 
10  A  brd  U>  «/(4;;  upon. 


L'ne  lourde,  un  tournsnte 
Kl  un  pit'U  pour  roujiiller, 
Jeiiejuilli'  ilauK  sa  caiiihriol"  (II ) 
l.onia  iiialura  dundaine, 
Khperunl  d«  rcnlillur  (12) 
Lonfa  inalura  dunde. 

J'eni|ui1li!  danK  Ha  oambriola 

J•;^|■^;r.•lnt  ili'  rfiilillcr 

J«  ri'iiibroi|uv  ;iu  i.iiiii  du  rifle  (13) 

J.onia  inalura  ilimduiiia, 

t.'n  inK.">irrii  i|ui  pinnfait  (14) 

Ltinfa  Iiialura  dondu. 

J«  rKmbrnque  nu  roin  du  rifle 
I'n  iMi'i'iiieri!  qui  piun^ail ; 
J'ui  rondo  dniiK  ki;*  valladea,  (IS) 
]/onf.i  inalura  dondnin>!, 
Hon  rnriB  j'ni  ]iii.i<i(.'ue  (1(1) 
Lnnfa  iiinlura  donde. 

11    hrnttr  lirr  rhnnilirr. 

Vi    'f'ti  makr  viijurlj'  iifrrrfnhlf  tn  ftrr. 

l'.\   /  iihitrrrr  tn  Ifir  rurncr  vf  the  rvom. 

11    A  miin  hjtuff  iislrrp. 

\ti    .Srarr/i  hm  pnrkrln, 

10   /  limk  hi$  mmtry. 
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To  Ilia  clirs  my  liook-s  I  tliiow  in, 
Aii'l  ciilliir  his  (li-iigiius  clear  away; 

Then  liis  ticker  (19)  1  set  aguiuj', 
T..1  1,,1,  etc. 

-\ii.l  liis  ouidus,  ("20)  chain,  and  key. 

"'Ikmi  hi.s  ticker  I  set  agoing. 

Willi  his  uriicui.s.  chain,  ami  key. 
Next  sli|)t  olF  his  bottom  clo'iug, 

Tul  Lil,  ifec. 
And  his  giugeibread  topper  gay. 

Ne.\t  slipt  otr  his  bottom  clo'ing, 

AtKJ  his  giniferbread  t<>p|>cr  gay, 
Tlien  iiis  othei' tuggeiy  (21  j  stowing, 

'I'.'l  l.'l,  etc. 
Ail  with  the  swag,  (22)  I  sneak  away. 

'J'lien  his  other  totrgerv  stowinsr, 
All  with  tile  swag,  1  sneak  away, 

"  Tiaiui)  it.  ti'aiup  it,  my  jolly  blowen, 
Tol  lol,  <tc. 

Or  be  grabbed  (23)  by  the  beaks  (24)  we  may ; 

"  Tramp  it,  tramp  it,  my  joUy  blowen, 
Or  be  grabbed  by  tlie  beaks  we  may  , 

And  we  shall  caper  aheel-and-toeiug. 
'J'ol  lol,  <t-c 

A  Newgate  hornpipe  some  fine  day. 


19  Ticker  —  watch.      The 
Fieueh  slang  is  tocqaauta. 
2(J    Oiiiun.s — seals 


21  Toggery  —  clothes     [from 
loiin.^ 

22  Swag — plimder. 


23  Grabbed— i:\\nin. 

24  Beakx — polic«-officer8 


•'And  we  shall  caper  a-heel-aud-toeing, 
A  Newgate  hornpipe  some  fine  day  ; 

With  the  mots,  (25)  their  ogles  (2G)  throwing, 
Tol  lol,  (fee. 

And  old  Cotton  (27)  humming  his  pray.  (28) 


J'ai  sond^  dans  ses  vallades, 

Son  carle  j'ai  pessigu6 

Son  carle,  auK.-i  .sa  tocquante  (17) 

Lonfa  malura  dondaine, 

Kl  ses  attaches  de  c6  (18) 

Lunfa  malura  donJii. 


25  lifots — girls. 

26  Oijlesi — eyes. 

27  Old  Cotton— W\cw  Ordina 
ry  of  Newgate. 

28  lltunining  his  pray — sa 
ing  his  prayers. 

Son  frusque,  aussi  sa  lisette 
Et  ses  tirants  brodancli^s. 
Croinpe,  croinpe,  inercandit*-e  (23) 
Lonfa  malura  dondaine, 
Car  nous  serions  bequiU6s  (24) 
Lonfa  malura  dond6. 


Bon  carle,  aussi  sa  tocquante 

Kt  ses  attaches  de  c.6. 

Son  coulant  et  sa  montante  (I!)) 

lionfa  malur.i  dondaine. 

Et  >on  combre  la^aluchfe  (20) 

Lonla  malura  dond^. 

Son  coulant  et  sa  montante 

Et  son  combre  (jaluch6, 

Son  frusque.  aussi  sa  lisette  (21) 

liunf.x  malura  dondaine. 

Et  ses  tirants  brodanch6s  (22> 

Lonfa  malura  dond6. 

1  7  ///>  moniy  anil  wnlrh. 

\H  His  sitver  biir.lite^i. 

19  His  clinin  and  lireecliet. 

2<)  Ould-tdged  tint, 

ttfl  His  coat  and  waistront. 

iti2  Embroidered  utockinga. 


Crompe,  crorape,  mercandifire, 
Car  nous  serions  bequill^s 
Sur  la  placarde  d«  verene  (25) 
Lonfa  malura  dondaine, 
11  nous  faudrait  gambiUet  (2G) 
Lonfa  malura  dund6. 

Sur  la  placarde  de  vergne 
II  nous  faudrait  Rambiller 
Allumts  de  toutes  ces  larguos  (27/ 
Lonfa  malura  dondaine. 
El  du  trepe  ra.«sembl6  (28) 
Lonfa  rnalura  dond6. 

23  Talic  care  of  ijuursitf,  slioplteeper. 

24  Huvged. 

sa   On  tUi:  Place  de  Ville. 

20    2'u  dance. 

27   l.iKiked  at  t»j  all  lliese  women. 

m  People. 
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"  With  the  mots  their  ogles  throwing. 

Ami  old  Ciitton  liiiiiiining  his  pray; 
Anil  tlie  fogle-huuters  ^'i'Jj  doing,  29  Fagle-hunters — piclipi)Cic- 

Tol  lol,  Jlc.  ets. 

Their  morni/ig  fake  [30]  in  the  prigging  lay."  30  Morning  fake  —  morning 

thievery. 

Odoherty.  Well,  I've  sung  my  share  of  this  night's  singing  in  all 
conscience.      Now,  Theodore,  do  give  us  a  twist. 

Theodore.  A  Twiss — Heaven  iurefend  !  I  don't  deal  in  Horatian 
metres.* 

Tickler,   I  shnuld  feel  much  obliijed  — 

Theodore^  [;/oiii(/  to  the  pia/io-Jorte.)  Oh  !  if  it  obliges  you — 
{aside  to  Dokerty) — I  liad  no  idea  lliat  these  savages  had  such  a  thing 
as  a  piano  in  llieir  country.  1  took  it  for  granted  they  played  only 
on  the  pipes. 

Odoherty.  (aside  to  Theodore.)  Or  the  liddle — it  is  a  national  in- 
btruMient. 

Theodore,  {chanting.) 

Air — My  Banks  they  are  covered  with  Bees. 

My  left  is  adorn'd  by  a  poet, 

Uniivalled  in  song  and  in  grog, 
For  tlie  Word  is  contimially  //«  it, 
/  'T\ve**n  the  Mnso,  or  the  mug,  and  our  Hogg. 

Mnnnt  lU-ngcr  and  Mador  mav  slmw  it. 

Of  his  doings  tlicy  hotii  keej)  a  log. 
I'm  rejoiced,  and  the  world,  sir,  siiall  iinow  it, 
That  I've  boozetl  at  the  elhow  of  Hogg. 

Fal  de  rol,  <tc. 

To  the  loft  of  my  Slioplu-i-d  ap|)oai's 

One  who  laughter  and  law  is  a  dah  in  ; 
Who  respects  neither  parsons  nor  peers, 

When  tiiey  cross  tlie  can-cr  of  Macrabiu. 
The  \Vliii;»  arc  in  funk  for  liis  jeers, 

Jolly  Tories  ddiglit  his  eoiifalj  in — 
And  his  eyes  p'ay  the  deuce  wi'  the  dears, 

In  the  soft  evening  hours  of  Macrabin. 

Fal  de  rol,  <to 

Next  to  thee,  llion  piinie  niaximist.f  Morgan, 

Tlie  cnirent  of  riiyniiog  nnisl  (low  ; 
Of  himpooning  the  gre.it  harrel  oigan, 

Still  grinding  u  chant  on  llie  foe. 

Allumto  de  touleii  ret  |ar(;uei  Lonfa  nialiirn.  ilondaine, 

Kl  du  u<^\'K  TnMtKiiiMc,  Toun  nlmliint  i^oiipiner  (30) 

El  de  oe»  charlato  bonn  drillos,  (29)  l.onia  iti:ilura  dond6 

29   Thirrrf  ;  eiinil  fr//air».  ;«)  Jill  ciming  to  roh. 

•   Horace  Twim,  wlio  nricrwardu  wrote  ttio  life  of  I.oid  Eldon.— M 

f  No.  I.  of  tl,«  "  .MaxiifiK  of  Odolierly''  waji  pwbliHliid  in  lilncliwdml  for  May  —No,  il.  in 
June:— No.  IJI,  winch  completed  tlin  «erlci>,  in  Sejitember,  IH'J4.  'I'liern  were  one  nunJred 
»nd  forty-lKii  Mimmis.  which  fiUed  tliirty-five  pB/;cn  (in  KMi.iller  type  than  ordinary)  of  tl.a 
A:ug.izina.     Maginn  contidsred  thcin  ok  among  Ihe  beat  article*  he  had  wrillcn,  anil    bouatod 
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Tljon  and  J,  most  illustrious  Baronet. 

Gi-niul  Masters  are  hdtli  in  the  tiade; 
And  oui'  biisonis  would  eaeli  linve  a  star  on  it, 

If  a  knighthood  of  libel  were  made. 

Fal  de  rol,  Ac. 

At  the  foot  of  the  table.  Sir  Tickler, 

llie  bottle  we  see  in  his  Imud, 
For  old  rum  and  religion  a  stickler, 

In  punch  «>ui  in  ]iiety  grand 
Alas  !  for  tlie  Cuckiiey  suburbans, 

Who  now  are  in  fear  for  their  heath, 
How  Hampstead  would  shake  in  disturbance, 

If  Zed's  scimitar  leapt  from  its  sheath. 

Fal  de  rol,  Ac. 

0  seiibe  of  the  witty,  dear  Mordy, 

Whose  stamp  coins  Old  Clirislopher's  bullion, 

1  am  sure  we  should  get  very  wordy 

In  reheai'sing  the  |)iaises  of  Mullion  ; 
We  can't  count  up  the  whole  of  liia  meiits, 

But  from  North  down  to  Ambrose's  scullion. 
The  lad  who  tiirects  and  insjiirits 

The  whole  Tory  battalion  is — Mullion. 

Fal  de  rol,  Ac. 

And  now  for  apj)lauses  you  look 

On  a  person  whose  qualities  we  adore; 
And  you'll  have  it  by  hook  or  by  ciook, 

Quoth  the  modt'st  and  blusli-mantled  Theodore. 
Contradiction  in  lliis  we  11  not  brook  ; 

No — that  window  sliouM  instantly  be  a  door 
For  the  wretch  who  this  dogma  forsook, 

£aUTH  holds  no  iMl'UOVISER  LIKE  'i'HEODOaEl 

Fal  de  rol,  Ac 

Hold — at  present  he's  chain'd  with  the  gout, 

But  at  Chiistopher's  table  we  sit — 
And  on  no  account  nmst  we  leave  out 

Our  immortal  old  paymaster  Kit. 
If  he's  sane,  1  confoundedly  doubt — 

And  t/ie  world  never  thouglit  him  a  wit; 
But  he's  sending  good  Boui'deau.v  about, 
And  so  here  goes  a  stanza  and  Kit. 

Fal  de  rol,  Ac. 
That  will  do  for  to-night.* 

Shepherd.  Chartnin' — just  wunnerfu' — eh,  man  !  gie  me  a  shako 
o'  your  hand  ;  ye're  just  a  brither  amaiig  us  when  North's  awa,  and 
we're  at  our  ease. 

Theodore.   My  dear  Shepherd,  I'm   not  such  a  Cockney  but   I  can 

that  they  ■were  "  downright  and  actual  observations  on  human  life."    After  MapinnV  d.iath, 
in  1S43,  Bla.~kwood  reprinted  them  from  the  jMapav.ine.  as  a  .separate  volume,  ana   the  edition 
was  exhausted  in  a  week. — Such  a  mixture  of  wit  and  common  sense,  recondite  learning  and 
Vnowledge  of  all  classes  of  society,  never  emanated,  before  or  since,  from  one  mind. — iM. 
•  This  cAont  was  written  by  .Maginn. — M. 
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appreciate  '.he  squeeze  of  that  hand.  Come  now,  give  us  a  ta^^te  of 
your  quality. 

Shrpherd.   My  quality,  hinny  ! 

Tickler.  He  means  a  song  of  the  true  old  Scottish  cut — a  genuine 
bud  of  tile  heatlier.      Come,  James. 

Shepherd.  Is  lliat  a'  ?  I'll  mak  and  sing  ane  aff-hand — love  never 
comes  wraiig  to  me. —  (^Sings.) 

O,  love's  a  bitter  thing  to  bide, 

The  lad  that  drees  it's  to  be  pitied  ; 
It  blinds  to  a'  the  waiid  besiiie, 

And  niuks  a  body  ilihk-  anil  dited  ; 
It  lies  sae  sair  at  my  breast  bane, 

My  heart  is  niehin  safl  ami  sal'ter: 
To  dee  outiight  i  wad  be  faiu, 

Wer't  uo  for  fear  wliat  may  be  after. 

I  didna  ken  what  course  to  steer, 

I'm  sae  to  dool  an'  daftness  driven. 
For  ane  sae  lovely,  sweet,  an'  dear. 

Sure  never  bieatli'd  the  breeze  o'  heaven; 
0  there's  a  sold  beams  in  her  ee. 

Ae  blink  o't  maks  aue's  8j>irit  gladder, 
And  ay  the  niair  she  geeks  at  nie. 

It  pits  me  aye  in  love  tlie  madder. 

Love  winna  lieal,  it  wiiina  thnle. 

You  canna  shiin't  even  when  you  fear't; 
An'  O,  tirs  siekness  o'  the  snul, 

'Tis  past  tlie  power  o'  man  to  bear  it  1 
And  yet  t<>  mak  o'  lier  a  wife, 

I  eonhlna  s(|iiare  it  wi'  my  duty, 
"d  like  to  see  iier  a'  her  life 

Itemain  a  \irgiu  in  her  beauty; 

Vs  pure,  as  bunny  as  slie'e  now. 
The  walks  of  human  life  adorning; 
i  blithe  as  bird  upon  the  bough, 
As  sweet  as  breeze  nf  ^<unlmer  Tnorning. 
V('  paints  the  eaith,  it  [laiiils  the  sky, 
An'  lints  eaeli  lovely  hue  nf  NallU'e, 
Anil  makes  tn  the  ein'hanted  eye 
An  ungel  of  a  mortal  ereature. 
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Theodore.  Exquisite — mighty  good,  regally — why,  Hogg,  Villuti' 
a  j<d<f  to  yon.* 

Tickler.  Very  w(dl  indeed,  Jattifs.  Pa<s  the  I)otlle,  Mullion — 
«md  Marijililii — why,  what  are  you  uliout,  Maeraiiiii  ? 

Afncrnbiii.   Mr.  Hogg,  may  I  crave  a  Itumpcr  ? 

•  Vp'.liiti,  willi  lii'  prcu/inr  voic,  (ht>  haJ    lipun  a  I'lnt'pr   in    ttin    Vnpn'n  rhnnp]    iit   Romo./ 
niuft  have  had  execution  in  a  manner  not  at  aU  like  ll"gg  •  who*e  vnico  wiia  a  oaaao. — M. 


3-43  KOCTES  AMin:os;A>fJ3. 

Shepherd.  Wi'  riglil  good  wall.  Gciillcincn,  nae  skjliglits — iho 
AJvucale's  toast. 

Macnihii).  In  risinir,  sir, upon  this  occasit)n,  I  may  safily  assure 
you,  thai  I  do  not  li'avi-  my  si'at  without  vory  cousidi-raWlc  agitation. 
1  do  not  allude,  .sii',  to  that  agitation  which  is  now  convulsing  Ireland 
• — that  agitation  which  a  dastardly  mini.-^ter  of  a  degraded  crow  n 
vainly  Ijoped  to  extinguish  forever  by  truckling  to  that  treason, 
which  it  was  his  bounden,  and  sacred  and  most  imj)erative  and  holy 
duty,  sir,  as  a  man,  and  a  Christian,  and  a  Briton,  to  have  trampled 
—  no,  sir,  1  allude  to  nothing  of  this  nature,  however  in  itself  moment- 
ous. My  business  at  present  is  nt'aier  home.  1  allude,  sir,  in  a 
word,  to  that  infernal  agitation  which  a  modest  individual  may  easily 
claim  credit  for  harboring  within  his  bosom  of  bosoms,  at  the  mo- 
ment when  he  rises  to  address  himself  to  such  an  assemblage  tif  in- 
tellect, of  genius,  and  of  virtue,  as  I  now  behold  congregated  aionnd 
this  festive  board.  [Iltar,  hem-.)  Sir,  we  live  in  extraordinary 
times.  A  great  crisis  is  indubitably  on  the  anvil.  The  clouds,  my 
lords,  are  thickening  around  the  horizon  of  Great  Britain — they  are 
conglomerated  in  portentous  and  inevitable  gloom  ;  and  the  avsful, 
the  appalling,  the  irresistible,  and  most  important  burst  already 
quivers  in  the  balance.  Every  sym|)lom,  sir,  conspires  to  give  omen 
and  indication  of  the  approaching  horrors.  The  Grkat  Unknown  is 
no  more,  'i'hose  dark,  and  atrocious,  and  altogt-ther  unjustifiable 
suspicions,  to  which  I  need  not  nu^re  particularly  allude,  disturb  no 
loiig<r  the  midnight  pillows  of  Mrs.  Grant,  Mrs.  Thomas  Scott,  and 
Mr.  George  Foihes.  (//rwr,  hear.)  The  private  accounts  of  the 
Corporation-of  London  are  o[ienly  demanded  in  the  Parliament  of 
England.  [Hear,  hear.)  A  son  is  born  inito  the  Mandarin — the 
lamental)le  story  of  Lonl  Londonderry  and  the  coal-lax  need  not 
detain  us  here.  Mr.  Jeflrey  is  Dean* — {Hear,  hear.) — Mr.  John 
Tate  is  Sheriff-depute  of  Clackmaiman  and  Kinross.  The  dissolution 
of  the  Ottoman  Empire  in  Europe,  the  utter  ruin  of  the  wilful  king, 
the  demolition,  in  other  words,  of  the  Siljukians,  Atabeks,  Kharis- 
mians,  aiid  Turks,  who  have  so  Jong  been  in  possession  of  the  prtc- 
fecture  of  the  East,  as  typefied  by  the  little  increasing  horn,  is  at 
hand.  {Hear!  hear!)  Mr.  George  Bankes  has  been  defeated  at 
Cambridge,  and  the  sixth  vial  is  on  the  very  eve  of  being  poured  out 
on  the  great  rivL-r  Euphrates.  {Hear!  hear!)  The  friend  of  Caro- 
line, and  the  second  of  Dimearn,f  is  actually  in  the  cabinet,  and  r\j- 
mors  are  rife  of  Althorp,  and  Graham,  and  Stanley,  and  even — shall 
I  utter   the  degrading    laet? — of   Sir    James    Mackintosh.      {Hear! 

•  Of  the  Faculty  of  Advocates,  in  Edinburph.  In  1^3(1,  he  was  made  Lord  Advocate,  (or 
firm  ia«  nicer  of  the  Crown,;  under  liie  Grey  Ministry,  and,  in  WH,  wau  promoted  to  oho 
Sc(tti8h  Bench  —M. 

1  The  Karl  of  Rosslyn  was  one  of  the  seconds  to  Mr.  Stuart  of  Punearn,  in  the  duel  with 
6i:  Alexander  JJoii.veU,  whicli  cost  the  latter  his  life.— M. 
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hear!  hear!)      Young  Glbb  sleeps  with  his  father — the  Battle  of 
Waterloo  is  forgotten  in  the  coming  thunders  of  the  Battle  of  Anna- 
geddon.     SpitalHelds   are   deserted.     Paisley    is   full  of  woe.     Sir 
Masseh   Mauasseh  Lopez  sold  \Vestl)ury   to   the   Right  HonoraMe 
Ko'ert  Peel,  for  the  enormous  sum  of  six  lhou>and  pounds  sterling. 
(Har!  hear!)      Birmingham  is  acquitted  and  remains  with  Captain 
Ives.      A  gieat  iron  mine  has  ju^t  heen  opened  at  OreWro,  in  Sweden 
— the  progress  of  the   lead  mines  in  the   dominions  of  tlie  Catholic 
Kin*',  is  alarming  in  no  trifling  degree  to  Lord  and   Lady  Stafford, 
who  have  advanctd  three  hundred  thousand  to  the  Maiquis  of  Angle- 
st-a — Captain  Basil  Hall's  travels  are  stereotyped — Lord  Lyndhurst 
is  mentioned  for  Grand  Mogul  ! — Mrs.  Thomas  Peel  has  been  refused 
a  ticket  to  the  great   ball  at  Almacks  !      {Hear!  hear!)     The  liiv. 
Edward  Irving  has  been  refused  admission  to  the  General  Assenibly 
of  the  Kiik  of  Scotlarid — Mr.  Trotter  of  Ballendean  has  been  in  vain 
proposed  for  Provost — Metternich  treml)les  at  the  announcement  of 
a    jiersonal    rencontre  with  Arthur   the    Great — Lord   Elleiiborough 
adverti-es  his  villa  at  Putiu-y  in  the  columns  of  the  Morning  Post — 
Sir  William  Rae*  is  talked  of  for  a  shelf— Sir  Henry  Ilalford  is  in 
daily  attendance  at  Bushy — the  King  appeared  at  A>cot  Races  in   a 
brown  hat — Mr.  Gait  has  returned  at  tliis  very  moment  fiom  Cana- 
da— and    Mr.  Thomas   Eretley's  letters    have   shaken    the   Court  of 
Chancery  to  its  centre — Lord  Cringeltie's  interlocutor — Lord  Macken- 
zie's ad  (ivi.sfitn/uin — the  silence  of  L.  E,  L. — and  the  dulness  of  the 
John  liidl  during  the  last  fortnight — these,  sir,  are  signs  of  the  times 
to   which  1  >hall  merely  point  your  attentit)n.      {Hear!  hear!)     On 
the  whole,   I   think   it  will   not  be  disputed,  that   1   have   made  out  a 
very  triumphant  case — the  issue  is  with  yuu.      But  I  venture  to  pro- 
pose a  bumper,  fully    relying  upon   your  candor — 1  venluic  to  i>ro- 
j)ose  a  bumper  which,   under  exisiing  circunislanees,  I  am  sure  you 
will  not  r«'fuse — a  bumper  to  the  health  and  prosperity  of  ourdistin- 
guislicd  friend  and  guest  now    in    my    eye,   Mr.  Theodore.     [Great 
ujt/il'iu-se.) 

Oiin>es.    Mr.  'Ihcodore  !  !  !    !!!    !!!      Three  limes  three.      {Air— 
Smo  ye  Johnnie  corniuy  ?) 

Theijdure^  {jumjjs  to  the  piano-forte  and  chanta.) 

Air — Ki'eleens  Dower. 

[  liopf,  Mi'».  Miiso, 

V(»u  will  rttiilly  iffime 
To  respond  in  y<'iir  »lriiinri  to  Miicrabiu'B  heart ; 

Who  8eiu|iU'H  not  Ut  Biiy, 

Thiit  tin-  ili-vil  is  to  pay, 
And  the  t^lory  of  Kjiliiin's  upon  ilie  atiirL 

"  Lord  AdrocaU  ol  iicotland.  in  1820.— M. 
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Our  poor  popiiliitiou 

Bt'in^  ^ivcn  to  propiigation, 
He  looks  to  tlif  nitos  witli  iin  eye  of  woe — 

As  for  j)liiii8  of  eiiii^i'iitiou, 

And  bog  ciiltiviilioii. 
He  abaudous  ihein  to  Sadlei'.  Wilmot  Horton,  an  J  Ca 

He  would  think  it  a  miracle, 

If  much  longer  in  curricle, 
Cburcb  aud  Stnte,  mure  pal  nun,  coutiuued  to  go — 

TiicJr  alliance  uudoue 

By  an  operative's  son; 
Etna's  flames  on  his  head — iu  his  heart  her  snow. 

But  when  lately  a  void 

Was  created  by  Lloyd, 
And  the  breast  of  I'hillpotto  with  hope  beat  high — 

Even  the  Duke  refused  that 

To  the  reverend  rat. 
And  promoted  old  Bagot* — the  King  knows  why. 

Then  the  King  said  nay, 

To  all  mention  of  Grey; 
And  though  (Jcneral  Rosslyn  obtained  the  place, 

The  Sovereign  lump'd  hini, 

With  a  visag";  so  grim, 
It  gave  sore  tribulation  unto  his  Grace. 

Then,  tlie  brave  Cumberland 

Seems  determined  to  stand — 
Spite  of  all  their  niano-'uvres — by  liis  post: 

Which  gives  much  ado 

T.J  the  I'rince  Wateiloo, 
Who  was  miuded  for  ever  lo  rule  our  roast. 

0  declare.  I  beseech  ! 

Is  it  VV'etherell  or  Leach, 
That  is  destined  to  shine  in  Lyndiiurst's  se.'it? 

And  where  will  Lyridhurst  go? 

And  who  will  be  the  beau 
To  defray  the  expenses  of  that  retreat  ? 

I'm  perplex'd  from  my  soul 

'Bout  the  Seagrave  coal. 
And  Lord  Brecknock  letiiiiig  for  Castlereagb — 

Nor  can  1  understand. 

Why  a  martyr  so  gran<l 
George  Bankes  should  be  deem'd — since  he  stooped  to  stay. 

Billy  Holmesj-  don't  conceal 
That  the  conduct  of  Peel 
Has  put  knot  after  knot  iu  his  Master's  yarn  ; 

*  Dr.  Ba^ot  wa»  made  Bishop  of  Oxford  in  1829 — translated  lo  Bath  and  Wells  in  I81C,  and 
died  in  18)4.— M. 

t  William  Holmes  was  the  Tory  whipper-in  of  the  House  of  Commons  for  many  years. — M. 


HERTFOUD   AND   nOPKINSON.  351 

And  that  Bob  must  skip 
From  the  weavership, 
Is  a  fact  which  his  kindieil  with  grief  discern. 

O  weep  for  the  day, 

Wlien  from  place  and  pay, 
Back  to  roost  in  liis  Rochdale  the  false  Lord  goes ; 

Sure  the  worst  of  the  bad 

Have  a  kick  for  the  Cad 
Who  by  treason  falls,  as  by  cant  he  i-ose. 

'Tis  my  trust  that  tlie  King, 

Understanding  the  thing. 
Will  ere  long  cheer  his  friends,  and  confound  his  foes; 

"  The  Man-wot"  o'erwhelni, 

Summon  Bags  to  the  helm, 
And  a  new  House  of  Commons  for  Lord  Chaados. 

Better  prospects  arise 

Befoie  loyal  eyes, 
And  in  merrier  mood  than  I  close  my  strain ; 

Fill  a  bumper  I  pray, 

To  the  coming  day, 
When  the  King  shall  enjoy  his  own  again.     {Great  applause. f 

Odohertij,   (aside  to  Marrabin.)   Do  you  give  it  up  ? 

Miicrabin,  [axii/e  to  Odolierty.)  Onilourid  his  oJUnu'ss  !  My  dear 
Theodore,  you  liave  outdone  yourself.  Sir  Morgan  is  really  quite 
iealous. 

Shepherd.  Ilaud  awa,  haud  awa  w  i'  si(!  havers — ye' re  a'  <;rand 
chiels  in  your  ain  gaits — and  now  I  think  Tickler's  heginning  lo  look 
a  ihoiiirht  yaiiji.     tSall  we  hae  l)en  the  cauld   heads,  Mr.  Timothy'? 

Tickler.  By  ail  means,  (liingn — enter  Ambho.sk.)  Supper  im- 
inedi.iUdy.  Tlie  hoar'ts  head,  the  sheep's  heail,  some  lobsters,  iho 
htiau  berries  and  cream,  and  a  Ijoltle  ol"  champagne. 

{Exit  Ambrose.) 

Mullion.  Drooping  nature  really  begins  to  call  for  some  refresh- 
ment.     {Enter  the  truij.)     Aye,  aye,  Ambrose  was  ready. 

Slirplwrd.  IIow  bonnily  they've  dressed  np  the  cauld  porker! 
My  eye,  Mr.  Awmrose,  but  you've  made  a  perliiCL  flovver-bol)  of  him. 
Shall  I  help  you,  Theodore  ? 

Thcodarr.  So  be  it.  liy  .Ju[)ilcr,  this  garniture  is  perfectly  liop- 
kinsonian  !     (Jive  me  the  ear  also.     Pray,  do — inerci. 

Tirkhr.    Hopkinsonian  ?      Non  intelligo. 

Tluodnrc  JIa!  ha!  uell,  i  thought  }  on  must  hav<!  heard  the 
story,  I  prote-t.  Von  must  know,  my  friend  IIi  ilforcl,  walking  one 
day  near  his  own  shop  in  I'iceadlllv,  happened  to  meet  one  Mr. 
Ilojikinson,  an  eminent  brew«r,  1  bilieve.  Upon  my  word,  this  is 
better    cold    than    hot,  however — and    the    co^ver^ation    naturally 
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enough  turned  upon  some  late  diiiiier  at  the  Alljion,  Aldersgate 
street — nobody  appreciates  a  real  oily  dinni'i  better  than  Monsieur 
le  Maripiis — and  so  on,  till  the  old  lirewer  mentioned,  j;a?'  hazmd, 
that  he  had  just  received  a  noble  specimen  ot"  wild  |)ig  iVom  a  iricnd 
in  Frankfort,  adding,  that  he  had  a  very  particular  party,  God  knows 
how  many  aldermen,  to  dinner — half  the  East  India  Direction,  1  b  - 
lieve — and  that  he  was  something  puzzled  touching  thd  cookery 
'' l*ot)h '"  says  Ilertftjrd,*  "  send  in  your  porker  to  ms  man,  and 
he'll  do  it  for  you  a  merveille.''''  The  brewer  was  a  grateful  man — 
the  pork  came — and  went  back  again.  Well,  a  week  after  my  lord 
met  his  friend,  and,  by  the  way,  "  Ilopkinsoii,"  says  he,  "how  did 
the  boar  concern  go  off?"  "  U,  beautifully,"  says  the  brewer;  "I 
can  never  sufficiently  thank  your  lordship;  nothing  could  do  better. 
We  should  never  have  got  on  at  all  vvithout  your  lordsiiip's  kind 
assistance."  "The  thing  gave  satisfaction  then,  Hopkinsonl"  "  O, 
great  satisfaction,  my  lord  marquis.  To  be  sure  we  did  think  it 
rather  queer  at  (irst — in  fact,  not  being  up  to  them  there  thing-,  we 
considered  it  as  deucedly  stringy — to  say  the  truth,  we  should  never 
have  thought  of  eating  it  cold."  "Cold!"  says  Hertford;  "did 
you  eat  the  ham  cold?"  "Oh  dear  yes,  my  lord,  to  be  sure  we 
did — we  eat  it  just  as  your  lordship's  gentleman  sent  it."  "  Why, 
my  dear  Air.  Alderman,"  says  Hertford,  "my  cook  only  prepared 
it  for  the  spit."  Well,  1  shall  never  forget  how  the  poor  dear  Duko 
of  York  laughed ! 

Shepherd.  O  the  heathens  !  did  they  really  eat  the  meat  raw  ? 

Theudore.  As  raw  as  you  sit  there,  my  hearty.  Come,  another 
slice. 

Macrabin.  Ila !  a  cork  started!  Quick,  Mullion !  The  cham- 
pagae !     Tumblers!     Ambrose,  more  of  that. 

{^N.  B.  Conversation  for 
some  time  not  audible 
in  the  ciq)board.) 

Odoherty.  This  is  the  right  sort.  Except  John  at  the  Salopian, f 
I  really  don't  know  any  body  to  compare  with  you  in  a  hot  bowl. 

Tickler.  1  pique  myself  more  on  the  cold — but  that  you  Mun- 
sterians  never  appreciate. 

Shepherd.  Thraw  the  wand  when  it's  green,  Timothcus. 

Tickler.  Now  hand  me  the  cigars — do  you  prefer  the  pipe  or  the 
naked  beauties,  Theodore? 

Theodore.  I  never  smoke — {fuffh!) — This  punch  is  blameless,  sir. 
Tills  does  you  hon(;r — you  would  corrupt  me,  if  1  stayed  among  you 
|,,iig — you  would  corru|jt  me — 1  piotest — quite  delicious  — 

•  The  proflitrate  Marquis  of  tleriforJ,  the  original  of  Thackeray's  oft-repeateJ  Marquis  of 
S'fyne      H«  is  tli«  1/ord  Varinonih  if  Moore's  Two-penny  Pott-bae. — M. 

(■'.iolin  was  a  waiter  in  the  Salopian  Colfee-house,  l.undo  i,  famous  for  making'  K"oil  puncj; 
an  J  (•  '  rccol  eciin^',  at  once,  the  face  of  every  man  who  had  ever  slept  in  the  house.— M. 
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Shepherd.  Corrupt  you !  my  certy,  we  wad  do  yon  a  groat  deal  u' 
glide,  luy  man  ;  we  wad  clean  cure  you  o'  the  fine  gentleman,  'at  we 
woulii— and  \\(!  would  gar  ye  shew  your  teeth  in  aniih?r  fasln-.n. 
A  man  jn.-t  gets  a  bairn  fur  the  matter  o'  birr  and  venom  when  ho 
bides  lani:  up  yonder — ye're  just  naething  ava'  noo  to  what  ye  were 
when  ye  fir>t  comed  hame. 

Tickler.  Nonsense — we  all  adapt  ourselves  unconsciously  tn  the 
circle  we  mix  in.  Every  place  has  its  own  tone — and  Edinburgh 
and  London  are  four  hundred  miles  apart. 

Mdcnihiii.    Thank  God  ! 

Theodore.  Inverness,  I  presume,  is  still  nearer  the  centre  of  civili- 
zation. Well,  I  can't  stand  this  any  longer — hand  me  tht-  cigars — 
self-defence  is  a  duty — you  may  send  rt)und  the  jug,  too,  Mr.  Tickler. 

Shepherd.  There's  a  man — now,  dinna  be  blawin'  ower  fass  at  the 
beginning — there — gently,  gently,  a  sma'  quiet  sook,  hardly  mair 
nor  the  natural  l)reathin' — look  at  me. 

Theodore.  A  perfect  zephyr. 

Shepherd.  Look  at  him — as  I  sail  answer,  he  can  send  the  smoke 
out  at  his  nostrils  — na,  losh  keep  us!  he's  up  to  every  thing — there 
it's  puffin'  out  at  the  lug  next! 

Theodore.  Teach  the  Patriarchs,  and  multiply. 

Tickler.  Fill,  Odoherty — and  pass.  Are  you  and  Theodore  going 
into  the  Highlands  ? 

Odohertij.  Not  we,  truly — we  have  other  fish  to  fry.  I  say,  with 
Old  Captain  Morris, 

"  The  sweet  shady  side  of  Pall-Mall" — 

I'm  ofTto  town  again,  next  steamboat;  the  approaching  Dissolution 
\siil  not  permit  any  further  extension  of  our  tour  just  at  present. 

Tiiklcr.    What  did  you  think  of  the  result? 

Odoheriy.  O,  a  roaring  Protestant  House  of  Commons,  as  sure  as 
a  gun — a  go(jd  strong  Torv  government,  without  which,  indi'ed,  the 
country  cannot  and  will  not  hang  together  for  many  months  more. 
The  King  cnjuving  his  own  again,  and  Lil)eralism  at  a  diseoimt  in 
Westminsti-r  a^  much  as  every  where  else — the  ("liunh  is  musteiing 
all  h<r  sirenglli,  and  woe  to  the;  Papists  when  tht^  tussle  comes! 

Tickler,  'i'ou  may  flatter  yourself  as  you  please — my  opinion  is, 
that  the  utter  want  of  Tah-nt,  Courage,  and  L'nion,  which  has  c;nised 
the  present  condition  of  the  Tory  party,  will  Keep  it  where  it  is. 
With  grief  <lo  I  say  it.  I  adhered  to  that  f)arty,  lioy  and  m;ln,1hlou^h 
evil  report  and  through  go<id  re[)ort,  for  sixty  years,  sir;  1  served  it 
zealously  with  tongue  and  pen,  and  bayonet  and  halbert  too,  and  it 
never  did  any  thing  for  me,  Heaven  knows;  and  I  adhere-  to  it  still 
— 1  share  its  discomliture — 1  cannot  share  your  hopes;  it  is  down, 
down,  down,  for  my  time,  at  any  rate.  '\'>n  aie  \oung  men — you 
may  live  to  see  lietlcr  times. 
Vol.  i\l.—i\ 
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Theodore.  You  must  all  be  delijihted  to  know  that  tlie  King  is  well 
—really  well.  I  was  near  his  person  lialf-an-hdur  on  Tlinisday,  ..t 
Ascot,  "and  1  give  yon  in)  Inmur  liis  IMajcf.ty  m-ver  looked  hettur  in 
my  re'nienibiance  ;  complexion  clear,  eye  bright,  the  whole  presence 
and  l)earing  as  full  of  life  and  vigor  as  of  grace  and  dignity.  This  is 
one  great  consolation  to  us  all.* 

Odohvrty.  His  life  is  worth  two  of  the  Duke  of  Clarence's.  But 
still,  the  question  of  the  Regency  begins  to  be  an  anxious  one. 
Pei>ple  n)ust  be  expected,  in  these  times,  to  look  a  Icetle  beyond 
their  noses. 

Tickler.  Why,  how  can  there  be  any  question  ?  Upon  what 
pretence  could  "the  Duke  of  Cumberland  he  passed  over, — the  next  in 
order;  the  tirst,  certainly  in  talent;  and,  without  all  doubt,  the 
steadiest  in  principle  among  those  of  his  royal  line  who  would  then 
be  Kfl  to  us  1 

Odoherty.  Why,  you  are  aware,  he  would  then  be  King  of  Han- 
over. 

Tickler.  And  is  that  an  objection  1  His  son,  of  course,  marries 
the  Princess  Victoria. f  I  hope  they'll  alter  that  outlandish  name,  by 
the  way. 

Odoherty.  My  dear  friend,  there's  the  rub.  Yoimg  Cimiberland, 
or  vouiig  Cambridge?  On  one  side,  the  roval  family  (with  one  ex- 
cep't ion,  of  course)  and  the  people  of  England — and^  the  people  of 
Hanover,  too,  (for  they're  not  such  spoons  as  to  wish  to  he  left  to 
the  tender  mercies  of  Prussia) ;  on  the  other,  the  Duke!  Do  you 
begin  to  see  daylight? 

Theodore.  Aye,  you've  laid  your  hand  on  the  point  now. 
Shepherd.  An'  slid  na  the  King  himsell  settle  a'  the  like  o'  that  ? 
Odohertif.  Before  the  flood,  Ireland  was  a  potato-garden.  Fill  my 
glass.  You  see,  sir,  here  is  a  delicate  business,  rather,  f..r  rough 
practitioners.  And  you  will  admit,  on  the  whole,  that  the  whiskered 
Duke  has  some  ['retty  considerable  cause  to  be  in  no  great  hurry 
al)OUt  returning  Ui  Berlin? 

Tickler.  They  talked  of  his  having  the  Horse  Guards. 
Odoherty.  Stutf,  my  dear,  stuff.  Nobody  will  have  the  Horse 
Guards— as  The  old  Times  truly  said  when  the  Prince  of  Waterloo's 
reign  began— except  some  Lord  HilLJ  or  Lord  Dale,  that  his  High- 
ness can  canter  over,  as  seemeth  good  to  his  spurs.  Perfiaps  the 
good-natured  Duke  of  Cambridge,  influenced,  as  he  must  be,  by  cer- 
tain considerations  already  touched  up^n,  might  be  reckoned  sufli- 

•  It  happened,  however,  tl  at  George  IV.  died  in  June,  1^30,  and  the  Duke  of  Clarence,  who 
then  liecaiiie  William  IV..  survived  him  seven  years. — .M. 

t  The  Duke  of  Cumberland  was  not  made  Recent,  (he  became  Kinff  of  Hanover  on  the  death 
of  Williarn  IV..  in  18.17  ;l  and  Victoria,  who  preserve.s  her  '■  outlandish  name,"  did  not  marry 
her  cousin  of  Cumberland,  nor  yet  of  Cambridge.  At  this  time,  when  the  Arabrobiang  were 
tpeculatins  on  her  marriage,  the  little  lady  wai,  len  years  old! — M. 

t  Lord  Hill  lind  the  Ilor»e  Guards,  as  CommanJer-in-chief,  from  1828  to  1842.— M. 
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clently  en  tenve,  for  an  expoiimcnt  at  last.  But  who,  that  looks  to 
the  great  question  we  have  heen  talking  of,  and  looks  also  to  the 
noble,  correct,  an(3  vigorons  appearance*  of  that  true  get  of  Gi'orge 
the  Ihird  himself  personally,  will  ever  dream  fur  a  niotnont  of  the 
Duke  of  Cumberland  having  the  Horse  Guards,  while  the  Duke  of 
"Wellington  has  Downing-jitreet — I  beg  his  Grace's  pardon — has 
England,  Scotland,  and  Ireland,  with  the  Town  of  Berwick-upon- 
Tweed,  and  all  other  dependencies  thereunto  belonging?  The  Dnke 
will  have  no  other  voice  but  his  own  any  where — and  I'm  sure,  afier 
all  that  has  come  and  gone,  yf>u'll  be  sorry  to  hear  that  tlie  enor- 
mous fatigue  to  which  he  is  condemned  by  his  system  of  keeping  all 
voug-  but  his  own  at  a  distance,  is  already  telling  visibly — most  \  isi- 
l»ly — even  on  that  iron  fiame.  lie  looks  ten  years  older  at  this 
liour  than  he  did  when  ihe  Duke  of  Rutland's  speech  killed  poor 
Canning. 

Tickler.  No  speeches  will  kill  him. 

OJoherty.  No,  truly — but  this  overwt)rk— he's  at  it,  I  hear,  full 
sixteen  hours  out  of  the  four-and-twenty,  and  {)lays  dandy  besides — 
this  horrid  overwork  will  act  even  on  his  nerves  ;f  and  thoroughly 
as  he  may  de^pise  the  talking  of  the  House  of  Commons,  and  the 
jabber  of  the  press,  I  cannot  ea^ily  believe  that  his  proud  heart  will 
endure  long  the  marked  dislike  of  iiis  master,  and  the  settled  coMness 
of  the  Tory  aiistocracy.  Nobody  knows  better  than  \u'.  where  thp 
real  pith  of  England  lies — nobody  need  tell  him,  that  the  only  party 
which  at  present  gives  his  government  f/;iy  support,  is  the  very  party 
wliicli,  fiir  forty  years  at  least,  has  beiMi  ideiitilied  with  the  |)rinciple 
i>f  revolution — nobody  need  tell  him  what  inust  be  the  consequences 
of  a  continued  and  efllctive  alliance  with  that  party,  opposed  fierce- 
ly by  all  the  more  zealous  c^f  the  other,  and  aided  by  none  of  the 
other,  (for  I  count  a  few  cowardly  place-holders  and  place-hunters 
at  their  worth.) 

Tickler.  Tlie  Dnke  must  have  ma<le  up  his  mind. 

Oduhvrlij.  Yes.  to  one  of  three  things;  either  to  identify  himself 
thoroughly  with  the  Whigs — which  he  cannot  do  uilhout  giving 
them  ///c  pla(M-s — which  he  cannot  do  without  turning  out  the  Peels, 
Ilerrieses,  GonllHirns — in  themselves  noijodies  at  all  times,  and  now 
mere  nobodies,  so  making  room  for  Brougham,  Mackintosh,  and  the 

•  With  ht»  irmn''n»fl  wliite  moudnchi'ii,  forniitii  of  whiskprn,  ulinpcY  *y<'t)rows,  and  nimbler 
lonk,  the  Duke  of  Cumberland  wan  un<;  of  thfl  riiOKt  un-Kn;:lli<h  looking;  ini'n  in  l.nn>li>ii,  at 
tliat  tiirin  ;  hut  h«  won  a  rabid  jioliticiaii,  and  extreme  Tory,  and  the  Ambro»ianH  jiullcil  liiiii 
arcnr'linKly. — M. 

t  'I'he  proph»r|e»  at  the  Noct*»  were  very  unfortunate.  P'ew  of  them  vrere  fulfilled.  In 
1— Jf),  the  Diike  of  Wellington  wan  nixty  yearn  old  :  — if  "overwork''  kilU'd  him,  it  nnut  have 
b«»n  bv  virv  »l'iw  dei>r'-<».  lor  he  mirvived  until  Seiitembcr.  IHVi,  a  \iirii'il  o(  lirriiiii-lhrrr  urnri  f 
—  In  IM.),  when  the  (ilnlii  new»j).i(ier,  in  very  hail  ta»to  remark'd  that  I'li'l  w.m  lookinc  ill 
and  hai'ennl  from  the  dilhf-ulticii  ol  hi*  po«ition,  all  the  Conm'rvative  juiirnalu  Lltarkrd  it,  for 
iinacininc  and  deiiriiic  I'eel*  death:  one  and  all  had  forgotten  liotv  Ulucktcnud  lind  allu- 
ded, ID  like  manner,  to  ll"!    'wnrite  Wellington.— M. 
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rest  of  the  fry,  and  udmitting  old  Grey  to  at  least  a  siibordinato 
consulate  ;*  or  to  get  back  the  Tories,  w  liii-h  he  cannot  do  without 
turning  out  all  the  inferior  Kats,  and  lilling  his  cabinL-t  with  the  El- 
ilons,  the  Sadlers,  the  Chandoses — in  other  words,  returniu'^  to  the 
point  from  whieh  he  started  !  or,  lastly,  attempt  to  carry  or.  the  ex- 
isting system,  whieh  he  well  knows  he  cannot  do  tiirough  another 
session  of  Parliament,  without  taking  some  elfectual  means  to 
strengthen  his  hands  in  the  Commons — in  other  words,  take  IJuskis- 
son  and  his  tail  again  into  favor, 

I'ickler.  Why,  no  doubt,  Husky  would  now  be  preferred  to  Peel.f 

Odoherty.  By  all  parties.  He  has  talents — he  has  tact — he  could 
manage  a  decently  manageable  House  of  Commons  very  fairly,  I 
don't  question — and  indeed,  if  1  saw  a  pure  Tory  Government  form- 
ing to-morrow,  I  .>-hould  be  sorry  if  Hu^kisson  were  not  allowed  to 
eat  some  of  his  theories,  and  make  part  of  it. 

Theodore.  He  has  had  his  lesson,  and  would  not  again  tamper,  as 
he  used  to  do,  with  good  old  Liverpool — "  running  about,"  as  Sam 
Rogers  said,  "with  a  resignation  at  half  cock  in  his  pocket." 

Odoherty.  No — no  ;  but  then  there's  Palmerston — who,  by  the 
by,  has  lately  shown  himself  to  be  a  much  cleverer  fellow  than  I 
used  to  take  him  for — and  there's  Charles  Grant — a  lazy  sumph,  but 
a  good  speaker,  and  not  to  be  openly  sjmrncd  by  Husky  for  many 
reasons — and  Lord  Dudley — cleverer  than  them  all  put  together,  and 
every  way  more  influential. |  You  perceive  this  crew  could  not  be 
got  in  without  a  sad  scattering  of  the  incumbL'ncy  — 

Tickler.  Wiiich  heaven  send  us  !  Wc  could  never  be  worse,  any 
how.     But  the  Chancellor 

Odoherty.  Pooh!  pooh!  that  cock  will  make  no  fight.  Whatever 
happens  as  to  others,  he's  gone — gone — g(»ne.  Tiie  whole  of  thfi 
bar  are  against  him  to  a  man,  and  the  Duke  is  not  ih(!  lad  to  brave 
a  body  like  that  (even  were  there  nothing  more.)  uiihout  a  tangi- 
ble ^u/rf  j^ro  quo.  In  God's  name,  what  strengih  can  any  govern- 
ment derive  frtjm  a  man,  whose  character  did  not  sink  one  peg  in 
public  estimation,  upon  the  commission  of  perhaps  the  most  flagrant 
act  of  rattery  exemplified  in  human  biography, ||  Peel's  excefited  ? 

Shepherd.   Weel,  1   hope   we'll    hae   a  gude   harvest.     Od  sirs,  if 

•  Lord  <?rey  would  not  hold  a  fubordinate  Bituation.  He  attacked  Canning,  in  1327,  for 
taking  tlie  rremiership,  which  he  (Grey)  looked  for  as  his  own  party  inheritance — M 

t  Except  by  the  ultra-I.iberals,  who  identified  him  with  Free  'J'rade,  of  which  he  was  tho 
advocate,  Iluski.'^j-pn  would  have  been  welcomed  tacU  into  oilicc  by  nobody. — M. 

X  I'alrnerston  has  fulfilled  the  expectations  here  expressed.  Charles  Grant  went  into  office  in 
1830,  but  did  little — his  liabits  of  laziness  were  unconquerable — and  eventually  retired  on  a 
peerage  (ais  Lord  Glenelg)  and  a  pension. — Lord  Dudley,  with  great  talents,  was  occasionally 
non  cornptts  mentis. — M. 

II  Copley  was  originally  a  strong  Liberal.  Accepting  place,  he  adopted  Tory  principle?, 
and,  up  to  the  close  of  IfiUP,  violently  opposed  Catholic  Kinancipation.  In  lH-i7,  as  Chancellor 
under  Canning,  he  became  Lord  Lyndhurst.  Betained  in  ofMce  by  'The  iJuke,'-  he  defended 
Catholic  Emancipation,  in  18^0,  as  warmly  a»  ka  had  previously  resisted  it. — AJ. 


CLEAR   THE   CTPKOARD,  357 

ye'll  fill  our  waims  weel,  we  puir  bodies  will  e'en  let  your  kiiijTs  and 
a'  their  creatures  sink  or  swim  as  they  list.  Let's  hae  anither  bowl, 
however. 

Mai'.rabin.  Mr.  Chairman,    I   move   the   standing   order,  that  the 
cupboard  of  this  house  be  now  cleared ! 
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No.  XLVl.— SEPTEMBER,  1829. 

Sederunt — CnKit>T<)PiiEK    North,    E>q. ;    Timothy    Ticklkr,  Esq.; 
The  Shepheku  ;  Peter  Mackabin,  Esq.  ;   Rev.  Dr.  VVourow. 

North.  It  is  \o.\-\  well  for  old  fellows  like  you  and  ine,  'riiiiotlieus, 
lo  croon  awav  in  this  fashion — the  Imrden  of  our  sonti  beinij.  in  sum 
and  substance,  no  more  than  poor  Vinny  Bourne's 

"  Sunt  res  humanie  flebile  ludibrium"  — 

But  here  is  the  Doctor,  honest  man,  with  two  strapping  younkers 
on  his  hands — what  is  he  to  do  with   them  1 

Macnibin.  A  practical  question,  my  cock,  and  one  not  to  be  an- 
swered with  an  ochone. 

Tickler.   Pass  the  botile.  Kit. 

WoJrow.  Aye,  aye,  Mr.  North — there's  the  rub — what's  to  be 
done  wi*  them  1  There's  Jenmiy  has  won  I  kenna  how  inony  prizes, 
and  noo  the  Natural  class  is  over,  it  really  comes  to  be  a  matter  o' 
do\vnri<;ht  necessitv  for  me  to  determine  on  something.  He's  not 
indisposed  for  the  ministry,  that  J  allow  ;  but  'J'ammas  is  only  a 
year  and  a  half  be  hint  bini,  and  lie's  vt'iy  dt'licate.  'Jam  always 
was  a  weakly  thing  in  the  l>ody  fioin  his  verra  cradle,  as  I  may  say 
— he's  just  keen  for  the  kirk  again.  And  now,  ye  see,  M  r.  North, 
the  case  is  this.  1  was  tutor  to  Sir  John,  uncle  to  the  present  Sir 
John,  and  that  was  the  way  I  got  the  jncsentation  ;  and  1  dinna 
douljt,  that  if  1  had  a  son  a  preacher,  and  weel  spoken  of,  belyve, 
as  years  are  wearing  awa'  wi'  us  a',  hech,  sirs  !  Sir  John,  1  daur 
say,  would  not  be  indisposed  to  let  him  come  in  as  assistant  and  suc- 
cessor. I  have  no  positive  promise,  sir,  but  J  think  I  have  reason  to 
Consider  this  as  pretty  ceitain. 

North.  No  d<uibt  at  all,  Doctor. 

WodrauK  But  then,  ]\Ir.  North,  there's  the  question  again  —  if  they 
l)aith  gaed  to  the  Hall,  and  were  licensed  in  due  season  vvhich  o' 
them  would  get  the  place?  and  what  might  come  f)'  the  other? 

tS/ie///ierd.  Aye,  doctoi-,  there's  niony  an  ill  tiedd  ;  but  a  black 
coat  uiihout  the  Itands  is  the  very  piiirest  o'  the  iuiill  tot. 

Macrabin.  A  doubtful  case — and  a  deep — nor  to  be  settled  with- 
out all  due  ajipliances  and  means. 
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Tickler.  How  many  chalders  did  the  last  augmentation  come  to, 
Doctor  % 

Wodrow.  Why,  ]\[r.  Tickler,  I  certainly  thuught  I  was  entitled  to 
sixteen  chalder,*  and  ]Mr.  Jeenies  Mnucrietl'— (I  beg  pardon,  1  mean 
Lord  Moncriefl' — but  he  was  then  only  Mr.  Jeemes— for  it  was  in 
Sir  Ilarrv's  time,  honest  man) — Lord  Moncrieff,  he  was  clearly  of 
ihat  opinion  :  and  indeed  Lord  Pitmiliy  took  notice  of  one  ciiiuni- 
stance  that  one  would  have  thought  might  have  satisfied  any  unpre- 
jiideezed  understanding,  namely,  ye  see,  sir,  that  Mr.  Blackie,  of 
Middlecairny,  the  very  next  iiicuml)ent,  sir,  wi'  a  con-ideraidy 
smaller  paii>h,  a  population  decidedly  inferior  in  amount,  sir,  and 
comparatively  speaking,  no  style  is  necessary  to  be  supported — tor 
there's  no  resident  proprietor  in  Middlecairny  aboon  the  degree  of  a 
boimetdaird,  as  we  say — Mr.  Bhu-kie,  sir,  as  Lord  Pitmiliy  observed, 
had  fourteen  chalder,  and  a  glebe  of  thirty  acres,  all  fine  arable. 
But  ye  see,  sir,  in  the  Teiiid  Coort  noo-a-days,  business  is  often  run 
through  in  a  very  hurried  ramshakely  fi?-liion — I  believe  that's 
allowed.  1  would  not  misca'  no  man,  nor  no  court,  sir,  with  my 
vs ill — Ijiit  really  when  the  haill  fifteen  are  together,  there's  such  a 
crushing  and  bustle  that  the  most  important  atlaiis  are  occasionally, 
as  it  were,  treated  in  a  very  lightly  go-the-by  sort  of  a  fashion,  sir. 
It's  owre  true. 

T'cklcr.  What  did  they  give  ye,  Doctor!  Pass  the  bottle,  Iloirg. 
Wodrow.  Very  excellent  good  claret  wine,  indeed,  Mr.  North! — 
hctn  I — hem  !  And  then,  as  I  was  saying.  Lord  Ciagie  he  remarked 
— lie  was  always  ;i  f.oun(l-h.aded  man,  that — that  it  consisted  with 
his  knowledge,  thata  minister  in  so  large  a  parish  as  Bi'liiereli>tane, 
aboundin'  in  sic  a  respectable  circle  o'  families,  bond  to  and  inu>t. 
have  charges  to  meet  entirely  Iteyoiid  what  could  fdl  on  the  ineum- 
i)ent  of  Aliddlecairny,  where  all  the  land  is  the  Duke's,  as  you  know, 
an'  lie  not  n  few  little  portioners  on  the  Blae  Burnside.  And  then 
L(»rd  Balgruy,  honest  gentleman — Mr.  Dauvid  Williamson  that  was, 
— In-  aye  likes  his  joke  ;  he  said,  quo'  he,  hedidna  pretend  to  be  ony 
grtut  critic  a-,  to  si-ruious,  but  he  could  answer  for  ae  thing,  that 
there  was  iie'i-r  a  minister  in  tlir  ('arse  gied  a  better  dinner  tiiaii  the 
Minister  o'  BetlnrelistHUe — ha  I  ha!  ha! — and  ih.-n  Lord  M.'a<Iow- 
bank,  I  he  young  man  that  noo  is,  he  joi.'gct  his  m-ighbor  and  bugh 
— and  my  Lord  President  he  leugh,  and  .1  notice  Clerk  hf  i^runted 
too,  imd  lihrw  himsi-lf  up  and  hoiclicl  again — and  Lonl  (idlirs  lie 
flung  himself  liack  in  his  <hair,  and  winked  iiis  een,  and  then  fixed 
tliem  on  the  roof,  and  then  In;  yawnit  iuf'ore  the  iiaijl  filieenf — aiice, 
t  jvice,  thrice,  as  if  he  was  etlhd  to  rive  his  very   jaw  otf-  and  Lord 

•  or  srain.— tha  ScoUinh  clercT  being  paid  in   kind   (or  by  a  commulatinn)   and  a  carta'U 
qiianiitjr  of  elehc  la  d  :  no  a  good  harvert  im|>ovi'rlshpii  cIcrKyracn. — Al, 

*  The  I'.ltren,  Ilia  wliule  Judicial  aUlf  uf  Ucolland. — M. 
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Corchousc  there  he  sat  up  as  stid'  aiitl  pritn  as  a  poker,  his  round 
p'fg  een  twiiikle-twiiiklin'  back  and  furrlt,  and  his  face  and  lips  as 
[ihnicid  as  a  print  o'  butter: — and  then  — 

Tickler.  The  interlocutor,  Doctor,  the  interlocutor. 
Mucrahin.  lam  astonished  at  your  proceedings,  Mr.  Ticidcr.  Sir, 
we  have  not  yet  heard  the  statement  of  the  otiicr  side  of  the  bar.  I 
appeal  to  Mr.  North,  if  we  can  expect  to  come  to  a  fair  view  of  this 
question — this  very  delicate,  1  must  say,  and  important  question, 
tinltss  my  reverend  father  on  my  right  be  permitted  to  go  on  Heria- 
iiin — step  by  step. 

I'ickler.  O,  a  thousand  pardons — I  meant  nothing  of  the  kind — 
perge.  Doctor. 

Shepherd.  What  is  the  stipend.  Dr.  Wodrow  ? — and,  I'm  saying, 
help  yoursell,  hinny. 

Wodrow.  E.xceeding  delicate  claret  wine,  certainly  ! — hem.  Weel, 
gentlemen,  ye  may  think  it  does  not  set  the  like  o'  us  to  be  com- 
pleenin'  about  sic  like  things,  but  I've  a  sair  pinch  to  gar  the  tway 
ends  meet  sometimes,  that  I  premise  ye.  What  wi'  my  wife's  wee 
black  beukie,  and  the  tax-loons,  sirs,  and  the  tailor  and  shoe-maker, 
and  Mr.  Albert  Cay's  account — for  1  maun  aye  hae  a  bottle  of  good 
port  and  sherry  i'  the  Manse — we  could  never  thole  to  want  that — 
and  the  tway  callant  in  by  at  the  college  here  a'  winter,  though  I'm 
sure  I  would  never  even  them  to  ony  thing  like  an  extravagance — 
really,  Mr.  Hogg,  what  with  ae  thing  and  anither,  sma'  and  great — 
and  I  must  observe,  by-the-by,  that  1  think  it's  a  sin  to  gar  Ministers* 
sons  pay  fees  at  ony  University. 

Macrahin.  1  quite  agree  wi'  }  ou  as  to  the  fees,  Doctor.  Why  not 
try  an  overture '? 

ILxjil.   But  the  stipend — the  stipend  ? 

Wodrow.  Aye,  true,  I  forgot  that.  Well,  Mr.  Hogg,  would  ye 
oelieve  it  \  they  gave  me  after  all  only  twelve  chalder,  and  my  glebe 
is  a  mere  kail  yard  to  the  like  of  Middlecairny — no  aboon  eigliteen 
acre,  and  weet,  plashy  dirt  of  ground,  the  nuiist  feck  o't — wadna 
bring  ten  shillings  an  acre,  as  I  shall  answer. 

North.  There  is  nothing  that  surprises  me  more  than  the  suc- 
ces^ful  manner  in  which  our  Scotch  clergy  contend  against  fortune 
— the  reH  anguata  d(j7ni,  I  mean — in  bringing  up  their  families.  Look 
to  what  walk  of  life  you  will,  not  only  here  at  home,  luit  all  over 
the  Colonies,  and  indeed  I  might  say  in  England  itself  too,  and  \  ou 
shall  find  no  class  more  honorably  represented  than  the  bairns  of  the 
Manse. 

Wodrow.  It's  very  true,  Mr.  North.  Wc;  hae  a  hard  tussle,  but 
the  event  shows,  under  God's  good  blessing,  that  it's  no  spurring 
the  dead  horse.  Weel,  wha  kens  what  my  tway  lads  may  come  to 
yet?     I'm  sometimes  thinking  o' breeding  Jeemes  to  the  bar,  but 
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they've  been  raising  the  fees   sairly  of  late,   and  I'm  told  it's  a  lang 
time  ere  amaist  onv  (»'  them  can  win  their  bread,  do  as  they  will. 

Tickler.  The  raising  of  the  fees  of  admiitance  was  considered 
necessary.  Doctor,  hecause  my  own  body,  the  W.  S.'s,  had  raised 
theirs.  Jn  particular  cases,  the  ciiangje  will,  no  doubt,  operate  to  the 
disadvantage  of  the  bar  and  the  public;  but,  on  the  whole,  it  would 
not  have  done  to  have  the  bar  cheaper  of  entrance  than  tlie  inferior 
branch  of  the  law,  as  Mr.  Macrabin  here  would  call  it. 

North.  God  knows,  they  are  both  far  enough  below  what  yuu  and 
I  can  remember  them. 

Tickler.  Yes,  truly.  Nothing  can  stop  that.  We  are  but  follow- 
ing here,  as  everywhere  else,  in  the  footsteps  of  our  neighbors.  The 
English  Bar  is  degenerating  d  vne  d'ceil — woetiilly — sinking  fast  into  a 
mere  tiade.  Did  you  read  some  capital  [laragraphs  on  that  head  in 
the  Standard  lately] 

North.  I  read  every  thing  that  is  in  The  Standard.  That  paper, 
sirs,  is  an  honor  to  the  country — the  ablest  that  I  ever  remember  to 
have  seeii — and,  1  think,  as  upright  as  able.  The  command  of  knowl- 
edge, deep,  accurate,  and  pat  as  pancakes,  on  every  topic  that 
turns  up,  is  truly  surprising  ;  the  strong,  plain,  n)asculine  English 
of  the  Doctor's  style,*  |iresents  as  gieat  a  contrast  to  the  usiuil  viin 
of  our  leading  artiele-mongeis,  as  a  pillar  in  Westminster  Abbey 
does  to  a  plaster  pilaster  in  Regent-street,  1  read  tiie  passages  you 
meiition  w  ith  gi  eat  interest,  and,  rememlierlng  the  da_\  s  of  my  youth, 
when  1  bung  out  for  a  season  in  the  'i'emple  Gardens,  wiili  eonsider- 
able  pain.  But,  as  you  say,  we  have  the  same  wcjik  going  on  before 
our  eyes  here  in  the  Parliament  House. 

Tickler.  Plenty  (jf  clever  wtjrking  Attorneys  among  the  rising 
bro(jd  of  Advocates — l)ut  devil  a  one — beg  your  pardon,  Doctor — 
not  one  that  I  have  heard  of,  of  the  real  old  cut — uniting  tlie  range 
of  the  scholar  with  the  tact  of  the  pleader.  '1  he  people  of  my  own 
old  calling  tell  me  they  gain  little  or  nothing  nowadays  by  consulta- 
tions, and  oidy  a  mouthpiece  for  their  own  memorials  when  the 
nlTiiir  eoiries  into  Cdurt — h<nce  the  system  they  are  adopting.  1 
hear,  Miierabiii,  that  it  is  quite  the  custom  (or  iin  Aj^ent  to  elap  a 
gown  ou  the  back  of  one  of  his  apprentices,  or  clerks,  iind  so  walk 
him  into  the  I'arli.imeiit  House  to  do  his  business,  upun  a  priv:ile 
\indeistandirg  as  to  the  quuntnluiu  of  fees. 

j)fnrr(i/jin.  So  they  say — God  knows, 

North,  '{"his  Aon't  go  on  long  without  t.-lling  visilily  on  the  dia- 
racler  of  llie  [)rofe-sion.  Come  some  reall\  gieat  case — siuh  a  one 
ns  the  Dougl.iH  cause,  now — and  wheie  sh-.uld  we  lie '?  Cianstnun, 
ISfoncrieir,  Fulhirtnn,  are  all  on  the  bench — John  More  must  be  so 
forthwith — Irilr.-y,  with  all    his    talents  and  eloipnnee,  is  no  lawyer 

•    TTie  Slandnrii,— London  evening  papor,  oJitoJ  by  IJr.  Loon  GilTnrd  and  Dr.  Maginn.— NL 
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to  speak  of — Imt  lu''ll  bo  on  ilic   ln'iuli  Ido — and,  in  fact,  upon   inj 
word,  1  don't  Uiiow  w  lu  ro  one  wouKI  Kxik. 

Tukhr.  Macrahin.  confiiiiiHl  ye,  ye  don't  read  enough,  man  ;  if 
^ou  did,  you  niij^liL  lit  youiselt'  for  any  thing  in  three  years. 

Macrubin.  Pass  the  Bordeaux.  If  I  liad  a  son  old  enough,  I 
shmild  prefi  r  mailing  him  a  W.  S.,  I  admit. 

Nnrth.  \\  liy,  go  wliere  one  niay,  they  certainly  seem  to  lie  get- 
ting the  soil  of  old  Mother  Caledonia  into  their  clutches.  By  Jupi- 
ter !  in  fifty  \ears  more,  if  this  goes  on  the  doers  will  have 
uprooted   the  Terrarnm  Domini. 

Mucnibin.  And  small  the  scailh.  A  poor  set.  Totally  devoid  of 
all  ifal  pride  and  independence  of  spirit.  Only  lo<)k  at  our  county 
representation.  Had  tho^e  lads  been  chosen  by  free-hearted  elec- 
t(»rs — had  ihev  had  the  fear  of  a  day  of  reckoning  with  honest  men 
bef'jre  their  eyes,  would  they  have  dared,  think  ye,  to  wheel  round 
as  they  did,  at  the  first  tap  of  the  Duke's  drum  ?  I  think  there 
were  forty-one  sheer  rats — and  rats  '•  yard-long-tailed,"  ut  llonicria 
hiquar — among  our  beautiful  forty-five. 

Shepherd.  That  has  aye  been  a  sair  number  for  aidd  Scotland. 
Weel,  weel,  what  signifies  speaking?  The  writer's  son,  Peter,  will 
be  just  sic  another  laird  as  the  riglit  heir  wad  hae  been.  It's  won- 
derfu'  how  easily  fok  tak  to  that  trade. 

Tickler.  I  ascrilie  the  evil  —  for,  begging  the  Shepherd's  pardon,  it 
1'^,  and  will  be  found  to  he,  a  great  evil — 1  ascribe  it  maiidy  to  the 
I  iiion.  That  accursed  measure  has  done  Scotland  no  good — 1  know 
it  is  the  fashion  to  talk  and  write  (piite  otluTwise,  even  among  those 
who  pass  with  others,  and  perhaps  with  themselves,  for  the  Scolis- 
simi  Scotorum.  But  such  is  my  belief,  and  1  have  watched  the  ope- 
ration of  the  affair  much  longer  than  any  of  those  that  nowadays  lift; 
up  tongue  and  pen  in  its  laudation. 

JVorlh.  Why,  the  Union  has  certainly  done  us  much  harm — bu' 
does  not  the  good  overbalance  that, —  candidly  now  ? — Capital  intro- 
duced—  trade  encouraged.  But  you  know  the  whole  story  as  well 
as  I,  Timothy. 

T'ickler.  Peradventure.  Capital  introduced?  when?  how? — 1 
know  of  no  PZnglish  capital  worth  talking  about,  that  ever  was  intro- 
duced into  Scotland,  except  indeed  by  Scotsmen,  who  made  fur- 
tunes  in  the  south,  and  then  came  home  again.  But  they  might,  and 
Would  have  done  all  that,  though  there  had  been  no  Union.  Then 
as  to  trade — why,  the  Englifth  did  every  thing  to  prevent  our  having 
jniy  access  to  a  colonial  market.  Need  1  refer  to  the  Idack  and 
bloody  tale  of  Darieii  ?  And  then,  only  lo(jk  at  the  whole  manage- 
ment of  Our  Ctdoiiial  ^Empire — I  say  o?vr,  for  ours  it  is — British,  not 
]'2nglisli.  IJave  not  our  in  iglibors  studiously  ami  diligeiillv  acted 
■lb  000  on  the  principle  of  their  being  not  British,  but  English  ?    Look 
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at  their  laws — tlieir  cliucli  establishments — where  have  they  any  ? 
Why,  even  in  the  army  and  navy- — don't  1  remember,  only  thirty 
years  ago,  I  believe  later,  it  was  the  law  of  the  land,  that  every 
gentleman,  on  receiving  the  King  of  Great  Britain's  commission, 
should  qualify  by  taking  the  sacrament  according  to  the  ritual  of 
the  Church  of  England.  Could  insult — cuuld  injustice  be  moro 
glaiing  1 

J\'orlh.  That's  dane  away  with,  however. 

Ticklir.  Aye;  not,  however, "out  of  any  growing  liberality  as  to 
Old  Scolland — but  only  out  of  that  growing  indifference  to  every 
thing  c(jnneeted  with  churches  in  general,  in  other  words,  to  the 
Christian  Religion,  which  may  be  traced  as  palpably  in  almost  every 
other  department  of  recent  legi^lation.  Trade  encouraged,  indeed  ! 
why,  look  to  the  Bank  of  England — founded  in  the  teeth  of  all  the 
Engli-jh  prejudices  of  the  time  by  an  immortal  Scotsman — is  it  iU)t 
a  standing  order  with  the  National  Establishment,  that  no  Scots- 
man shall  be  employed  within  its  walls — none — from  the  Chairman's 
seat  to  the  Porter's.  He,  and  we  only,  are  excluded  from  all  and 
every  thing, 

JS'orth.  And  good  enough  reason  why.  They  know  if  we  got  our 
nose  once  in,  we  would  soon  draw  our  tails  after  us.  They  have  but 
to  lo(jk  over  the  way  to  the  India  House,  where  we  went  in  like  the 
acorn  and  have  grown  like  the  oak,  till  now  we  fill  the  whole  con- 
cern at  home  and  abroad,  and  ihi^  birds  of  the  air  do  nestle  in  our 
pleasant  boughs — Cangeiic  and  Ullra-Gangetic.  But  that's  the  way 
everywhere.  In  spite  of  their  laws,  we  have  taken  two-thirds  oi 
all  the  colonits,  lump  and  stump,  to  ourselves. 

I'ickUr.  W  iiy,  in  tiuth,  we  need  hardly  pretend  that  we  have  not 
had — by  hook  oi-  by  crook,  no  matter — our  own  share  of  the  fiit 
things — India,  arm_\,  navy,  couiieil,  bench,  and  direction,  are  pretty 
Well  ours,  in  the  West  indies  we  are  the  di  ivers  most  universally, 
and  our  |)lanters  are  at  least  half  and  half  Nova  Scotia — the  name 
.'ipeaks  for  itself — and  as  lor  Caini<la,  why  it's  as  Scotch  as  L<ielial)er 
— whatever  of  it  is  not  French,  1  mean,  Evi-n  omitting  our  (riend 
John  Gait,  have  v\e  not  hot/ie  our  Bisliop  iMacdonell  f  )r  the  l*api-ts— ■ 
our  Aiehdt-aeon  Strachaii  liir  (he  Kpiscopals — and  our  Tim  r  l)uulop 
lor  the  I'lesliy terians  ?   and  'tis  thi;  sam«',  i   lielieve,  all    downwjuds. 

j\'i/rtli.  If  tlieie  were  oin^  public  depaitment  in  wliich  a  pi  im  i  auw 
might  have  expected  to  fmd  Scotland  poorly  put  olf,  I  think  it  will 
be  adinittid  tlnit  w;is  the  admiralty.  Will,  look  to  the  result. 
Lord  Melville — S.r  (ieorge  Clerk — Sir  (ieorge  Cockbuiii — three 
Scoichmtii  out  of  the  live  — 

Mucriihiii.  Y'ou  may  almost  count  Lord  Castlereagh  too,  for  'lis 
Well  known  tlie  presmt  high  and  mighty  Lord  I>ondondi-riy's  grand- 
father  was  a  packman  callant  from  the  isle  of  ijute. 
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Tickler.  I  believe  from  Saltcoats — whieh  modern  men  or  mon- 
keys name  Ardrossan.  But  what's  all  this  to  the  purpose?  II:id 
tiieie  been  no  Union,  banc  it,  we  should  have  had  a  swapping  Ad- 
miralty  long  ago  oi  our  own  iiere  at  Leilh. 

Wodrow.  Well,  sirs,  the  Irishers  seem  to  be  keen  set  on  having 
V>ack  their  own  Parliament,  and  ii"  that  act  be  dung  owre,  wlia  can 
tell'?   niavl)e  ours  may  follow  the  same  gait! 

Macruhin.  I  doubt  that.  The  lri>h  loons  will  get  whatever  ihey 
like  to  ask  for — Expcrientia  docct — But  we  have  no  agitators — no 
OConnells — Heaven  bless  the  mark,  that  we  should  have  come  t<» 
bemoan  that  loss ! 

Tickler.  The  evil — for  it  is  an  evil,  I  say — is  of  much  longer 
standing  in  our  case — our  spirit  has  been  worked  out  of  us  long  ago 
— we  are  a  province,  and  a  contented  province — qua  such — yet,  as 
the  Doctor  says,  there's  no  telling  what  may  turn  up  among  the 
marvels  of  such  a  period  as  is,  and  is  to  be  ;  and  one  thing  1  can 
answer  for,  that  if  1  live  to  see  the  liish  Union  repealed,  there  shall 
be  at  least  a  tus>le  for  knocking  over  our  own  abomination  too. 

3Licnibin.   You'll  make  Maga  speak  out,  Mr.  Timothy? 

Ti'klir.  That  she  shall,  Clirist(>2>hero  volcntc — but  that's  not  all  — 
I  am  rich  enough,  Peter,  not  to  be  pinelnd  for  buying  halfa-duzcn 
Cornish  boroughs — and  by  Jupiter.  I  will  purchase  them — and  1 
will  sit  myself,  and  cause  younger  men  to  sit  likewise.  You,  Macra- 
bin,  will  \  ou  be  one  of  the  Southside  members? 

Sliipheid.  I  hae  nae  objections  for  aue. 

Macruhin.  The  salary  ? 

Wod/ow.  IJootawa,  hootawa  !  ha!  ha!  ha! — Advocate,  ye  had 
him  thi?re  ! 

Tickler.  To  be  serious,  rny  friends;  in  losing  our  independent 
Parliament  we  lost  every  thing  that  ma<le  this  nation  a  nation,  and 
we  have  been  countytying  ever  since.  But  what  made  the  business 
twenty  times  worse  than  it  would  otherwise  have  been,  was,  that 
the  Union  took  place  between  us  and  a  much  larger  and  wealthier 
kingdom.  It  was  bad  enough  to  deprive  us  of  our  own  nobility 
and  upper  gentry,  as  residents  for  the  best  pait  of  the  year — the 
most  of  them  all  but  entirely — that  was  bad  enough.  Jt  was  bad 
enough  to  shut  out  all  our  young  men  from  the  chances  of  distinc- 
tion in  public  life,  excepting  those  few,  veiy  few,  who  were  likely  to 
find  access  to  such  distinction  in  the  south.  All  this  was  bad  enough 
— but  the  worst  remains  iiehind.  Our  mfujuuks  have  been  Englilied 
in  all  their  notions,  and  that  to  their  own  ruin,  and  to  ours. 

North.  A  few  great  families.      What  matter,  my  dear  Timotheus? 

Tickler.  Considerable  matter,  sir.  They  soon  lost  all  conceit  of 
their  home  and  its  fashions — and  mark  the  consequences  down- 
wards— for  downwards  the  base   infection  was  not  slow   to  creep. 
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Henct^,  I  say,  a  sct'in  and  conttmpt  gradually  engendered  among 
the  Scottish  gentry  tor  the  Scnttish  Church — there's  to  begin  with. 
What  laird,  evin  of  a  paltry  thou>and  a-yoar,  i)reeds  his  second  or 
third  si'fi  to  the  kirk  now-a  days?     Let  Dr.  Wodiow  answer. 

WoJruw.  There  was  Sir  Harry,  honest  man — and  — 

Tickler.  Aye,  and  there's  yoursi-lf,  Doctor — and  it  wonld  be  easy 
to  name  a  dozen  more,  perhaps — but  w  hat  are  these  out  of  a  thou- 
sand ?  In  fact  there  is  no  denying  it — the  Church  in  Scotland  has 
come  to  be  all  but  exclusively  a  plebeian  profession.  Hence  it  has 
lost  its  influence  wiih  the  upper  classes  of  society,  and  lias  its 
strength,  except  perhaps  in  the  west  country,  almost  entirelv  among 
the  middling  older — the  burgesses  and  tiuniers.  The  gentry  are 
Epi-co|ialian  on  the  whole. 

Wodrow.   Wae's  me  !   it's  owre  true  a  tale. 

Tickler.  As  for  the  nobility  —  we  all  know  the  king  has  rarely 
beei!  able  even  to  find  a  {)oor  Presbyterian  Lord  to  send  down  as 
his  commissioner  to  the  General  Assembly  of  the  Presbyterian 
Kirk.  Even  the  great  fandlies  that  took  the  lead  in  the  establish- 
ment of  the  Iief  irmed  Kirk — and,  by-the-by,  tO(.)k  the  lead  also  in 
the  plimder  of  her  Catholic  dam — even  tliey  have  deserted  the  Blue 
Banner,  to  a  Coronet. 

WoJrow,   It's  a'  true,  Mr.  Tickler.     It's  a'  true. 

Tickler.  Tiie  Quarterly  bragged  some  time  agti,  that  two  thirds 
of  the  land  in  Scotland  are  held  by  nieml)ers  t)f  the  Episcopal 
Church.  1  was  nettled  wlien  1  read  the  in-oUnt  vaunt,  and  consulted 
various  persons,  likely  to  be  well  informed  as  to  various  di.-<triets  of 
the  country  ;  and,  conf  lund  him  !  I  had  reason  to  suspect  that  the 
Laureate  was  not  far  out  in  his  reckoning  for  once. 

Wo<hou\  This  accounts  for  the  siiamelul  aj)pi'aiance  we  made 
lately  as  a  Ciiristian  and  a  prolestant  nation.  VVlia,  that  ken  the 
Scotland  of  our  grandsires,  wad  hue  exj)ected  the  Papist  Bill  to  be 
ca'ried  with  hardly  a  voice  lifted  up  against  it?  I'm  no  forgetting 
what  you,  Mr.  North,  did  in  your  ain  way — and  you,  too,  Mr. 
Macialiin,  in  yours.      Oh,  sirs! 

Tickler.  It  will  account  f(jr  many  blots  besides  that.  Doctor,  on 
what  was  once,  as  a  Scolli>li  bard  sung — 

"  Anc  (^iilhiiit  scutcliiMiii  fair  ntiil  brnid,  Id  fli'C 
Upi'ii  tlic  lioidriH  <if  tlic  NorlljtTii  8('a — 
Aiie  ^loriniirt  uliicld  nf  cliivalry  lint  mute, 
AliL-  laaidcii  haiiiicT  inui-coataiMihatu." 

So  fjuoth  old  Siruan — \our  crncfiain,  l)y-the-by,  Macrabiu. 
Macnibin.   Agnosco — one  (p|  the 

"  Magnauiini  lieroc-8  niiti  Toryoribiis  nniiis." 

Norlh.    Well,    I    lliink,  fn-  my  pari,  the  Kirk    has  gained  as  much 
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hy  the  Church  as  she  has  lost.  That  great  estat)li.shinent  has  boriio 
the  other  in  countenance  throughout — and  but  for  her  solid  weight 
overaw  iiijT  our  squiiearc  liy  as  well  as  her  own,  I  believe  John 
Knox's  foundation  might  have  had  a  third  shake  Ijetbre  now. 

Tickler.  Ail  that  good  might  have  been,  and  would  have  been, 
and  more  of  it  also,  had  there  been  no  Union.  1  protest  I  cm  see 
no  purpose  that  will  b(iar  l)eing  even  named  that  has  l»een  really 
answered  by  this  detestable  measure,  save  and  except  that  the 
Ministers  of  p^n^latid  have  thereby  been  enabled  to  rule  the  roast 
more  easily  to  themselves — at  less  expense  of  brain  and  bother,  in 
shoit.      h  comes  all  to  that. 

North.  Well,  and  don't  we  all  know  that  they  are  an  overworked 
set  <if  men,  even  as  things  are  ? 

Tickler.  1  know  no  such  thing.  They  are  a  most  egregiously 
underworked  body  of  asses.  No  doubt  the  bt»dy  occasionally  boasts 
an  overworked  head — a  Pitt — a  Castlereagh — a  Canning — a  Wel- 
lington. But  that  comes  of  nothing  but  the  silly  vanity,  or  the 
grasping  ambition  of  the  said  head. 

North.   As  for  example — Castlereagh. 

leakier.  My  Lord  Castlereagh,  honored  be  his  name,  worked 
himself  to  death — of  that  there  is  no  doubt;  and  to  my  regret  of 
tlie  occurrence  there  is  no  bound.  But  he  did  so,  simply  because 
his  anibilion  was  unbiidled,  and  he  preferred  any  overworking  to 
the  ])OSsible  consequences  of  introducing  more  men  of  calibre  equal 
to  nal  work  into  the  cabinet  v\  hich  people  so  absurdly  used  to  call 
Lord  Liverpool's.  For  instance,  he  has  had  lessons  enough  of  what 
*t  was  to  have  a  Canning  cheek-for-jole  with  him. 

North.   Yes,  indeed 

Tickler.  Mr.  Canning  himself,  poor  man,  died  of  vanity — in  two 
ways.  Fiist  of  all  he  fancied  that  no  man  in  England  could  do 
any  thing  well  in  any  department,  l)Ut  himself — he  would  not  trust 
an\'  of  the  rest  of  his  crew — and  it  must  be  owned  they  were  a  sweet 
set — with  even  a  common  letter.  I  only  wonder  he  did  not  take 
the  Laureateship  to  himself  too.  He  wrote  every  scrap  himself,  and 
re-  and  re-  and  re-wrote  it,  till  he  wrought  himself  into  a  nervous 
habit  of  body,  that  made  it  all  but  certain  that  a  violent  shock  i)f 
any  kind  would  overturn  him.  And  the  shock  came  with  a  ven- 
geance—  he  found  himself  sj)urned  and  insulted  by  the  Aristocracy 
of  England* — his  blood  iioiled,  his  heait  rattled — and  he  tried  a 
lbou>and  remedies,  some  better  and  some  worse — and  George  Can- 
ning died.  The  Duke  of  \Vellingt<jn  has  no  nerves,  and,  I  dare  say. 
no  vanity;  but  he  has  some  ambiiioti,  it  is  commonly  allowed,  and 
no  matter  wliat  the  leuson  may  be,  such  is  the  fiet,  he  at  this  m<j- 
nient   is  doing  all   the  work  ol   the  country.      We  shall  see  how  ne 

*  Led  by  Ear'.  Grey,  a  yto'lesteA  Lib  ral,  who  afterwards  carried  the  Reform  Kill  I — M 
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Stands  it.  I  confess  he  is  not  likely  to  be  beat  up  so  soon  as  either 
of  his  predecessors.  Well,  there  are  overworked  men  for  yoii  ;  l»iit 
where  is  the  overworked  body  of  men  ?  Is  Lord  Lyndhurst  over- 
worked ? 

Macruhin.  lie  looks  nothing  like  it :  he  has  the  air  of  a  most 
deg;igee  lord.  I  say  Zorrf,  for  certainly  there  is  not  a  man  in  the 
house  on  whom  Nature  lias  set  a  plainer  mark  of  nobility. 

Tickler.  A  good  acute  head,  as  I  remember.  Well,  who  else  is 
overwoiked.     Peel  1 

Macrabin.  He  has  not  brains  enough  to  be  turned.* 

Tickler.  G(j  over  all  the  official  squadron,  and  if  you  don't  find 
lhen»  a  sleek,  fat-headed,  cob-trotting,  good-dinner-eating,  ball-going, 
cheery-faced,  broad  hipped  assortment  of  gentlemen — all  I  shall  say, 
my  dear,  is,  that  they  don't  much  resemble  any  of  the  sets  that  1 
remeniijer  in  their  august  places.  Never  was  such  quackery,  my 
friend.  Any  well  emjiloyed  doctor  or  lawyer  goes  thron>:h  more 
real  tearing  fatigue,  bodily  and  mental,  in  a  year,  than  would  serve 
ihe  best  of  official  folk,  bating  Premiers,  if  you  will,  for  the  iSiege  of 
Troy. 

North.  Well,  take  all  this.  As  to  the  present  set  in  particular,  I 
am  free  to  admit  that  it  would  be  an  unchristian  thing  to  look  fjr 
caracoles  from  a  team  of  cart-horses.  It  must  serve  us  to  hear  the 
driver's  whip  whistle,  and  their  bells,  poor  dumb  things,  jingle,  as 
ihev  urge  on  the  ponderous  maeliine. 

Tickler.  You  are  out  —  it  would  stop,  if  the  wagoner  himself  did 
net  pu--h  like  to  break  his  back  behind,  as  Well  as  skelping  away  at 
them  l)efore. 

North.  Well,  well.  But  what  has  all  this  to  do  with  the  Scotch 
Union  and  the  prophecies  of  Loid  Belhaven  1 

Tickler.  Bide  a  wee,  Kit — we're  coming  to  that  belyve.  But  I 
think  tlie  doctor  here's  getting  shy  of  the  claret. 

Wiidrmv.  Aye,  indeed,  Mr.  North;  a  body's  stomach,  that's  used 
to  whisky  toddy  for  the  most  part,  or  port,  at  least,  fnids  the  like  o' 
this  rather  cauld  in  the  uj)shol. 

ahf'pherd.  I've  been  scmuierin'  at  it,  too,  this  half  luMir.  Conn", 
r)'iftor,  we'se  hae  a  bowl.  i^ItiiKjs  ;  ciiirr  Amukosk  aitd  catching 
the  Siikimikiid's  (/lance,  exit  inslanler.)  Now  wiill  soon  lie  pnnitieil. 
My  certie,  it's  easier  to  get  back  the  Punch  than  the  Parliament. 

Ticklir.  P'ear  nothing.  Tlx'y  will  thither  be  l)eateM  into  giving  up 
liotli  the  I'nions,  or  into  doing  what  I  honestly  confess  j  should  con- 
hider  as  nearl\  as  good — jterhaps,  after  the  lapse  of  three  genera- 
tions, in  our  own  case,  on  the  whole,  the  better  thing  of  the  twain. 

Shepherd.  And  what's  that?  {/'Jiilrr  /'///(c//.)  — Noo,  Doctor 
Woilrow,  iu   wi'  }our  glass — the  meikle  liig  ane  o'    the  three — this 

*  Another  loitanca  cf  Iko  lojuttice  which  partiaaniihip  yialdi  to  opponoota. — M. 
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will  fiar  your  inside  lowp.     And  what's  your  projcc,  Mr    Tickler,  I 
was  spfarin'. 

Tickler.  A  very  simple  project.  Let  them  keep  one  session  of 
Piiilianieiit  here  and  two  in  Dublin  for  every  three  that  they  hoJd 
in  \Ve>tniinsttr,  and  the  dt-vil's  in  it 


Winlrow.   Hoot  fie,  Southside — and  you  an  Elder! 


Tickler.  Peeeavi  !  give  nie  a  tunihk-r  of  your  punch  for  sconce. 
AVill,  1  say,  the  mischief's  in  it,  if  the  two  Sister  Capitals  do  not 
take  a  spring  to  astoni>h  the  world — aye,  and  the  Sister  Kinjjdonis 
too.  \N  liy,  even  the  King's  bit  jaunt  did  mote  good  than  I  can  telL 
It  was  elixir  vilce  to  us  for  a  twelvemonth  ;  and  had  not  Lord  Cas- 
tleieaiih  gone  oflTj.ist  then,  and  tlie  librial  rrigii  begun  in  earnest,  it's 
my  fancy  we  should  have  been  speaking  of  that  fortnight  to  lliis  day. 
Bui  the  ne'er-do-weels  spoiled  all  with  iheir  conundrums. 

North.  And  tliat  was  his  Grace  of  Wellington's  own  opinion  once. 

Afacrubin.  Granting  all  other  ol)stacles  were  oveicome,  how  do 
you  proj  ose  to  carry  on  the  machinery  of  Government^  Where 
are  to  be  the  public  offices  here  in  Auld  Ileekiel  Where  are  we  to 
lodge  the  Ministers?  And  how  are  all  the  Members  of  the  two 
Houses  and  tlieir  families  to  be  ])Ut  up? 

Tickler.  Never  fear ;  where  the  carcass  is,  thither  will  the  eagles 
gather  fast  enough.  'J  he  King  has  no  house  in  London,  n(jr  has  had 
tiiis  many  a  day,  by  half  so  comfoi  table,  as  well  as  magnificent,  as 
tile  Baron  of  Balleudean  could  turn  out  old  Holyrood*  at  three 
months'  notice.  The  great  lords  and  dukes — there's  not  so  many  of 
them  after  all — would  be  very  well  contented  with  such  dwellings 
as  bankrupt  \N  liters  to  the  Signet  are  in  the  habit  of  erecting  tbr 
their  own  accommodation  in  Moray  Place  and  elsewhere — shoving 
the  Septentiionic  Jurisconsults  back  to  their  proper  (pjaiters  in  the 
Old  Town;  the  Assembly  Ivooms  would  do  very  well  for  tiie 
Treasury ;  in  short,  the  deuce  a  fear  but  we  would  find  room  for 
them  all. 

Macrabin.  The  mere  clerkage,  man,  hundreds,  perhaps  thousands 
of  them,  how  would  you  bring  them  down,  and  w  here  would  yuu 
stow  iliem  ? 

Tickler.  Contract  with  the  United  Kingdom,  to  be  sure, — fetch 
them  all  down  in  two  or  three  voyages,  at  two  pounds  a  bottom  ; 
•and  there's  the  Ca>tle  Barracks,  1  would  board  and  lodge  the  tinklers 
th.-ri',  Itetter  than  ever  they  were  in  their  dirty  lives  before,  at  seven 
and  sixpence  aweek. 

Shepherd.   As  for  the  Whigs,  I  suppose  billets  on  Dr   Knox,  and 
others  in  and   about  Surgeon  Square,  would  overcome  every   dilli 
cultv. 

*  The  Duke  of  Hamilton  is  hereditary  Keeper  of  Holyrood  Palace,  which  hai  been  rci<a.i\  J 
for  the  reception  of  Q.ue«o  Victoria.— Al. 
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Tickler.  My  eye !  what  a  reformation  one  such  session  would 
biiiig  al)(>ut  ainon^  our  vain,  silly,  doomed  and  doited  gentry  ! 

Macruhin.  Purification  of  domestic  morals,  I  presume — a  new 
sense  of  divine  truth  awakened. 

Tickler.  Havers — havers.  But  I'll  tell  you  what  there  would  be. 
Our  gentry  have  been  ruined  thus:  Our  nobility  being  wiled  away 
(to  all  substantial  purposes)  by  the  Southron,  the  lairds  have  been 
left  to  themselves,  and,  no  examples  of  really  great  wealth  being 
before  their  eyes  to  overawe  them,  they  have  all,  forsooth,  enteied 
into  a  deliberate  system  of  competition  with  each  other  in  point  of 
show  and  expense.  One  laird  has  £3000  a-year,  we  shall  say — and 
how  few  Scotti.-h  lairds  ever  had  any  such  nnt;il,  we  all  know  ;  he  has 
such  and  such  a  house,  and  such  and  such  an  establishment,  and 
gives  such  and  such  entertainments.  Next  parish  glorifies  itself  in 
a  brother  squire  of  £"2000  a-year,  but  with  quite  as  long  a  pediiiree. 
It  immediately  ensues,  that  he  claf)s  a  back  jam  to  his  old  house,  in 
ordei  that  it  may  be  as  big  as  his  neighbor's,  and  pt-radveiiture  he 
erects  a  pepperbox  at  each  angle,  and  points  his  staircase  window, 
and  battlements  his  garrets — behold  the  cusLle  or  the  piiury.  Then 
comes  the  buthr  and  the  under-lmtler— how  could  he  d<»  without; 
them?  and  a  suitabh-  train  of  coxcombs  in  blue  and  crimson — and 
then  comes  comj):iiiy  to  admiie  all  this — and  then  crack  goes  the 
champagne — and  then  comes  payday — and  then  in  yoes  the  laird  to 
Edinburgh,  to  crack  over  his  ad'airs  with  his  excellent  and  right 
trusty  friends  ^Messrs.  Bondison  and  Macrii-haye, — and  so  another 
year  goes  off — and  another — and  the  laird's  sons  are  getting  up — 
and  an  election  is  at  IkhhI — and  Loid  So-and-so's  in  the  Admiralty 
—  or  Air.  So-and-so's  in  the  East  India  IHrectioii — orGen<!iai  So-and 
so  is  a  great  friend  of  Lord  Fitzroy,*  or  some  other  great  gun  at  the 
IIorse-Guards — and  the  Gnrnty  Collector  has  had  a  touch  of  palsy 
lately — and  the  young  laird  has  settled  in  his  own  mind,  that  incase 
of  Bell,  or  L'Amy,  or  Clephane  going  to  the  Bench,  it  would  be  no 
bad  thing  to  have  even  so  small  a  matter  as  a  Sheiill'ship,  a\,  and 
until  the  old  laird  be  gathered  unto  his  grandfathers.  lJo_\oii  smoke 
them,  Doctor  ? 

Wodrow.  There  is  no  soundness  in  them.  Vanity  of  vanities,  all 
is  van  it  \  ! 

TiikUr.  This  species  of  folly  is  com|)arativcly  unknown  in  the 
Rouih.  'I  he  spectacle  of  princely  mat;nificence,  obviously  unattiina- 
l)le,  and  inimitable,  beinij  constantly  1,(  foru  smaller  people's  eyes, 
ihey  begin  to  bt  their  vanity  nm  in  another  and  a  more  wholesome 
channel  ;  and  pique  themselves,    in   fad,  on    a  systematic  modesty 

*  Lord  Fit/roy  Somrrrct,  for  many  yrnm  nulilnry  Scrri'tnry  to  tlin  ('i.iiimnnil'r-in-<-hi«f ; 
created  I^jrd  Raglan  in  li^o'i,  and  tent  to  Turkny,  in  chief  command  of  ttin  iintith  forcoi,  in 
Itii4.-.M. 

Vol.  III.— i-> 
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and  moderation.  Anybody  that  has  ever  spent  a  summer  in  Y.)rk 
shiie,  will  baek  me  throughout,  I  am  certain.,  A  man  with  £8  or 
£10,000  ayear  of  good  fiit  laud,  all  in  a  ring-fence,  in  the  West 
Hiding,  lives  in  every  respect  more  plainly  than  e'er  a  proud 
Scotsman  with  a  nominal  £oOOO  of  rental  even,  from  Dan  to  Beer- 
shelia. 

Wodrow.  And  you  are  seriously  of  opinion  that  the  splendor  of 
the  great  Englishers  would  dazzle  our  lairds' een,  so  that  they  would 
see '-jearly  the  propriety  of  living  within  their  means? 

Iickler.  It  v\ould  help,  1  think,  and  help  not  a  little — even  that. 
But  this  is  not  the  eflective  style  of  operation  I  conteiriplate.  Look, 
after  all,  to  the  situation  of  the  Scotch  magnates  in  their  dear  South. 
Their  pedigrees  are  among  the  finest  in  Eui'ope, — that  is  admitted 
— those  of  the  English  peerage,  taken  as  a  body,  are  among  the 
poorest  in  Europe 

North.  I  admit  that — it  has  been  the  policy  of  the  most  recent 
ministers  to  degrade  the  peerage;  and  if  they  had  had  the  power  of 
making  new  peeis  in  Scotland,  we  may  easily  guess  what  they 
would  have  done  here  in  that  way  also,  when  we  look  at  their 
Baronetage. 

Tickler.  Yes,  yes — nevertheless,  the  flict  is  certain,  that  the  En- 
glish nobility  turn  up  their  noses  at  the  Scotch.  Nothing  under  a 
Duke  is  admitted  as  of  right  among  the  haute  noblesse  there.  Our 
Earls  and  all  downwards  are  practically  consideied  as  belonging  to 
an  inferior  order — something  half-way,  perhaps,  between  the  English 
title  of  the  same  sound  and  an  Irish  one. 

Macrabin.  1  have  even  known  a  Scotch  Duke  sneered  at  as  a 
questionable  sort  of  animal. 

North.  Ay, — Bruiiim(-ll  cut  a  certain  worthy  old  friend  of  ours  in 
St.  James's-street — having  the  preceding  autumn  sj)ent  six  weeks 
at  Dunkeld  and  Blair,  shooting  deer  and  supping  Atholebrose  all 
the  time  like  a  hero. 

Macrabin.  Money — money — money. 

Tickler.  Chiefly  so — but  not  entirely.  Two  things  are  necessary 
— or  at  least  one  or  other  of  the  two — close  connection  with  some 
of  the  real  grandees  of  England,  who  inteimarry  (I  la  Banyan  —  or 
enoiriious  wealth. 

Macrabin.  That  last  will  cover  all  defects.     Thanks  to  Mr.  Pitt. 

North.  Thanks  rather  to  the  necessities  of  Mr.  Pitt's  time.  Had 
he  not  extendi  d  the  peerage  as  he  did,  the  accursed  proud  little 
knot  of  stinking  Whigs  would  have  had  every  thing  their  own  way. 
Charley  Fox  would  have  been  Mogul,  and  England  would  have  been 
revolutionized  as  sure  as  the  Baslile  was  overthrown. 

Tickler.  Yes,  yes.  But  Pitt  could  not  achieve  that  necessary 
good  without  the  accompaniment  of  great,  and,  I  fear,  lasting  evil. 
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The  peeratre  of  England  has  been  thoroughly  degraded.  Money 
buys  horoughs,  and  boroughs  may  command  any  thing  under  a 
dukeddtn  ;  and  a  peerage  Uiltomed  on  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence, 
can  do  things  that  a  true  nobility  durst  not  think  oJ". 

Macrubin.   Kat,  for  example — rat. 

Tickler.  Th'iu  hast  said  it.  This  degraded  order,  however,  tram- 
ples on  the  Scottish  peerage,  who  are  liase  enough  to  prefer  such 
usage  to  reuiaining  as  princes  of  the  land  here  at  home.  And  wha 
1  was  coming  to  is  this — tiiat  were  Parliament  held  here  now  and 
then,  these  peers  of  ours  would  find  themselves,  now  and  then,  in 
possession  of  precedence  as  to  rank  over  their  habiiual  despisers  ; 
they  would,  moreover,  find  themselves  now  and  then  able  to  display 
more  magnificence  than  these.  Here  they  would  have  their  tine 
places,  fur  example;  and  having  their  estates  at  hand,  they  would 
be  able  to  live  much  Itetter  every  way  than  tliey  ever  can  aflbrd  to 
do  f  .ur  hundred  miles  away.  After  all,  they  would  be  the  cocks  of 
the  walk  here; — and  what  between  the  sense  of  self-respect  thus  re- 
awakened aniixig  ihem,  and  the  sobering  influences  already  alluded 
to  operating  on  the  order  just  below  them,  I  do  not  think  it  too  much 
to  say,  that  great  good  would  and  niu>t  be  j)roduced. 

North.  W  hy,  peihaps,  if  they  know  that  Edinburgh  was  to  l)e  the 
capital  once  every  three,  four  or  even  five  years,  they  njight  learu 
to  content  themselves  with  that,  and  lie  by  in  the  interim.  Any 
thing  that  should  tend  to  keep  them  out  of  Londt)n  woidd  unques- 
tionalily  be  beneficial. 

Tickler.  Aye — and  not  to  Scotland,  or  to  Ireland  alone,  but  to 
England  herself  What  is  [.ondon  to  grow  to?  When  James  the 
Sixth  went  uj),  tlie  popidation  u{  London  was  about  what  that  of 
Edinburgh    is  tntw — n<-it  niore.      In   two  centuries  it  has  risen   lioni 

ir)(),000  to  1,400,000  at  the  least.*      Is   that  to  j: i  ud  infiultiia  ^ 

(Jan  it  go  on  without  destroying  the  country '?  Can  it  go  on  with- 
out sapping  the  strength  of  the  provinces  ?  Can  it  go  on  without 
causing  some  consummating  convulsion  in  the  great  Babylon  itself? 
!  consider  that  the  inditlerence  with  which  Parliament  alter  Parlia- 
ment goes  on  contemplating  this  ruinous  grov\th,  is  a  phenomenon 
of  al)surdify — of  insanity.  And  I  know  ol' no  method  by  wliiih  the 
evil  can  lie  chicked,  except  by  throwing  the  weight  of  governni-.i.t 
and  fasliii.u,  pcrfurce,  occasionally  into  the  scales  of  iJulilin  and 
Edinl>iirgh. 

MiicKihin.   A  young  atid  activt^  Sovert'ign  mi^ht  take  tin-  hint.f 

Tuklir.  I  expect  lut  altsnrdilits.  It  would  be  as  ridiculous  to 
transplant   his  present  Majesty,  God  bless  him  !   to  llie  North,  as  it 

•  And  exrui-Jn  y.'.iKi.OOO  in  ll.f  yi^ar  l-'.')!.-  .VI. 

t  <.{uf!)!n  Victoria  ti:i.i  [>aid   nrvi-r  il   nhort  vimtit   iti    X)\i\i\\a    nnd    Kdioburgh,  and  tp«ndi    tlio 
.Uitamn  la  AbarUveokOiie  wtiareihu  Uoau  uuuuiry  resi>J(,n(;e. — M. 
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■would  be  to  remove  im.'  fniiii  liiicilli  tin.-  slmdow  of  Arthur's  Seat 
iiiid  Salisbury  Crags,  to  a  snug  villa  in  the  Alpiui  Road.  (I  think  i 
have  heard  the  name  ol'siich  an  abomination.) 

Aurlh.  KSilualed  eh)se  to  the  Paddingion  canal,  and  sung  repeat- 
edly by  Signer  Le  Ilunto,  Gloiia  di  Coeagna. 

Macrabin.   As  was  also  the  Zeta*  rod,  1  believe. 

Ticklir.  From  a  kingdom,  we  have  already  sunk  into  a  province; 
let  the  thing  go  on  much  lunger,  and  from  a  f)rovince  wtr  shall  fall 
to  a  ci'lony — one  of  '•  the  dominions  thereunto  belonging!"  Tliey 
are  kuDcking  our  old  entail  law  to  pieces  as  fast  as  they  can,  and 
the  English  capitalists  and  our  Glossins  between  them,  will,  before 
many  days  pass,  have  the  soil  to  themselves — unless  something  be 
done — and  1  for  one  shall  do  mon possible. 

Muciubin.  Trecenti  juravimus, 

IShepherd.  Weel,  if  the  gentry  lose  the  land,  the  Highland  anes  at 
ony  rate,  it  will  only  be  the  Lord's  righteous  judgment  on  them  for 
having  dispossessed  the  people  before  them.  Ah  I  wae's  me — I 
hear  liie  Duke  of  Hamilton's  cottars  are  a'  gaun  away,  man  and 
niilher's  son,  frae  the  Isle  o'  Arran.  Pity  on  us  !  was  there  a  bon- 
nier sight  in  the  warld,  than  to  sail  by  yon  gieen  shores  on  a  liraw 
sumniei's  evening,  and  see  the  smoke  \\>'\u  fiae  the  f)uir  bodies'  bit 
shielings,  ilk  ane  wi'  its  peatstack  and  its  twu  three  auld  donnerd 
pines,  «^r  saughs,  or  elms,  sugh — sughiu'  owre  the  thack  in  the 
gloamin'-breeze  ■? 

North,  By-the-by,  1  have  a  letter  this  morning  from  a  friend  of 
mine  now  in  Upper  Canada.  He  was  rowed  down  the  St.  Lawrence 
lately,  for  several  days  on  end,  by  a  set  of  strapping  fellows,  all 
boiii  ill  that  eouiitr\,  and  \el  hardly  one  of  whom  could  speak  a 
word  of  any  tongue  but  the  Gaelic.  They  sung  heaps  of  our  old 
Highland  <>ar-songs,  he  says,  and  capitally  well,  in  the  true  IJeliri- 
dean  fashion  ;  and  they  had  others  of  their  own,  Gaelic  loo,  some  of 
which  my  fi  lend  noted  down,  both  words  and  music.  He  has  sent 
me  a  translation  of  one  of  their  ditties — shall  1  try  how  it  will 
crt'on  1 

Omves.   O,  by  all  means — by  all  means. 

North.  Very  well,  ye'll  easily  caich  the  air,  and  be  sure  you  tip 
Cje  vigcr  at  the  chorus.  [Chants.) 

CANADIAN       BOAT-SON  O. 

From  the  Gaelic. 

Lit!t<Mi  \'\  me,  08  TV-lun  ye  lionid  our  father 

iiiir^'  ii  lig  nuo  iLc  song  (it  utlu-r  slioius — 
Lietcii  to  me,  ami  thfii  in  chorus  pitlier 

All  your  deep  vi.ices,  as  ye  puJl  your  oars : 

•  Tht  ««iTere»t  attacks  on  Leigh  Hani  were  over  the  sienatare  "Z." — M. 
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Chorus. 

Fair  these  broad  meads — ihexe  hoary  woods  are  grc-vd  ; 
But  Ke  are  exilex  fruvi  our  fathers'  land. 

From  the  lone  shieling  of  the  misty  isl.iuJ 

Mnuiituiiis  divide  us,  and  tlie  waste  of  seas  — 

Tet  still  tlie  blood  is  strong,  llie  licart  is  Highland, 
And  we  in  dreams  behold  the  Hebrides: 

Fair  these  broad  meads — these  hoary  woods  are  grand; 
But  we  are  exiles  from  our  fathers'  land. 

We  ne'er  shall  tread  the  fancy-haunted  valley, 

Where  'tween  the  daik  hills  creeps  the  small  clear  stream, 

In  arms  around  the  patriarch  banner  rally. 
Nor  see  the  moon  on  royal  tombstones  gleam: 

Fair  these  broad  meads — these  honri/  icoods  are  grand. 
But  we  are  exiles  from  onr  fathers'  laud. 

When  the  bold  kindred,  in  the  time  long-vanish'd, 

Conquei'd  the  soil  and  fortifiid  the  ket-p, — 
No  seer  forete>ld  the  childi-en  would  be  banish'd, 

That  a  degenerate  Lord  might  boast  his  sheep  : 

Fair  these  broad  meads — these  hoary  woods  are  grand ; 
But  we  are  exiles  from  our  fathers'  land. 

Come  foreign  rage — let  Discord  burst  in  slaughter! 

O  then  fur  clansman  true,  and  stem  dayniure  — 
Tiie  hearts  that  would  have  given  their  blood  like  water, 

Beat  heavily  beyond  the  Atlantic  roar: 

Fair  these  broad  meads — these  hoary  woods  are  grand ; 
But  we  are  exiles  from  our  fathers'  land. 

Shepherd.  Ilech  me!  that's  really  a  very  affectin'  thing,  now. 
\Vc<'l,  Doctor,  what  say  yf)ii  ?      Another  bowl  ? 

Wodrow.  VVtil,  Mr.  Hogg,  if  ye  will  iiave  it — but  really  the 
evening's  advancing — and  wi'  a'  your  wise  discourse,  frieiid.s,  ye've 
giv«'n  tlie  very  little  liglit  yet  aliont  my  tway  callants. 

Tickler.  Doctor  Wodrow,  there's  iiotliing  for  it  hut  colonization. 
\\  ilmot  Ilorton  for  ever,  say  I.  If  I  were  a  stout  carl  like  }  ou, 
with  a  parcel  of  strapf>ing  olive  jdanls  ri.^ing  aimiil  my  talile,  by  the 
(iliost  of  Nebuchadnezzar  1  would  rou|)  oil',  turn  eveiy  thing  into 
ca>li,  and  make  interest  with  Peel  for  a  few  thousand  .-.qnare  miles 
of  ini|iroval)Ie  land  somewliere  in  Australia.  I'll  be  handed  il  1 
would  not. 

Woilraw.    I'm  ou  re  auld,  Mr.  Tiekler,  I'm  owre  auM. 

Ticklir.  Vou  !  \ou're  not  sixty — here  am  I,  sevenly-si.x  conio 
Candlemas,  and  it  would  take  but  litlle  to  jiersuadt'  me  to  join  your 
venture.  What  say  you,  North?  could  we  move  you  to  such  a 
tramp  ? 
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North.  Why,  I've  been  ihinking  of  the  like  already.  Let  politi- 
cal ailairs  go  on  here  in  their  present  course  for  another  session  or 
si>,  and  Great  Britain  will  he  no  place  for  the  like  of  us  to  leave  o\ir 
bones  in.  We  may  as  wt-ll  lie  by  a  little  while  longer,  and  thi-n, 
by  Jiipiu-r,  and  then — if  nothing  turns  up — why,  the  best  thing  we 
can  do  will,  I  devoutly  believe,  be  to  pack  up  bag  and  l)aggage,  and 
endeavor  to  found  a  t'vce  and  Chri>tian  state  somewhere  of  our  own. 

S/ifjjherd.  I'll  gang  wi'  ye,  sir.  I'll  be  ready  at  half  a  year's 
notice — gin  ye'll  gie  me  a  grand  estate  or  a  good  post. 

North.   Done  !  you  shall  choose  for  yourself,  James. 

Shepherd.  Na,  na  !  I'll  be  weel  content  wi'  ony  thing  ye  appoint. 
And  }ou,  Macrabin,  will  ye  bear  to  stand  at  the  pier  o'  Leilh,  and 
see  us  a'  sailin'  awa  ? 

Alacnibia.  Not  I,  indeed.  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  be  your 
Chief  Justice,  Judge  Admiral,  and  Lord  High  Chancellor,  all  in  one. 

Tickler.  As  I  am  the  Senior,  and  also  the  chief  capitalist,  I  intend 
to  be  Gt)vernor,  or  Cacique,  or  whatever  else  we  may  fix  on  for 
title.  You,  North,  shall  bo  my  First  Lord  of  the  Treasury  ;  and 
honest  MuUion  my  Secretary  of  State.  Odoherty  will  be  forthcom- 
ing for  Commander-in  Chief.  1  shall  offer  the  Admiralty  to  Basil 
Hall,  1  think,  lie  is  certainly  the  most  courageous  Argonaut  going, 
for  he  has  stereotyped  the  fir>t  edition  of  his  book* — and  on  the 
whole,  I  consider  this  compliment  as  due  to  him.  You,  Maciabin, 
as  you  judiciously  propose,  shall  have  the  law  arrangements  ou 
your  shoulders — you  shall  be  at  once  our  Solon  and  our  Sugden — 

Mucrabin.  Your  Justinian,  and  your  Justice  Clerk  — 

Tickler.   Our  Khadanianthus  and  our  llae  — 

Macrabin.  Your  Lycurgus,  your  Lyndhurst,  and  your  L'Amy — 
{Jieur.) 

Tickler.   Our  Plato,  our  Plunket,  and  our  Pitmilly — {hear.) 

Macrabin.   Your  Cato,  your  Coke,  and  your  Keay — {hear,  hear.) 

Tickler.  Our  Meadr)wliank,  our  Minos,  and  our  Macneil — (hear.) 

Macrabin.  Your  Draco,  your  Demosthenes,  and  your  Dickson — 
[hear,  hiar.) 

Shepherd.  Our  Halkerstone,  our  IIoup,  and  our  Ilangie — (Jiear^ 
hear,  hear.) 

Onutes.   ITa  !  ha  !  ha  ! — ha  !  ha  !   ha  ! — ha  !  ha  !   ha  ! 

Tickler.  By  the  way,  Doctor,  we've  been  forgetting  the  Church 
Establishment.     Of  course  \o\i'll  be  our  Bishop? 

Wodrow.  Me  a  Bi>hoj),  ]Mr.  Tickler  !  I'm  a  Calvirnsttoih&  back- 
bane.      Presbyterian  pawrity  for  me  wherever  1  gang. 

Macrabin.  I  have  a  more  solid  objection.  The  Scripture  has  ruled 
that  a  Bishop  must  be  the  husl)and  of  only  one  wife,  and  I  sul>mit 
that  such  a  character  would  be  wholly  out  of  place  in  a  new  settle 

•  A  very  unusual  process  with  \,\ie  first  Edition  of  any  book,  in  any  part  of  Europe. — M. 
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tnent,  such  as  we  are  about  to  organize.  I  am  therefore  inclined,  as 
Amicus  Curiae,  to  suggest  that  we  should  adhere  to  the  Presbyterian 
model;  in  which  case,  our  worthy  friend  here  might  comply  with 
the  spirit  of  our  patriarchal  institutions,  and  have  just  as  many  Mrs 
Paw  rity-Wodrows  as  he  might  happen  to  find  convenient  under  ex- 
isting circumstances. 

Sliepkerd.  Aye,  man  ?  and  how  many  Mrs.  Macrabins  is  there  to 
De  o'  them  ? 

Macrabin.  Hogg,  the  answer  to  that  question  is  still  in  the  womb 
of  time.  As  well  might  1  ask  how  many  Mrs,  Hoggs,  Mrs.  Ticklers, 
or  Mrs.  Norths.  Such  inquiries,  Hogg,  at  the  present  stage  of  this 
business,  must  be  considered  as  rash,  premature,  and  irrelevant. 
But  sure  I  am,  {riaing)  that,  sitting  there  as  you  do,  you  can  have  no 
dtiubt  with  regard  to  the  principle,  gentlemen,  (he  broad,  the  just, 
the  liberal,  and  the  salutary  principle,  on  which  I  have  ventured  to 
bottom  the  hiugeing  and  cardinal  features  of  this  case  !  No,  Hogg; 
is  it  to  be  endured  that  we,  a  patriotic  band,  fleeing  to  the  uttermost 
parts  of  the  eaith,  in  order  that  we  may  no  longer  be  the  witnesses 
<'f  the  political,  the  moral,  and  the  religious  degradation,  insecurity, 
and  oppression  of  a  once  proud,  and  virtuous,  and  truly  Protestant 
country — is  it  to  be  borne,  I  say,  and  1  repeat,  that  we,  my  Luds, — 
that  we,  the  heroic  victims  of  this  tyranny,  the  noble  eschewers  of 
this  abomination,  the  self-exiled  confessors  of  the  great  and  holy 
cause  of  British  Protestantism — is  it  to  be  endured  even  for  a  mo- 
ment, that  we,  my  Luds,  should  lie  held  bound  to  carry  with  us  into 
those  new,  wide,  and  virgin  regions,  over  which  we  seem  destined  to 
diffuse  and  establish  the  great  principles  of  light,  and  law,  and  liber- 
ty,— is  it  to  be  endured,  my  Luds,  tiial  we  should  hamper  our  wings 
in  this  great,  gallant,  and  glorious  excursion,  with  any  of  those  most 
inapplicable  imj)ediments  and  most  uiisiiitai)le  entanglements,  which, 
leiidered  necessary  in  old  thickly  peopled  territories  by  the  inevita- 
ble march  of  circumstances,  and  sanctioned  accordingly  in  such  ter- 
ritories by  the  denunciations  at  <jnce  of  the  press,  the  pulpit,  and  the 
jiiliory,  could  under  <ither  circumstances  be  aitended  with  no  conse- 
(pience  l>ut  that  of  ham|ering  the  infant  movements  of  the  social 
principle  in  a  manner  alike  impertinent,  my  Luds,  imjxilitic,  and 
un[i|ea-ant  ? — {Ilcur,  hear!) — No,  sir;  far  from  us  lie  such  narrow, 
illiberal,  anil  iniphilo>o|iliiiai  bigotry  !  Lit  us  not,  a->siniilati'  our- 
Belvcs  in  our  minds' eyes  to  the  poor  haltered  mill-liorses,  who  slump 
their  eternal  loiind  wilhinthe  never-varying  circle  of  oiitwoin  for- 
malities! Let  us,  (>  my  Hogg,  take  a  wiiler,  a  nobler,  and  a  more 
aerial  ranee  in  our  aspirations! — [J /car,  hear!) — Let  us  dwell  rather 
on  the  gieat  precursors  and  founders  (»f  the  existing  ^ocieties  now 
degrading  and  degraded,  within  the  ancient  hetnisphere  <»f  this  ter- 
restrial globe.      liCt  us  assimilate  ourselves  rather  to  the  i'alriarchd 
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of  old — {Hear,  hear,  hear!) — Let  us  go  forth  into  the  wilderness  of 
the  New  World,  able  and  willing  to  exert  all  our  faculties  in  tha 
nohle  task  of  founding  a  wise,  a  free,  an  iiidejiendent,  a  moral,  a  just, 
an  ohediont,  and  a  populous  nation.  {Hear,  hear  f)  Let  the  people 
grow,  and  let  the  rulers  thereof  abound  and  flourish.  {Hear,  hear, 
hear  f)  Let  us  spread  ourselves  in  a  ftill  and  fei  tiliziiig  stream,  from 
the  borders  of  the  great  river,  even  the  river  Ticklkk,  unto  the  wil- 
derness of  WoDROw  on  the  right  liand,  and  unto  the  hug«  cedar-clad 
mountains  of  the  Mackabinian  chain  upon  the  left !  {Hear,  hear!) 
Let  our  Shepherd  bequeath  his  nan\e  and  his  blood  to  all  the  dwell- 
ers in  a  valley  like  unto  the  valley  of  Egypt.  Yea,  let  the  Hoggs 
of  that  land  be  as  numerous  as  the  Ilowtowdies  of  this!  And  let 
NoRTHOPOLis  extend  her  walls  and  her  bowers,  until  Lnperial  liome, 
in  comparison  to  her,  be  voted  a  rat-hole,  Nineveh  a  nook,  Babylon 
a  baby-house,  and  Pekin  the  paltriest  pile  of  the  Pigmies!  In  a 
word,  1,  like  this  reverend  and  revered  father,  am  opposed 
Mordicus  to  the  adoption  of  the  Episcopalian  ritual  and  discipline  in 
the  infant  state.  In  its  application  to  our  meditated  polity,  1  fore- 
see a  long  concatenation  of  insuperable  and  even  disgusting  evils;  I 
say  with  our  Wodrow — 

"  Let  Love  be  Liberty,  and  Nature  Lawl  "      {Hear,  licar,  hear) 
And  1  beg  leave  to  propose  a  health  to  the  wives  and  sweethearts  oi 
the  colonists  of  New  St.  Kit's — {three  times  three.) 

Tickler.  I  hereby  give  my  sanction  to  that  name.     New  St.  Kit's 

let  it,  be. 

North.  Thank  ye  — well,  I  think  we  have  settled  most  other  things 
pretty  decently — where  are  we  to  get  the  cash  ? 

Tickler.  Cash*?  Pooh,  pooh!  CVh,  Corn,  and  Catholics—all 
shall  be  forthcoming.  Why,  I  don't  wish  to  take  things  at  a  hiyh 
estimate;  but,  surely,  what  with  my  land  and  UdhIh  in  the  West 
Country,  my  sti-ck  here,  in  France,  and  in  the  United  States — 
North's  plum — and  what  the  rest  of  you  may  scrape  together,  wo 
may  count  one  way  or  anotlieron  some — let  me  see — some  millions 
— or  so.  Not  enough,  you  will  say  ? — well,  it  will  make  a  begin- 
ning, however,  and  when  once  we're  afloat,  no  lears— we  sluill 
have  constant  accessions.     Protestant  capital  will  soon  pour  in  upon 

us. 

Mucrahhi.  I  look  much  to  the  influence  of  the  liberal  laws  I  shall 
take  care  to  establish,  I  shall  give  every  encouragement  to  new- 
comers,  I  promise  you  ;  and  what  with  London  bankers,  and  Edin- 
burgh Writers-to-theSignet,  and  other  accidental  contributors,  1 
thiiTk  (Mir  Magazine  is,  in  fact,   like  to  be  troubled  with  a  "press  of 


matter." 


Tickler.  According  to  the  recent  averages,  we  may  count  on,  at 


"  THE   MEIKLE    BLACK   DEIL."  377 

least,  one  of  each  of  those  classes  of  emigres  yearly — they'll  cer- 
tainly prefer  New  St.  Kit's  to  the  United  States,  or  even  to  La  Belle 
F'ltnice. 

Wodrow.  I  thought  you  had  wished  an  exclusively  moral  popula- 
tion— now  really,  gentlemen,  fugitive  bankers — swindling  doers — 
people  that,  in  tact,  can't  wi-ll,  when  detected  thorouglily,  be  allowed 
to  riiuain  even  among  the  Whigs  of  the  old  country — wiih  submis- 
sion. 1  t-an't  but  have  my  doubts  how  these  folk  would  amalgamate. 

Tickler.  Be  not  (jver  curious.  Our  motto  must  be  ^'(/oat/ capital, 
AlVs  fish  that  comes  to  the  net — come  pike — come  gudgeon  ! 

Macrabin.  liemember  the  origin  of  Ivome,  Doctor — llie  brazen 
wolf,  the  lloraiii  and  Curiatii,  Bos  loculus  est,  the  Sabine  ladies, 
and  other  points  of  learning.  Come,  fill  your  glasses — tingle-lingle- 
ling — hear  ye  the  music  o'  the  spoon.  Doctor? 

Shej)herd  [sings,  accompanied  by  ^Iackabin  on  the  trombone  ) 

Let  tliem  cunt  about  Adam  and  Eve — fi-ae  my  saul 
I'm  inair  gitu  to  hiiiientiug  Beelzebub's  fall, 
lliougb  the  beasts  were  a'  tame,  and  the  streams  were  a'  clear, 
Aud  the  bowers  were  iu  blossom  a'  through  the  laug  year — 
Our  aiu  warld  wad  serve  me  for  au  Edeu  atweel, 
Au  it  were  na  fur  fear  o'  the  Meikle  Black  DeiL 
Chorux — "  Our  aiu  warld,''  <tc. 

I  was  born  t<)  a  lairdsbip  on  sweet  Teviot  side, 
My  bills  they  are  green,  and  my  holms  they  are  wide, 
1  hae  ewes  by  tlie  hundred,  and  kye  by  the  score, 
Aud  there's  meal,  aud  there  s  maut,  and  there's  whisky  galore — ■ 
And  this  warld  wad  serve  me  for  au  Kdeu  atweel, 
Au  it  weie  ua  lur  fear  o'  the  Meikle  Black  DeiL 
Cliorus — "  Our  aiu  warld,"  <tc. 

Tliere  is  Jenny,  jim|)  Jenny — and  blytlie  bonny  Kate, 
There  is  Susan  the  slec — ami  iheie's  Bauby  the  blate, 
There  is  Jessy,  my  darling  that  kaims  back  iier  huir 
And  Wee  frighten'd  Meg,  that  I  niet  at  the  fair — 
And  this  warld  would  serve  me  for  an   Kdeii  atweel, 
An  it  were  na  for  fear  o'  the  Meikle  lUaek  DeiL 
ClioruK — "  Our  aiu  warld,"  ttc. 

Wodrow.   O  lie— U   fie-— Mr.  Hogg  !   Mr.    Hogg!   Mr.  Ho-jir  !  — 

{Kxit.) 
Marrahin.  Come,  now  the  old  cock's  off  at  last — let's  have  in  tho 
»;igars,  and  bcg'n  work  seri(;u^ly.  (^''/'  smoking.) 
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No.  XLVII.— DECEMBER,  1829. 
The  Snuggery — Time,  seven  c^ clock. — North  and  the  Shepherd. 

Shepherd.  O,  sir!  but  there's  something  delightfu'  in  coal-fire 
gliinnit'riii'  and  glooiiiin',  breakiii'  out  every  nuo  and  then  into  a 
flicUeriii'  bleeze  ;  and  whenever  ane  uses  the  polter  into  a  sudden  illu 
minatiiin,  vivifvin'  the  pictured  paper  on  the  \sixs,  and  settin'  a'  tho 
range  o'  looivin'-glasses  a-iovv,  like  sae  niony  bi'acons  kindled  on  the 
taps  o'  hills,  burnin'  awa'  to  ane  anither  owre  a'  the  kintra  side,  on 
the  birth-day  night  o'  the  Duke  o'  Buccleuch,  or  that  o'  his  marriage 
wi'  that  fair  English  Leddy* — God  bless  them  bailh,  and  send  theia 
in  gude  time  a  circle  (/  bauld  sons  and  bonny  dochters,  to  upliaud 
the  stately  an'  noble  house  o'  the  King  o'  the  Border. 

North.  Amen.     James — a  caulker. 

Shepherd.  That  speerit's  far  alioon  proof.  There's  little  difference 
atween  awka  veety  and  awka  fortis.  Aye,  ma  man,  that  gars  your 
een  water.  Dicht  them  wi'  the  doylez,  and  then  tak  a  m<juthfu'  out 
o'  the  jug  to  moderate  the  intensity  o'  the  pure  cretur.  llaud, 
baud!  it's  no  sma'  yill,  but  strong  toddy,  sir.  Tl/u  body  'II  be  fu' 
a^ore  auj^ht  o'clock.      {Aside.) 

A'orlh.  This  jug,  James,  is  rather  wishy-washy;  confound  me  if 
I  don't  suspfct  it  is  milk  and  water! 

Sheplierd.  Plowp  in  some  speerit.  Let  me  try't.  It'll  do  noo, 
sir.  'J'liat's  capital  boiling  water,  and  tholes  dooble  it's  ain  weciit 
o'  cauld  Glenlivet.  Let's  dook  in  tlie  thermometer.  Up,  you  see, 
to  twa  hunder  and  twunty,  just  the  proper  toddy  pitch.  It's  miraw- 
culous  ! 

North.   What  sort  of  a  night  out  of  doors,  James  1 

Shepherd.  A  fine  nicht,  sir,  and  like  the  season,  'J'he  wund's  due 
east,  and  Tse  waurant  the  ships  at  anchor  in  the  roads  are  a'  rather 
coggly,  wi'  their  nebs  doon  theEiilli,  like  sae  luony  rockinii-hooses. 
On  lurnin'  the  corner  o'  Picaidy,  a  blash  o'  sleet  like  a  verra  snaw- 
lia'  amaist  knocked  my  head  aflf  my  shouthers  ;  and  as  for  my  hat, 
if  it  meet  with  nae  internif/tion,  ii,  maun  he  weel  on  toWest-Ciaigs 
bv  this  time,  for  it  Hew  aJf  in  a  whurlwind.  Ye  canna  see  the  sleet 
for  the  harr ;  the  ghastly  lamps  are   amaist  entirely  overpoored  by 

*  The  Duke  of  Buccleuph  and  Queensbury  (born  in  ItOfi)  married  a  daughter  of  the  Mar- 
qoi*  ^  Bath.  He  had  been  a  iiieinber  of  Petsl'd  Cabinet  in  le41-^tj,  and  she  wa<  Mi&treiui  of 
tbt  Rfrbes  to  Queen  Victoria.— M. 
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the  wlnstlin'  darkness;  and  as  for  moon  and  stars,  they're  a'  dead 
und  buried,  and  we  never  may  wutness  their  resurrection.  Auid 
women  frae  cliimley-taps  are  cieytin'  wi'  a  cra>h  into  every  area, 
and  the  deevil's  tirliu'  the  kirks  outowre  a'  the  Synods  o'  Scotland. 
Whisht!  is  that  thunner  ? 

North.  I  fear  scarcely — but  the  roar  in  the  vent  is  good,  James, 
and  tells  of  tempest.     Wuuld  to  heaven  1  were  at  sea! 

Shepherd.  That's  impious.  Yet  you  micht  aiblins  be  safe  aneuch 
in  a  bit  cockle-shell  o'  an  open  boat — fur  some  folk  are  born  no  to 
be  drooned  — 

North.  There  goes  another  old  woman  ! 

Shepherd.  O  but  the  Yarrow  wull  be  a'  ae  red  roar  the  noo,  frae 
the  Loch  to  the  Ettrick.  Yet  wee  Jamie's  soun'  asleep  in  his  crib 
by  this  time,  and  dreamin',  it  may  be,  o'  paddlin'  amang  the  men- 
nows  in  the  silver  sand-l)anks  o'  simmer,  whare  the  glassy  stream 
is  nae  higher  than  his  knee  ;  or  o'  chasin'  amang  the  broom  the 
young  linties  sent  by  the  sunshine,  albre  their  wings  are  weel  fea- 
thered, frae  their  mossy  cradle  in  the  l)riar  bush,  and  able  to  flee  just 
weel  aneuch  to  wile  awa'  on  and  on,  after  tht-ir  chirpin  flutter,  my 
dear  wee  canty  callant,  ciiasiii'  first  ane  and  then  anither,  on  wings 
ju.>t  like  their  ain,  the  wings  o' joy,  love,  and  hope;  fiiuldin'  them, 
in  a  disappointment  free  frae  ony  taint  o' bitterness,  when  a' the  bur- 
dies  hae  disa[ijiearcd,  and  his  een,  as  he  sits  doon  on  the  knowe,  (ix 
themselves  wi'  a  new  pleasure  on  the  bonny  bands  o'  gowans 
croodin'  round  his  feet. 

North.  A  bumpt-r,  my  dear  Shepherd,  to  Mount  Bunger. 

SJtepherd.  Thank  ye,  sir,  thank  ye.  Oh!  my  dear  sir,  but  ye  hae 
a  gude  heart,  sound  at  the  core  as  an  apple  on  the  sunny  southside 
o'  the  tiee — and  ruddy  as  an  ajtpie,  sir,  is  your  cheek  — 

North.  Yes.  James,  a  life  of  temperance  preserves  — 

Shepherd.  \\v\\>  yoursei',  and  put  owre  the  jug.  There's  twunty 
gude  years  o'  wear  and  tiar  in  you  }et,  Mr.  North — but  what  for 
wuima  ye  marry  1  Dinna  be  fiichtencd — it's  naething  ava — and  it 
afteri  grieves  my  heart  to  think  o'  you  lyin'  your  lane  in  tiiat  state- 
bed,  wliich  carina  be  less  than  seviii  feet  wide,  wluii  the  General's 
widow  — 

North.  I  have  long  wished  for  an  opportunity  of  confiding  to  you 
a  secret,  which  — 

She/dind.  A  sacret  !  Tell  nae  sacr<'t  to  me— for  I  never  a'  my 
life  Could  slec|t  wi'  a  sacret  in  my  head,  ony  mai'-  than  wi'  the  lug- 
ache.  But  if  you're  merely  gaun  to  tell  me  that  yi-  haeskrewcd  up 
your  cour;i;;e  at  last  to  marry  her,  say't,  du'taiid  be  dune  wi't,  lor 
she's  a  comely  and  a  cozey  cretur,  yon  Mrs.  Gentle,  and  it'll  do  my 
een  gude  to  see  you  marchin'  up  wi'  her,  huun  an'  haun  to  tlie  Hy- 
meneal Altar. 
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North.  On  Chli^tm;ls  iliiy,  my  dear  James,  we  shall  be  one  spirit. 

Shepherd.  And  ac  tle^li.  llunavv  !  iiuiraw  !  hurraw  !  Giesyour 
liauii'  on  that,  luy  aiild  hearty  !  What  a  gran'  echo's  in  yon  corner 
o'  the  roof!  hear  till't  snuickin'  loots  alter  us,  as  it'  Cupid  hinisel' 
were  in  the  cornice  ! 

North.  You  must  write  our  Epithalaniium. 

Shepherd.  That  I  wull,  wi'  a'  my  birr,  and  sae  wall  Delta,  and 
sae  wull  the  Doctor,*  and  sae,  I'm  sure,  wull  Mr.  Wudtworth  ;  and 
1  can  answer  for  Sir  Walter 

North.  Who  has  kindly  promised  to  give  away  the  Bride. 

Shepherd.   I  could  greet  to  think  that  1  canna  be  theBestMan.f 

North.  Tickler  has 

Shepherd.  Capital — capital  !  I  see  him — look,  there  he  is — wi'his 
speck-and-span-new  sky-blue  coat  wi'  siller  buttons,  snaw-wliite 
waistcoat  wi'  gracefu'  fl;ips.  licht  casimer  knee-breeks  wi'  lang  ties, 
flesh-colored  silk-stockings  wi'  flowered  gushets,  pumps  brushed  up 
to  a  perfect  polish  a'  roun'  the  buckles  crystal-set,  a  dash  o'  powther 
in  his  hair,  een  bricht  as  diamonds,  the  tiice  o'  him  like  the  verra 
sun,  chin  shaven  smooth  as  satin,  mouth — saw  ye  ever  sic  teeth  in 
a  man's  head  at  his  time  o'  life — mantling  wi'  jocund  benisons,  and 
the  haill  feegar  o'  the  incomparable  fallow,  frae  tap  tt)  tae,  sax  feet 
fowre  inches  and  a  hawf  gude  measure,  insliack  wi'  condolence  and 
congratulation,  as  if  at  times  he  were  almost  believing  Buchanan 
Lodge  w'as  Southside — that  he  was  changin'  places  wi'  you,  in  a 
sweet  sort  o' jookery-pawkery — that  he  was  Christopher  Korth,  and 
Mrs.  Gentle  on  the  verra  brink  o'  Itecoming  Mrs.  Tickler? 

North.  James,  you  make  me  jealous. 

Shepherd.  For  Heaven's  sake,  sir,  dinna  split  on  that  rock.  Re- 
member Othello,  and  hoo  he  smothered  hisuile  ui'the  bowster. 
But  saft  lie  the  bowster  aneath  your  twa  happy  heads,  and  plea 
santly  may  your  goold  watch  keep  tickin'  throughcnit  the  night,  in 
accompaniment  wi'  the  beatin's  o'  your  twa  worthy  and  vvcdded 
hearts. 

North.  Methinks,  James,  the  wind   has  shifted  round  to  the 

She2)herd.      O'  a'  the  nirts  the  wund  can  blaw, 
1  dearly  loe  tlie  west, 
For  there  the  b<iDny  widow  lives, 
The  aue  that  1  loe  best  I 

North.  Let  us  ei.deavor  to  change  the  suljc  ct.  IIow  many  poets, 
think  ye,  James,  at  ilie  present  moment,  niay  be  in  Edinburgh? 

Sh(2jherd.  Baith  sexes?  Were  I  apjiointed.  during  a  season  o' 
distress,  to  the   h(ad    o'  the  Consmissaw i iat  Department   in  a  groat 

•  MacDiBh.— M.  t  -C"'  Man  :— The  Bridegrocmij  friend  at  the  •wedding.— M. 
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Bane-Soup-Dispensary,  for  behoof  and  in  behalf  o'  the  inspired  pairt 
u'  the  poppilation  o'  Etiibro',  1  think  it  wad  na  be  safe  to  take  the 
aveiiige — supposing  the  dole  to  each  bejigar  to  be  twice  a-dav — • 
iinealh  twuntv  thcjosand   rawtions. 

North.  The  existence  of  such  a  class  of  persons  really  becomes 
matter  of  serious  consideration  to  the  State, 

Shepherd.  Wad  ye  be  for  piltin'  them  down  by  the  strong  arm  o' 
the  Law  1 

North.  Why,  you  see,  James,  before  we  could  reach  them  it 
would  be  necessary  to  alter  the  whole  Criminal  Jurisprudence  of 
Scotland. 

Shepherd.  I  dinna  see  that  ava'.  Let  it  just  be  enacted,  neist  ses- 
sion o'  Parliament,  that  the  punishment  t)'  the  first  ofFonce  shall  be 
sax  months'  imprisonment  on  crowd^,  o'  the  second  Botany,*  and  the 
third  death  without  benefit  o'  clergy.  But  stop  awee — cut  aft'  the 
hinner  end  o'  that  last  claws,  and  let  the  meenisters  o'  religion  be 
admitted  to  the  condemned  cells. 

North.   Define  '"First  Offence." 

Shepherd.  Ave,  that  gars  ane  scurt  their  head.  I  bcgiu  to  see 
into  the  difliculiies  o'  Fieual  Legishiwtion. 

North.  Then,  James,  think  on  the  folly  of  rewarding  a  miserable 
Driveller,  for  his  first  offence,  with  board  and  lodging  for  six  n-.onths  ! 

Shepherd.  We  maun  gie  up  the  crowdy.  Let  the  first  offence, 
then,  he  Botany. 

North.  We  are  then  brought  to  the  discussion  of  one  of  the  most 
puzzling  problems  in  the  whole  range  of 

Shrpherd.  Just  lo  prevent  that,  fur  the  solution  o'  sic  a  puzzling 
problem  would  lie  a  national  nuisance,  let  us  mercifully  siilistilute, 
at  ance  and  to  be  dune  wi't,  for  the  veira  fir>t  ofl'eiice  o'  the  kind, 
however  sma',  and  hosvever  inaccurately  defined,  neither  maun  wo 
be  verra  pernickety  aljout  evidence,  the  punishment  o'  death. 

North.   I  fear  hanging  would  not  answer  the  desired  end. 

Shtphcrd.   Answer  the  end] 

North.  A  sort  of  spurious  sympathy  might  be  created  in  the  souls 
of  the  silly  ones,  with  the  fioor  poetasters  following  one  another, 
with  mincing  sfejis,  u[)  the  scaffold-ladtler,  and  then  looking  round 
upon  the  crowd  with  their  "eyes  in  a  linc^  frenzy  rolling,"  and  [nr- 
liafis  giving  Ilaiigy  tlieir  last  speeches  and  dying  words  to  distribute, 
in  the  shape  of  sonnets,  odes,  and  elegies,  all  the  while  looking  at 
<)nce  .Jenuiiy-Jessamv  ish  and  Jack v-Lackadaisieal,  w  iih  the  collars 
of  their  shirts,  for  the  nonce.  ala-B\  r<in,  and  their  tuneful  throais, 
white  as  those  of  so  many  Boardii,g-S(  hoolMisses,  most  [liteous  to 
behold,  loo  ludely  visited  by  a  hempen  neckcloth.  Tiiere  would  bo 
a  powerful  and  dangerous  reaction. 

•  Id  ibij*»  day.i,  convict*  irere  trnnij>ortcd  lo  Ijotany  Bay,  New  fcuuth  Walci. — M. 
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Shepherd.  I  soc  farther  and  farther  ben  intil  the  darkness  o'Paenal 
Legislawtion.  There  is  hut  ae  resource  left.  Tak  the  punishment 
into  your  ain  liaiids.  The  nation  expects  it,  sir.  Gic  them  The 
Knout. 

North.   I  will. 

Shepherd.   Horridly  conceese  ! 

North.  Unroll  a  lew  yards  of  yonder  List,  James,  and  read  ofi'  the 
first  fitly  names. 

Shepherd.  Mercy  on  us  !  Lang  as  the  signatures  of  the  Roman 
Catholic  Petition,  or  the  Address  to  Queen  Caroline.  How  far  wad 
it  reach  ? 

North.  It  is  not  so  long  as  you  imagine,  James.  It  is  precisely 
as  long  as  the  front  of  the  Lodge. 

Shepherd.  Forty  yards  !  A  hunder  and  twenty  feet  o'  the  names 
o'  Poets  a'  flourishin'  in  Embro'  at  ae  era! 

North.   Read  avva,  James. 

Shepherd.  A'  arranged  alphabetically,  as  I  hope  to  be  shaved  ! 
Puir  fallow  AAA!  Little  did  your  father  think,  when  he  was 
haudin'  ye  up  in  lang  frocks,  a  skirlin'  lialihy.  to  be  chrissen'd  after 
your  uncle  and  your  granpawpa,  that  in  less  than  tvvunty  years,  \(»u 
were  to  be  rebaptized  in  hhiid,  under  the  Knout  o'  ane  without  bow 
els  and  without  luth  !  [Letthtf)  tlie  List  full  out  of  his  hands.)  1  hae 
nae  heart  to  get  beyond  thae  three  niai>t  misfortunate  and  ill-chosen 
initials!  I'm  gettin' a  wee  sick — whare's  the  Gleidivet  1  Ilcch  ! 
But  I'm  better  noo.  Puir  chiel',  1  wuss  I  hadna  ken't  him  ;  hut 
it's  no  twa  months  back  sin'  he  was  at  Mount  Benger,  and  left 
wi'  me  a  series  o'  Sonnets  on  Puddock-stools,  on  the  model  o' 
Milton's. 

North.  No  i)ividious  appeal  to  my  mercy,  James. 

Shejjherd.  Let  it  al  least  teniper  your  justice;  yet  sure  aneuch 
never  was  there  sic  a  screed  o'  vermin. 

North.  Never  since  the  Egyptian  plague  of  flies  and  lice. 

Shejjherd.  Dinna  be  too  severe,  sir,  diniia  be  too  severe.  Rather 
ca'  them  frojrgies. 

North.   Be  it  so.     As  when,  according  to  Cowper  — 

A  race  obscene, 
Spnwn'd  in  the  muddy  beds  <if  Nile,  came  forth 
J'lilluliiig  P^gyj)t:  gaiileiis,  fields,  juid  plains, 
Weie  Cdvcitd  witli  (lie  pest;  tlie  streets  were  fill'd ; 
Tlie  crdaking  nuisance  luikd  in  every  nook; 
Kor  palaces,  uor  evi^n  eliambers  'seaj)ed; 
And  the  land  stank — so  miniei'ous  was  tbe  fiy. 

Shepherd.  '\  he  ];.iid  stank  !  Cowper  meant  there,  a'  Egypt.  But 
in  Euil'i'o',  where  The  Land  means,  ye  ken,  a  Tenement  or  Tene- 
ments, a  batch  o'  houses,  a  continu<us  series  o'  lodgings,  the  expres 
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sion  "  the  land  stank,"  is  fearsomely  intensified  to  the  nostrils  o' 
the  imagination  o'  ilka  individual  either  in  the  New  or  the  Auld 
Town. 

North.  It  must  have  brought  down  the  price  of  lodgings. 

Sliepherd.  Mony  o'  them  wunna  let  at  a'.  You  canna  gang  doun 
a  clo>e  without  jostlin'  again' the  vciniin.  Shoals  keep  peipetii.-illy 
pouriu'  doon  the  coinmon-staiis.  Wantin'  to  hae  a  glide  sight,  o' 
the  sea,  last  time  I  was  here,  i  gaed  up  to  the  Calton  Eill.  There 
was  half-a-dizzen  decided  anes  crawlin'  aneath  the  pillars  o'  the  Par- 
thenion — and  I  afterwards  stumbled  on  as  nioiiy  niair  on  the  tap  o' 
Keelson's  Moniment. 

North,  it  is  shocking  to  think  that  our  churches  are  infested 
by 

Shtp/ierd.  Na,  what's  waur  than  tiiat,  this  very  evenin'  I  nut  ane 
li'Upin'  doon  Ambrose's  main  staircase.  Tappytoorie  had  hukily 
met  him  on  his  way  up;  and  having  th(-  poker  in  his  haun — lie  had 
been  ripein'  the  ribs  o'  the  Snuggery — Tappy  charged  him  like  a 
lancer,  and  ye  never  saw  ^ic  spangs  as  the  cretur,  when  1  met  him, 
was  makin'  towards  the  front  door. 

North.  A  very  few  young  men  of  true  poetical  genius,  and  more 
of  true  poetical  I'celing,  we  have  among  us,  James,  nevertheless; 
and  then,  some  day  soon,  I  propose  to  praise 

Shepherd.  With<iut  pleasiii'  them — for  unless  you  lay't  on  six 
inches  think — the  buttt-r  1  mean — no  the  kiiowt — they'll  mi.-ca' 
you  ahint  \oiir  back  Utv  a  niggard.  Then,  hoo  they  butter  ane 
anitlier — and  their  ain  sells!  Genius — genius — that's  aye  their 
watehword  and  reply — but  u's  no  goud  that  glitter- — paste's  uo 
peari> — a  Scotch  pebble's  no  a  GoU-onda  gem — neither  is  a  bit  glass 
lj»ad  a  diamond — nor  a  leaf  o'  tinsy  a  burnished  sheet  o'  the  oie  for 
\\\i  ch  kingdoms  are  liought  and  M)ld,  and  the  human  conscience  sent 
into  thrall  to  the  powers  o'  darkness. 

North.  Modest  merit  mu>t  be  encouraged  and  fostered. 

Shej/lerd.    Whar*-  wnll  ye  find  it? 

North.  W  hy  there,  f()r  i  xamjilr,  arc  our  four  countrymen — and  1 
might  notice  others.      I'ringlc,  and  Malcolm,  and  1 1«  tlicriui^toii.* 

iShpjlicid.    line  fallows,  a'  the  Fowic.      Here's  to  tluin  ! 

North.  '1  lie  iii{.iil  impHAes,  j;i)d  must  le  alnmst  at  its  best.     That 

•Thnmiiii  rrinpl*  ynt  a  Frotrhirnii  y  )io,  nflrr  vorirun  liliT»ry  Pffnyf,  v  im  Kdilorof  PInck' 
xrmtil't  Ml  iffiinir,  w  lii(  h  v  nn  ci  niii  freed  in  Aj  ril,  l>-17.  Ill-  vn*  s  drciuetl  Literal  in  (•■lilicM, 
H'5ckw<*d  «  nt  A  'I  OfV .  T  l.^y  tPi  nrDti  d,  I'lirfilc  Ruinp  ovtr  lo  '  imiili  hit's  I  ilmli  i  nh  .M'  pn- 
iitir.  lilii)  k«(>oii  r<niDini  f:  ylitiKo(.'a  Aiirr  iIiih.  ]  linglr  iniitiroDd  to  >^i>mIj  Alriin  mtid 
even  tun  I  ly  i  bbli.  I.rd  on  imi  rcnir.c  i.rci  iir  t  ol  liir  l'<»ii!<  iiri'  tl.i  !<•  i  but  lii-  rrlui  nrd  In  Knc- 
lnnd,  w  h»Te  lie  b'cotDe  ?•><  rnnry  ol  li.e  Atili-Slovrry  S<  ciny,  nnd  rondiclrd  "  I  rii'iidfliii'f 
(JderinK,  "  a  |0|.iilnr  untiiisl,  (cr  nmny  yisr*.  lie  <lnd  in  IHM.-  Jrlm  Mn  nlin.  »l  o  hai'  Iti  d 
ar  oHxer  in  tin-  Urillnh  arm).  »rc.t«  n  cm.d  deal  ftT  Auriiiali'  and  ^:I  fi/met,  jubllihed  two 
Ti.liiKieii  of  H'ltry,  and  died  at  Edinlurfrli.— V'iUiMii  Ilnln nnf'iin  wen  a  •iitall /i((ru((ur, 
V.  hr>  fluUcitd  aiiiiiig  tlic  ]  ti  loujcalt,  diitUy  aa  a  yrnter  of  vtittik. — Al 
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is  a  fiisl  rale  howl!     Well  done,  hail.     I  pky  the  poi)r   hot-houses. 
'1'1h>  stones  cannot  be  less  than  sugar-alnionds. 

Sh(2)ltcrd.  fSlKMijrger-awinons !  They're  like  gusc-eggs.  If  the 
lozeiis  were  na  pawtent  plate,  lang  ere  noo  they  would  hue  a' flown 
into  flinders.  But  they're  ball-proi>l".  They  wudua  break  though 
you  weie  to  let  afl'  a  pistol. 

Korth.  What,  James,  is  your  favorite  weather? 

SInjjhvrd.  A  clear,  hard,  liJaek  fnjst.  Sky  v\ilhout  a  clud — .sun 
bright,  but  almost  cold — earth  firm  aneatli  \ourleetas  a  ruck — 
tiees  silent,  but  not  asleej>  wi'lheir  budded  branches — ice-edged 
rivers  amaist  mute  and  moruin]e>s,  \  et  w  implin'  awee,  and  mur- 
muring dozingly  as  in  a  cream — the  air  or  atm<ispheie  sae  raiilied 
by  the  mysieiious  alchemy  o'  that  wonderlu'  Wuzaid,  Wuuler,  that 
when  ye  draw  in  your  breath,  \  e'rc  no  sejisiblc  o'  ha'in  ony  lungs; 
wi'  sic  a  celestial  coolness  does  the  sj.irit  o'  the  middle  region  per- 
vade and  permeate  the  t<;tality  o'  ane's  hail  created  existence,  sowle 
and  body  L-eing  but  ae  essence,  the  pulses  o'  ane  indi>tingni>hable 
frae  the  leelin's  o'  the  ither,  niatei  iulism  and  imniaterialism  just  ane 
and  the  same  thing,  witiiout  ony  peieeptible  shade  o'  dililrence,  and 
the  immortality  o'  tlie  sowle  lelt  in  as  sure  a  lailh  as  the  now  ol'  its 
being,  sae  that  ilka  thocht  is  as  pious  as  a  prayer,  and  the  happy 
habitude  o'  the  entire  man  an  absolute  religion. 

North.  James,  my  dear  friend,  you  have  fine  eyes  and  a  noble 
forehead.     lias  Mr.  Combe*  ever  manipulated  your  caput? 

Shephtrd.  C)u.  aye.  A'  my  thr<'lty-lhjee  organs  or  laueulties  are 
— en<irm(/us. 

North.  In  my  di  vclupment  wonder  is  very  large  ;  and  therefore 
vou  niav  sujipdsc  imw  I  am  astonished.  But,  m_)  dear  wealher-wise- 
aeie.  [Hdceed  with  \<'Ur  description. 

Kihcjjherd.  'liien,  sii-,  what  a  gbiricus  appetecl  in  a  black  frost! 
Corned  beef  and  greens  send  up  in  their  sleam  your  soul  to  heaven. 
The  greediest  gluttony  is  satisfied  and  becomes  a  virtue.  Eating, 
for  eating's  sake,  and  in  oblivion  o'  its  feenal  cause,  is  then  the  nio>t 
sacred  o'  household  duties.  The  sweat  drops  that  stand  on  yo'ir 
brow",  wiiile  your  jaws  are  clunkling,  are  beautifu'  us  the  dew  on  the 
mf)untain  at  sunrise — as  poetical  as  the  foam-bells  on  the  bosom  o 
the  glitterin'  /iver.  1"he  music  o'  km'ves  and  Ibrks  is  like  that  o 
"  flutes  and  saft  recorders,''  "  breathing  deliljerate  valor ;"  and  think, 
fcir,  oh  think  !   hoo  the  imagination    is    roosed    by  the   power   o'  tuu- 

*  Gporpe  Conrile.  a  surpfon  in  Edinburgh,  was  one  of  Ppurzheim's  earliest  adherents  iu 
Great  liriiain  and  |jai>  done  rrore  by  liis  i,fcti  res  and  writings,  to  elevate  I  hremlugy  to  a 
Science  than  most  peri-oi  »  of  liis  time.  Jn  thjs  he  wan  ni'siistcd  by  Ijis  brotlier,  the  iate  Dr 
Andrew  Con. be.  one  of  the  founders  of  the  Edinbur(.'h  J  hrenological  t^ociety,  to  wliose  pub- 
lisl.ed  'I'ranf!ir>.ionii,  and  in  ottier  organs  of  cMuniunii  ation  with  the  .Mai  y,  he  contributed 
Inany  and  able  articles,  in  \f\:l  he  was  elected  I'resident  of  the  I'hrenological  Society.  He 
died  in  1S47,  (he  had  vifited  llie  I-'rilid  fc'lates  in  th".  preceding  sumiiirr,)  and  his  writings  ou 
Fhrenoloey  r.nd  rhysiology  have  obtained  him  a  very  extended  reputation  — M. 
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trast  between  the  gor-cock  lyin'  wi'  his  buttered  breast  on  the  braid 
o'  his  back  upon  a  Vjed  o'  brown  toasted  breed,  and  whurrin'  awa'  in 
vain  d'  on  the  wuiid  afore  the  death-^hot,  and  then  tapseheerry  head 
over  heels,  on  the  blue  iit't,  and  doon  on  the  greensward  or  the 
blooming  heather,  a  battered  and  bluidy  bunch  o'  jiluinage,  gorgeous 
and   ginrious    still    in    the    dead-thiaws,    your    only  biid    of  I'aia- 

di.-e  I Death  and  destruction  ! 

{^The  smull  oriel  wiiu/vw  of  the  Snur/gery  is  blown  in   vilh  a 

tnmtndoixs   crash.     Nokth    and  the   Shephekd  jjrostiated 

aviohg  the  rvins.) 

North.  Are  y<.u  among  the  survivors,  James  ?  wounded  or  dead  ! 

[An  axcjvl  pause.)     Alas!  alas!   who  will  write  my  Epithalamium  ? 

And  luust  1  live  to  see  the  day  on  whieh.  O  gentle  She|heid,  these 

withered  hands  of  mine  must  falter  thy  Epieedia  ! 

Shepherd.  O,  tell  nie,  sir,  if  the  toddy  jug  lias  been  upset  in  this 
catastrophe,  or  the  Tower  of  Babel  and  a'  the  speerits  ! 

North,  {supporting  himself  on  his  elbow,  and  eyeing  the  fstal 
board.)  Jug  and  'lower  are  both  miraculou>ly  preserved  amid>t  the 
ruins  ! 

Shepherd.  Then  nm  I  a  dead  man,  and  lyin'  in  a  pool  o'  bluid. 
Oh!  <l<-ar  me!  Oh!  dear  me!  a  bit  broken  lozen  has  cut  my 
jugular  ! 

North.  Don't  yet  give  ycairself  up,  my  dear,  dear  Shepherd,  for 
a  dead  man.  Aye — here's  my  crutch — 1  shall  be  on  my  legs  |)ie- 
senily,  surely  they  cannot  both  he  broken  ;  and  if  1  can  but  get  at 
my  lape-gaiter,  1  do  not  despair  of  being  able  to  tie  up  the  carotid. 
Shephird.  Pu'  the  bell  lor  a  medle  and  thiead.  What's  this? 
I'm  f>.niiu' ! 

(SuEPiiKKD  faints  away ;    and    North   having  recovered  his 

feet,  and   rung  the  bell  violently,  enter  Mk.  Ambuo^k,  j\1on. 

(Jaukj,  ISiK   David  Gam,    King    I'epin,  and   TAri'viouuiK, 

mm  niultis  aliis.) 

North.   A«ay  for  Li>lon — one  and  all  of  you,  away  like  li<.'htniiig 

fr  Lisi«>n.      Y"U  alone,  Amlimse,  suppoit  !\lr.  Il"gg  in   this,  I    fear, 

moital  swoon.      Don't    lake    him  b\   the  feet,  Ambrose,  hut   lilt   u[i 

his  head,  and  support  it  on  \our  knee. 

(Mk.  AwiiitosK,  gnatly  furrhd,  but  ni/h  much  tenderness^ 
obeys  (hi  inandale.) 
Shepherd,  (o/iening  his  tyes.)  Are  \(  ii  (•( me  hilher,  too,  Awni- 
ruse?  'Tis  a  dieadfu' place.  What  a  liie  ?  \'>\\\  lei  us  speak  hmn, 
or  Clootie  'll  hiar  u>.  In  he  ben  the  h^lo^e  ?  <  )h  !  iM  r.  iNorih,  piiy 
me  the  day,  are  }«iu  here  too,  and  has  a'  (»ur  (Jallin"  come  \<>  ihi>  at 
la.^t  ? 

Niirll.    Wlcie,  tii\   dear  James,  do  A  ou    think    \<'uaie'!      hi   the 
Hotel? 

JII.— 2G 
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Sk('j^?tcrJ.  Aye,  aye,  hutlirll  iiidcrd      T  swarfed   awa'  in  a  bluldy 
Bvsoon,  and  hae  awankciiod  in   a   foarfn'  eternity.     Nodes  Ambrosi 
iina%    indeed!     Andwliare!    dh !   whare   is    the   puir,    sliort-haun'd, 
liarniless  bcdv,  Guiiiev  1     Hue  we  iiu'd  liiin  doon  wi'  us  tu  llie  lioi- 
lomless  pill 

North.  Mr.  Anihiose,  let   nie  support  his  head,  while  you  bring 
the  Towir  ot  Bal)ol. 

^Mk.  Ambkose  brings   ihe    Tower   of  Bahel,  ond  applies  the 
battlements  to  the  Shephkhd's  lips.) 

Shepherd.  Whu^ky  here?  I  danrna  taste  it,  for  it  can  be  naething 
but  melted  snlphur.  Yet  let  nie  just  pree't.  It  has  a  maist  un 
earthly  similitude  to  Gienlivet.  Oh!  Mr,  North — Mr.  N^rth — tak 
nfTthae  horns  frae  your  head,  for  they're  avvfii'  fearsome.  Ilae  you 
Cutlen  a  tail,  too  ?  And  are  you,  or  are  you  not,  answer  me  that 
single  question,  an  imp  o'  Darkness? 

North.  Bear  a  hand,  Mr.  Ambrose,  and  give  Mr.  Hogg  London- 
carries  to  his  chair. 

(North   and   Ambrose  mulualhj   cross   wrists,  and  bear  the 
SiiEPHEisD  to  his  seat.) 

Shepherd.  IIoo  the  wnnd  sughs  through  the  lozenless  wundow, 
awauktnin'  into  tenfold  fury  the  Blast  Furnace. 

Re-enter  Mon.  Cadet,  King  Pepin,  Sir  David  Gam,  and 

Tappytourie. 

Mon.  Cadet.  Mr.  Liston  has  left  town  to  attend  the  Perth  BreaK- 
ncck,  which  has  had  an  overlurn  on  Queensferry  Hill — and  'tis  said 
many  legs  and  heads  are  fractured. 

Tappytourie.   He'll  no  be  back  afore  midnicht. 

Ambrose,  {chastising  Tappy.)  How  dare  you  speak,  sir? 

North.  Most  uiducky  that  the  capsize  had  not  been  delayed  for 
ten  minutes.     How  do  you  fml  now,  James? 

Shepherd.  Feel  !  i  never  was  better  in  my  life.  But  what's  the 
matter  wi'  your  nose,  sir?  About  halfway  doon  the  middle,  it  has 
taken  a  turn  at  right  angles  towaids  your  left  lug.  Ane  o'  the 
splinteri)ars  o'  ihc  window  has  bashed  it  Irae  the  line  o'  propriety, 
and  you're  a  fricht  for  life.  Only  l<iok  at  him,  gentlemen,  saw  y^ 
ever  siccan  a  phcesiognomy  ? 

North.  Tarriers,  begone!  {Exeunt  omnes.) 

Shephird.   We're  twa  daft  fules — that's  sure  aneuch— and  did  the 
p\iblic  ken  (/  this,  the  idiowits  wad  cry  out,  "  Bufibonei} — Bufibon- 
ery  !"     But  v.e  can  never  sit  here  without  hzens. 
Re-enter  Mr.  Ambrose,  and  a  carpintir.,  with  a  new  window-frame. 

North.  l^«'t  me  adjust  the  j>ulleys.  It  fits  to  a  hair.  Well  done, 
deacon,  pj^xpedition's  the  soul  of  husine^s — off  with  your  caulker — • 
'Ihaiik  you — Go<id  ni^dit. 

(Mr.  AwBKOfcE  and  carp/enter  exeunt  with  the  debris.) 
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Shepherd.  Joking  and  jinks  apart,  Mr.  North,  there's  bhiid  or 
your  nose.  Let  me  pit  a  hit  o'  bhick  stickin'  plaister  on't.  There 
■ — Mrs.  Gentle  wud  tliink  ymi  unko  kiliiii'  wi'  that  beauty  spot  on 
your  neli. 

Korlh.  Hush.     Pray,  James,  do  you  belieye  in  the  Devil"? 

IShrpherd.  Just  as  firmly  as  I  helieve  in  you,  sir.  Yet,  1  confess, 
I  MfVer  could  sie  the  sin  in  aliusiii'  the  neer-do-\veel  ;  whereas,  niouy 
Injk,  no  ouer  and  abune  religious,  in  illier  res|  eets,  liaud  up  their 
hauns  and  the  whiles  o' their  een  whenever  you  satiretze  Satan — 
and  (ry,  "  W  hishi,  whisht  !"  ]My  mind  never  yet  has  a'  my  days 
pot  rid  o'  ony  early  impression  ;  and  against  baiih  reason  and  reve- 
lation, I  canna  thii  k  o'  the  Deevil  even  yet,  wilhout  seein'  him  wi' 
great  big  goggle  fiery  een,  a  mouth  like  a  fuuniart-trap,  the  horns  o' 
a  Lancashire  k\  !oe.  and  a  tutted  t;iil  atween  that  o'  a  bill's,  a  liiii's, 
aiul  a  teejier's.  Let  me  see  him  wh(ii  1  vull,  sleepin'  or  vvaukin', 
he's  aye  the  vena  leevin'  image  o'  a  wood-eut. 

Korlh.  Mr.  Southey,  in  some  of  his  iiiimilaiilc  ballads,  has  turned 
him  into  sui.h  lidienle,  that  he  has  laid  his  tail  entirely  aside,  scrt'W- 
ed  off  his  horns,  hid  liis  hoofs  in  Wellingtons,  and  appeared,  of  late 
years,  in  -liape  and  fjaib  more  worthy  of  tlie  Piince  of  the  Air.*  T 
have  seen  such  fieople  turn  up  the  whites  of  their  eyes  at  the  Laure- 
ate's profaiiitN —  forgetting  that  wit  and  humor  are  never  better  em- 
ployed than  against  superstition. 

iShepherd.  Aye.  Mr.  Sooihey's  a  real  wutty  man,  forbye  being  a 
•jreat  poet.  Ibit  do  wiu  ken,  fiir  a'  thnt,  my  hair  stands  on  end  o'  it's 
lin;.'lin'  iridts.  aii<l  mv  skin  ainai-t  crawls  all  iny  l-ody,  w  lieiiever,  by 
a  I. link  o'  the  st<»ini  drivin'  moon,  in  a  miik  nicht.  I  (hance  to  for- 
gather wi'  anld  Ciootie,  IJornie,  and  Tufl-'Jail,  in  the  middle  o'sonie 
wide  moor,  amang  hags,  and  peatmosses,  and  cpiagmires,  nae  house 
within  moi.N  miles,  and  the  unceriain  weatliergh  am,  blaikened  by 
•some  auid  wood,  swingin'  and  sughin'  to  the  wind,  as  if  hutchin'wi' 
Warlocks. 

Aorih.  Poo — I  should  at  once  take  the  bull  by  the  horns — or 
tieizing  him  liy  tiie  tail,  drive  him  with  ny  crutch  into  the  ncaicst 
loch. 

Slepl'frd.  It's  easy  spejikin'.  P)nt  \  on  sic,  sir.  he  never  appeals 
to  )i  Man  that's  no  fiichteiitd  afonhaun  out  o'  iiis  seven  senses  — 
and  imajiinatioM  is  the  gicatest  cinaid  on  earth,  breakin'  out  into  a 
<unld  sw»at,  his  heart  lou}>,  loujiin'  like  a  fish  in  a  (ncl;  aid  tl.c  re- 
tina o'  i.is  ee  n  pu  s(  iitin'  a'  ihii  };s,  n.air  <  >pc(  iaiiy  them  that's  ony 
wa)  ii  fcrnal,  in  giiicson.c  ftatuics,  dicadl'ully  disoidcnd  ;  till  ii-!.- 
pon  is  slijikcn  by  the^ame  panic,  jii('{.niinl  lost,  and  the  haill  sowio 

•  fionthi-y  rpf  riirrlcd  Kim  n»  oltirrd  in  '•  tiir  Fiir.day  IrM,"  nnd.  nflc-r  m<>nli"nir;;  tlio  coloM 
of  tiia  cf.at  and  nnllier  t  :<iu.<  nii>.  inlbrniii  u>  tkat.  in  tiio  laUir,  '  thara  vun  u  l>u><j  m  livru  hU 
tiul  cune  thfugh."— M. 
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distracted  in  the  insanity  o'  Fear,  till  you're  nae  better  than  a  stark- 
starinfi  madman. 

^TcDth.  Gooil — James-^pood. 

Shejilnrd.  In  sic  a  mood  could  ony  Christian  crc-tur,  even  Mr. 
Sootlit-y  himsel',  t:ik'  li;nid  o'  the  deil  eillicr  liy  the  horns  or  the 
tail?— mnir  liUtdy  that  in  frenzied  des[)rratii'n  yon  loii[)  wi'  a  spang 
on  the  liri>tly  iiaci<  o'  tho  Evil  Aiie,  wiia  <j;alIo|)s  ;iH"  wi'  you  de- 
mented into  some  hicli,  where  yon  are  liiund  floalin'  in  the  mornin', 
a  swoliin  eorp,  w  i'  the  mark  o'  claws  on  _\onr  hawse,  your  een 
hangin'  out  o'  their  sockets;  your  head  scalped  wi'  something  waur 
than  a  tammxhawk,  and  no  a  single  1  aie  in  yonr  h<  dy  that's  no 
ground  to  mash  like  a  malefactor's  on  the  wheel,  for  havin'  curst  the 
Holy  Inquisition. 

North,  ^^hy,  my  dear  Shepherd,  genius,  I  feel,  can  render  terrible 
even  the  meanest  superstition. 

Shepherd.  Meanness  and  riiajesty  signify  naething  in  the  super- 
natural. I've  seen  an  expression  in  the  een  o'  a  p_\et,  wi'  its  head 
turned  to  the  ae  side,  and  though  in  general  a  shy  l)ird,  no  carin' 
for  you  though  you  jiresent  yonr  rung  at  it  as  if  you  were  gaun  to 
shoot  it  wi'  a  gun,  that  has  made  my  verra  heartstiings  crunkle  up 
wi'  the  thoehts  o'  some  indefinite  evil  coniin'  1  keiit  not  fiae  what 
quarter  o'  the  lowerin'  heavens.  For  pyets,  at  certain  times  and 
pluci  s.  are  no  canny,  and  their  nebs  look  as  if  they  were  [leckin'  at 
mort-cloths. 

North.  Cross  him  out,  James — cross  him  out. 
Shejiheid.  A  raven  riiggin'  at  the  booels  o'  a  dead  horse  is  nae- 
thing ;  l)ut  ane  siltiii'  a'  by  himsel'  on  a  rock,  in  some  lanely  glen, 
and  croak  eroakin',  naebody  can  think  why,  noo  lookin'  savagely  up 
at  the  sun,  and  noo  tearin',  no  in  hunger,  for  his  crap's  fu'  o'  car- 
rion, but  in  anger  and  rage,  the  moss  aneath  him  w  i'  Leak  or  taw- 
Ions  ;  and  though  you  shout  at  him  w  i'  a'  yonr  micht,  never  steerin' 
a  single  fit  Wiw  his  stance,  hut  absolutely  la\icliin'  at  you  wi'  an 
horiid  gulier  in  the  sooty  throat  o'  him,  in  de:isi(»n  o'  you,  ane  o' 
God's  reas<  nable  creaturs — I  say,  sir,  that  sic  a  bird,  w  i'  sic  iinac- 
coontable  conduct,  in  sic  an  inhuman  solitude,  is  a  f-ichtsome 
demon;  and  that  when  you  see  him  hop,  hoppin' awa',  wi'  gre:it 
jumps  in  aniang  the  region  o'  rocks.  _\ou  wudna  fiijlow  him  into  his 
anncient  lair  f  .r  ony  consideration  whatsomever,  lait  tuin  \our  face 
doon  the  glen,  and  thank  God  at  the  soun  o'  some  di^tant  luigpipe. 
A'  men  are  anguis.  Yet  sitlin'  here,  what  care  1  for  a  raven  mair 
than  for  a  how  tow  dy  1 

North.  'Y\tt  d«  vif  in  Scotland,  during  the  days  of  witchcraft,  wa3 
a  most  contemptible  character. 

Shepherd.  Sae  mnekle  the  better.     It  showed  that  sin  maun  be  a 
low   base  state,  when   a  superstitious   age  could  embody   it  in   nae 
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mail-  imposing  impersonation.  I  slmuld  like  to  km,  distinckly,  the 
nrijjin  o'  Scottish  witchcraft.  Was't  altotrelhcr  indigonoup,  think  ye, 
sir  ?  or  cott  or  borrowed  frae  other  kintras  ? 

Korth.  1  am  writing  a  series  of  articles  on  witchcraft,  James,  and 
must  not  forestall  myself  at  a  Noctes. 

Shephenl.  Kee[»  it  a'  yoursil',  and  nae  loss.  Had  I  been  born 
then  and  chosen  to  [ilay  the  deevil 

North.  You  conid  n.a  iiave  done  so  more  efTectually  than  you  did 
some  dozen  vears  aj^o,  b_\   writing  the  Chaldee  Mmuiscript. 

Shcplnrd.  Hoots! — I  wadiia  hae  condescended  to  let  auld  flae- 
bitten  wutches  kiss 

North.  That  practice  certainly  showed  the  devil  to  be  no  gentle- 
man.     But,  pray,  whoever  thought  he  was  one? 

Sheplterd.   Di<lna  ^lilton  ? 

North.  No,  James.  ^Milton  makes  Satan — Lucifer  himself-^ 
Prince  of  the  Morning — squat  down  a  toad  liy  the  ear  of  Eve  asleep 
in  Adam's  bosom  in  the  nuptial-liower  of  Paradise. 

SJiepherd.  An  eavesdropper.  Nae  mair  despicable  character  on 
earth  or  in  hell. 

North.  And  afterwards,  Janus,  in  the  hall  ofihatdaik  consistory, 
iu  the  presence-chamber  of  Pandemonium,  when  suddenly  to  the 
startled  gaze  of  all  his  as>embled  peers,  their  great  Suliaun,  with 
"fulgent  liead,"  "star-bright  appears,"  and  godlike  addresses  the 
demons! — what  happens?  a  dismal  universal  hiss — and  all  aie  ser- 
pents ? 

S.'iiphercl.  Gran'  is  the  passage — and  out  o'  a'  bounds  magnificent, 
uyonl  oiiy  itiier  imai^inaiion  o'  a'  the  sons  o'  men. 

North.  Yes,  my  lUar  James — the  devil,  d<|iend  upon  it,  '\s  intiis 
el  in  ciile — a  poor  pititnl  scouiidrel. 

Shtpheid.  Yet  1  caniia  (piite  agree  \vi'  Young  In  his  Night 
Thoughts,  who  says,  '•  Satan,  thou  art  a.  dunce  f''  1  cainia  picture 
him  to  my  mind's  ee  sittiii  wi'  iii.-  finger  in  his  nuMith,  at  the  doup 
o'  the  furm  —  Booby. 

North.  Yet  you  mu>t  allow  that  his  edncation  has  been  very 
much  neglected — that  his  knowleilge,  though  miscellaneous,  is  super- 
ficial— that  Ik-  sifts  no  subject  thoronj;hl\ — and  never  gets  to  the 
bottom  of  any  thing. 

Shvjihinl.  No  even  o'  his  ain  pit.  But  it  wailna  In'  fair  to  blame 
him  (iir  that,  for  it  has  naue. 

North.  Thi-ii  he  i>  >ueh  a  poltroon,  that  a  child  can  frighti'n  him 
into  hysterics. 

Sht'phiril.  'I'iu( — line.  It  can  do  that,  just  by  kneelin'  down  nt 
the  ln.il>ide,  fiiildii/  its  hauns  together,  wee  bit  p.'iwni  to  wee  bit 
pawm,  luruin'  up  its  blue  ei-n  to  heaven,  and  whus[)eriii'  the  Lord's 
l'ra}er.      That  sets  Satan  into  a  lit  —  like  a  great    big  he. goat   in  tho 
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stagijers — aff'  he  sets  owre  tlie  bogs — and  wee  Jamie,  never  siis- 
peckin'  that  it's  the  smell  o'  sulphur,  l)laws  out  the  lang-wick'd 
caunle  that  has  bet'ii  <lreepiii'  its  creesh  on  the  table,  and  creeps  into 
a  warm  sleep  within  his  father's  bosom. 

North.  I  have  sometimes  amused  myself  with  conjecturing, 
Jaiiifs,  what  mav  be  his  opiiiion  of  the  JMauazine. 

Shepherd.  Him  read  the  ^Magazine  !  It  would  be  wormwood  to 
him.  ^ir.  \\'aiii'  than  thae  bonny  led-cheeked  aifiples  that  turned 
within  his  mouth  into  sand  and  ashes.  Yet  1  wnss  he  would  become 
a  regular  subscriber — and  tak  it  in.  Whu  kens  that  it  inighlna 
reclaim  him — and 

"  Fm  wne  to  tliink  upon  yon  den, 
Even  for  Lis  sake  !" 

North.  Having  given  the  devil  his  due — what  think  ye,  James, 
of  these  proposed  prosecutions  of  the  Press? 

Shepherd.   Wha's  gaun  to  tak  the  law  o'  Blackwood  noo? 

North.  Nut  Blackwood,  but  the  newspaper-press,  with  the  Stand- 
ard— so  'tis  said — atid  the  Morning  Journal,  at  the  head. 

Shrp/ierd.  I  never  heard  tell  o't  afore.  Wha's  the  pubhe  perse- 
cutor I 

North.  The  Duke  of  Wellington. 

Shtj'herd.  That's  a  confounded  lee,  if  ever  there  was  ane  tauld  in 
this  warld. 

North.  James,  look  at  me,  I  am  serious.  The  crime  laid  to  their 
charge  is  that  of  having  endeavored  to  bring  the  government  into 
contfinpt.* 

Shepherd.  If  a  crime  be  great  in  proportion  as  it's  difieecnlt,  I  am 
free  tae  confess,  as  they  say  in  Parliament,  that  the  bringin'  o'  the 
government  o'  this  kintra  into  contempt,  maun  be  a  misdemeanor  o' 
nae  niuckle  magnitude. 

North.  Perhaps  it  is  wrong  to  despise  any  thing;  and  certainly, 
in  the  highest  Christian  light,  it  is  so.  Wordsworth  finely  says, 
"  He  who  feels  contempt  for  any  living  thing,  has  faculties  which  he 
has  never  used." 

Shcjjherd.  Then  Wudsworth  has  faculties  in  abundance  that  he  has 
never  u>ed  ;  for  he  feels  contempt  f  )r  every  leevin'  thing,  in  the 
shape  either  o'  man  or  woman,  that  can  write  as  gude  or  better 
poetry  than  himsel — which  I  alloo  is  no  easy;  but  still  it's  possible, 
and  has  been  dune,  and  will   be  dune  again  by  me  and    ilheis.      But 

•  The  chmge  was  made,  and  at  the  inptance  of  Wellinston  and  Peel,  (who  were  angry  with 
him  for  denouncing  what  he  called  their  abandonment  of  principle  in  granting  Catholic 
Kmancipation.)  .\'r.  Ruben  Alexand.;r.  editor  and  proprietor  of  the  .Moniivif  .lourti'tl.  a  London 
morning  paper,  which  had  tak<:n  the  place  of  '/'/:c  .\'rir  I'tmrs.  was  proceeded  against,  on  'h^ 
part  of  ti.e  Crown,  by  ^^ir  Jame»  Scarlett,  the  Atlcrney-General.  Alexander  was  convxied 
and  imprisoned  in  Newgate,  where  he  vainly  attempt'  d  to  conduct  hi."  newspaper.  In  a  short 
UiJie  llio  .)uurnal  died,  and  he  was  liberated—  the  real  object  having  been  to  silence  hiui.— M. 
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that's  rintiin'  awa  frae  the  subject.  Sae  it's  actionable  to  despise  the 
goveinnieiil  !  In  that  case,  no  a  word  o'  polilics  this  night.  Do 
ytt  admiie  the  in>veiiiiiient  ? 

JS'orlh.  Sweet  are  the  uses  of  adversity,  "That,  like  the  toad, 
ugly  and  vennmous,  wears  yet  a  precious  jewel  in  its  head." 

Shepherd.  But  adinittin'  the  aptitude  o'  the  first  pairt  o'  the  simi- 
litude, has  the  present  government  a  precious  jewel  in  its  head  ?  I 
duiit  it — although  the  Duke  o'  Wellington  may,  for  ony  thing  1  ken 
to  the  contrar,  hae  like  Ilazlitt — and  like  him  deny  it  too — a  car- 
buiikle  on  his  nose. 

North.  If  the  government  bring  actions  against  the  Standard  and 
the  Morning  Journal,  it  mu^t,  then,  to  be  consistent,  iiistantiy  after- 
waids  in^tilute  an  action  of  a  very  singular  and  peculiar  kind — an 
action  against  itself. 

Shepherd.   Eh  ? 

North.  For  having  not  only  endeavored,  lut  beyond  all  expecta- 
tion of  the  most  sanguine,  succeeded  in  overwhelming  itself  beneath 
a  load  of  contempt,  from  which  all  the  spades  and  shovels  of  all  the 
mini>terial  hirelings,  wheiher  Englishmen  feeding  on  roast  beef  and 
j'him-puddings.  or  Irishmen  on  "  wetuns"  and  piaes,  or  Scotchmen 
on  brose,  butter,  and  brimstone,  will  never,  between  this  date  and 
the  Milb-nnium,  supposing  some  thousands  of  the  mo^t  slavish  of 
ihe  three  nations  woiking  extra  luaii's,  succeed  in  disinteriing  it, 
nor,  dig  till  ihey  die,  ever  come  within  a  myriad  cubic  feet  of  its 
]iiitr(f\  ing  skeleton. 

She/jherd.  But  suiely  the  Didve  wull  baud  the  hauns  o'  the  Whig 
attorney  ? 

North.  The  Duke,  who  has  stood  in  a  hundred  battles,  calm  as  a 
tree,  in  the  fire  of  a  park  of  Erench  artillery,  cannot  sunly,  James,  I 
agree  with  you,  turn  pale  at  a  shower  t)f  pajier  pellets. 

Shepherd.  No  pale  w  i'  fear,  but  aiblins  w  i'  anger.  Ira  furor 
Ire  fix. 

North.    Better  Latin  than  any  of  llazlitt's  (jnotalicns. 

Shepherd.   It  is  Latin.      But  do  you  really  lliiiik  thai  he's  mad  ? 

N'irlh.    I  admiri-  the  apoj)hthrgm,  James. 

Shepherd.  I'll  lay  a  hoggit  o'  whnsky  to  a  saucer  o'  sallooj),  that 
llie  government  never  brings  its  actions  against  the  Slannaid  and 
.lurnal. 

North.  But  there's  no  salloop  in  S<'otland,  James — and  wire  I  lo 
lose  my  wiiger,  I  must  impoit  a  saucer  full  fmm  C'ockiiigne — which 
would  be  attended  with  ci>iisiderable  exf>ense — as  n<  itinr  smnrk  nor 
wagon  Would  take  it  on  board,  and  I  should  have  to  send  a  special 
ine-sen^'er,  perhaps  an  express,  to  Mr.  I..t-igh  Hunt. 

Shephird.    What  are  the  ilher  papers  savin'  till'l  ' 

North.  All  on  fire,  and  Idazing  away  with   a   pioper  Biitish  spirit 
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— Glolx",  Exaiiiinrr,  ami  all — except  '■  ytm  trembling  coward  who 
forsook  liir-  master,"  the  sliamefiil  yet  shameless  shive,  the  ujtosta- 
tizin^  Cornier,  whose  unnatural  love  of  tergiversation  is  so  deep, 
and  hhick-giained,  and  intense,  that  once  a  quarter  he  is  seen  turn- 
ing his  back  u|ioii  himsi-if,  in  a  style  justifying  a  mueh-ridiculed  l)ut 
niosi  filicitous  phrase  of  the  late  Lord  Ca>tli'reagh  ;  so  that  the  few 
CoH'ie-house  readers,  who  ociasionally  witness  his  transformations, 
have  long  given  uf  in  despair  the  hopeless  task  of  trying  to  discover 
his  hiaziii  face  from  his  wooden  posteriors,  and  let  the  lusiis  naturoe, 
with  all  its  monstrosities,  lie  below  the  table  bespitleu  and  be- 
spurned,  in  seciila  seculnrum. 

S/icp/ierd.  That's  a  maist  sweepln'  and  sonorous  specimen  o'  oral 
vitupciatiou. 

North.  The  Liberty  of  the  Press  can  never  be  perfectly  pure  from 
licentiousness.  If  it  were,  I  should  propose  calling  it  the  Slavery  of 
the  Press.  What  sense  is  there  in  telling  any  set  ot  men  by  all 
luamier  of  means  to  speak  out  boldly  about  their  governors  and 
their  grievances,  for  that  such  is  the  liiithright  of  Britons — to  open 
their  mouths  Larn-door  wide,  and  roar  aloud  to  the  heavens  with  the 
lungs  of  which  tin-  machinery  is  worked  b)  steam,  a  high-pressure 
engine — and  yet  the  moment  they  begin  to  bawl  beyond  the  hirlh- 
I'ight  of  Britons,  what  justice  is  there  in  not  only  commanding  the 
afoiesaid  harn-door-wide  mouths  to  he  shut,  bolted,  locked,  and  the 
ke\  hole  hermetically  sealed,  but  in  punishing  the  bawling  Britons 
for  having,  in  the  enthusiasm  of  vociferation,  abused  their  l)irthright 
of  crv'P^  aloud  to  the  winds  of  heaven  against  their  real  or  imaj^i- 
nary  tyrants  and  oppressors,  by  fine,  impiisunment,  expatriation,  or 
not  impossibly — dc.iih  ? 

Shej'herd.  Sic  conduct  can  proceed  only  frae  a  maist  consummate 
ignorance  o'  the  nature  o'  the  human  mind,  and  a  wiltu'  and  wicked 
iion-uiiderslanding  o'  that  auncieiit  apophthegm,  ''Give  an  inch  and 
vou'll  tak  an  ell  V"  Noo,  1  say,  debar  them  the  inch  bv  an  ack  o' 
the  legi^lature,  if  you  wull ;  but  if  you  allow  them  the  inch,  wull 
you  flee  in  the  face  o'  a'  experience,  tine  them  for  a  foot,  and  hang 
them  for  an  ell?     That's  sumphish. 

Koilh.  James,  I  ^hall  certainly  put  you  into  Parliament  next  dis- 
solution. 

Shepherd.  But  I'll  no  gang.  F(U-  although  I'm  complete  rnaistei- 
o'  the  English  language  and  idiom,  I've  gotten  a  slieht  Scottish 
accent  that  micht  stem  sihgular  to  the  Souihrons-  and  c<»nfoun'  me 
gin  I  could  Ijear  to  be  lauchen  at  by  the  stammerin'  coofs  that  hum 
and  ha  yonner  like  sac  niony  booi)ies  tryin'  to  r('|)eat  by  heart  their 
le>si;ns  frae  the  horii-l>ook.  My  jiride  couldna  subndt  to  their 
"Hear — hear — hears!"    by  way    o'derision,  and    1    wud  be  apt  to 
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sliiit   niy  nieve,  and   gie  some  o'   them  a  douss  on   the  chafts.    or  a 
clink  on  the  side  o'  the  head,  eontrar  to  the  rules  o'  Pailiameiit. 

JS^orth.  With  scarcely  an  exception — now  that  Brougham  is  mute 
— save  Sadler  and  Iliiskisson,  who  in  very  different  styles  speak 
admirably,*  the  Lower  House  are  a  pack  partly  of  pert  praters,  shal- 
low, superficial,  coxcombical,  and  pedantic, — yes,  James,  absolutely 
pedantic — and  partly  of  drawling  dunces,  who  dole  out  a  vast  fund 
of  facts,  one  and  all  of  which  have  figured  for  weeks,  months,  years, 
in  all  the  newspaficrs,  metropolitan  and  provincial,  and  have  ceased 
to  be  familiar  to  Wilkie's  Village  Ptjliticians. 

Shepherd.  1  ax  j>ardon,  sir,  for  interruptin'  you;  but  did  you  see 
Mr.  Wiilkie  when  he  was  in  Scotland  this  time — and  if  you  did,  hoc 
is  h( — and  what  for  did  he  no  come  out  by  to  Mount  Benger"? 

Korth.  The  Prince  of  Painters  is  as  the  whole  woild  would  wish 
well  and  bapjiy,  and  in  social  converse  delightful  as  ever — simple 
yet  original — plain  yet  profound — calm  yet  enthusiastic — and  his 
whole  character  compostd  by  the  thoughtfuliiess  of  a  genius,  that  in 
his  art  works  his  way  slowly  and  surely  through  many  a  multitude 
of  conceptions  to  the  final  idea  which  with  consummate  skill  he  em- 
bodies in  immortal  forms.  And  may  the  colors  be  immortal  too — 
works  one  and  all,  laborious  though  they  Ije,  t>f  ins[)iration  ! 

She/iherd.  But  what  for  didna  he  come  out  by  this  time  to  Mount 
Ben;.'er  ?  I  weel  nMiieml)er  Gforge  Tamson  bringin'  him  out  in  the 
hairst  o'  1817,  and  me  readin'  till  them  pairt  o'  The  Manuscripp. 

North.    What!  the  Chaldee  ? 

*  Michael  Thomaii  Sadler  wa»  a  good  speaker — too  fond,  gometimeR,  of  the  abomination  of  is- 
livcrinj,'  cut-and-dry  orations  which  he  had  carefully  elahoniled  bi-forehand.  His  delivery  was 
pood,  and  hix  la'  cuape  not  only  clear,  but  elepant.  On  the  contrary,  William  Hu«kinson  wajj 
a  heavy  njieakftr.  lie  had  idean  and  a  lar/,')'  amount  of  cumiiiercial  infuniiation.  but  lii.s  spn- 
tenren  were  awkwardly  conctrurtid,  he  was  addlricd  to  ''  villainous  iteration."  and  could  imt 
make  the  Mrtijiient  staleriient  under  le.^.-i  than  from  41)  minutes  to  an  hour,  ile  has  been  tri- 
umnhanlly  boasted  of  by  the  highest  free  Trade  parly,  an  a  patriot  of  the  tir.^t  water.  I 
lihxll  itate  Xime  of  hi*  claim)' to  that  hiph  title.  The  late  Uuke  of  Sutherla' d,  H'lien  I,o'd 
Uower.  wan  Knglivb  Amban-ador  to  I'aris.  in  nil.!,  picked  up  with  lIuskisKon,  who  was  not  only 
a  member  of  the  Jacobin  Club,  but  a  prominent  fpeaker  tlnre  II  is  familiarity  with  the  I'rench 
lanpuape  made  him  useful  to  Lord  (jower,  with  whom  ne  went  back  to  Kngland.  J.ord  linwer 
introduced  him  to  I'ltt  and  llundas.  and,  thus  j>i.lr<iiii7,cd,  \t.  Iluskishon  be<aiiie  a  Member  ot 
I'arliament,  and  1'irder  Secretary  of  State  for  the  Cidoninl  Ilej>artment.  In  l-IM,  I'iil  and 
Hunda*  went  out  of  odice :  no  did  lIuskiKson,  who,  however  bargained  with  Aildington,  (Iho 
late  Lord  Scdmouib.)  tiie  new  I'remier.  for  a  j'Cni'iun  of  XI'JIHI.  A*  he  was  only  lliirly  years 
old,  when  thin  job  wim  pTpetrated.  and  had  home  4li  years  expectancy  of  lile.  there  wan  an 
amouut  of  n.-arly  i.50  ( liO  (in  >ay  nolhinf  of  the  intiTesi)  literally  piven  to  this  man.  And  for 
\\  bat  ?--iiimply  fi  r  bavin  c  b'  on  in  a  \»ell-p.iid  oIIko  I  Nor  was  tb  is  all  :  it  was  st:ited  by  .Mr. 
CaJcraft  in  Parliament,  in  IJimKisoonii  presence,  ami  by  him  not  denied,  that  he  (lluskiiiiton,) 
could  notobt.iin  his  niarria^c  settlement  uiiiil  he  had  H'cured,  not  hisXIl'llll  a  year  for  hi"  own 
life,  hut  also  a  jension  of  Xlii.'i  for  his  wife,  to  rominence  cin  bis  death.  There  was  a  further 
bar^'nin  that  whenever  be  sboulil  enjoy  an  olhce  of  the  annua'  value  of  X'J. (Hid,  the  iienM(>n 
waji  to  be  siispended. — to  be  r*'niimed  uii  i|ijiltinf;  fdlice.  lie  imsu  obtained  the  agiintship  ol  the 
If  land  of  Ceylon,  worth  X'SIKI  a  year,  and  held  this  with  the  ollice  of  Secretary  of  the  Treanury. 
«then  worth  X-l.U'Hi  a  yean  which  he  held  for  years,  lie  siibs>''|uenlly  was  a  Ciibinei  minia- 
'o,  at  X.'>.l«  It  a  year  lie  was  killed  at  the  opening  of  the  l.r/erp  ol  and  Mnnclii'ster  Knilway, 
and,  on  his  d>  iith.  bis  \«  ile  cnmo  in  for  hir  pennon  I'f  X'll.j,--already  slie  has  received  .11  .'•.■'(10 
from  Ibis  sourci-.  ,Noi  that  she  wants  it.  for  >  he  was  wealthy  on  her  mnrriagc,  lias  a  |  aiu.al 
'ejidence  in  C'urllon  (janier.s.  Lr'nd"n.  nnil  n  cc.unlrv  neat  in  Sussex  (Mailham  llou-e.  I'et" 
t<>rlb.)  the  cen'ir  ol  her  extensive  anded  estates.  Is  Mr.  liuskisson,  Ihu*  ]>ontioned,  v\iLh  <•• 
ve.f.'n  lo  b.s  wile,  really  entitled  to  the  name  of  I'alriot  ?— .\i. 


394  NOCIKS   AMBROSIAN^. 

Shepherd.    What  else?     IIoo  they  ]\  euch  ! 

North.  Had  as  was  lln'  liaraii<,aiiiig,  and  good  the  huTnining  and 
lia'iii'  at  the  Edinlmrgh  Foriiui  «it"<)ld,  James,  where  fust  you  •' fid- 
niiiied  over  Greece,"  yet  for  evendown  riglit  hammering  stupidity, 
St.  Stepliens  exceeds  the  Forum  far.  Nor  was  yon  queer  comi- 
cal bi>dv,  James,  the  wee  bit  smug-faeed,  smooth-liaired,  low-hrowed, 
|Mig-nosed.  cock-chin'd,  handy-legged,  hump-backed  Precentor  to  tiie 
Chapel  rejoicing  in  the  Auld  Light,  in  Liblierton's  Wynd,  who  used 
occasionally  to  open  the  question,  the  tenth-part  so  tiresome,  after 
the  hidicrousness  of  the  exhibiti(jii  had  got  stale,  as  Sir  'J'homas 
Leatherbreeohes,  stinking  of  Zummerset,  looking  from  him  with  a 
face  as  free  fiom  one  single  grain  of  meaning  as  a  clean-swept  Itarn- 
floor,  labtiring  to  apply  to  speech  a  month  manifestly  made  by  gra- 
cious nature  for. the  exclusive  purpose  of  bolting  bacon,  vainly  wag- 
ging in  a  frothy  syllabub  of  words  a  to'iguc  in  its  thickness  admir- 
ably adapted,  and  then  only  felicitously  employed,  for  lapping  up 
lollipops,  ever  and  anon  with  a  pair  of  awful  paws  raking  up  the 
coarse  bristle  of  his  jjoII,  so  that,  along  with  the  grunt  of  the  greedy 
pig,  you  are  presented  with  the  quills  of  the  fretful  porcupine  ;  and 
since  the  then  and  the  theie  alluded  to,  gol)bling  up  his  own  words 
— for  meanings  had  he  never  none — like  a  turkey-cock  his  own  void- 
ings;  and  giving  the  lie  direct  to  the  whole  of  his  past  political  life, 
public  and  private,  if  indeed  political  life  it  may  be  called,  which 
was  but  like  the  diseased  doze  (jf  a  drunkard  dreaming  thiough  a 
stomach  dark  and  deep  as  the  cider-cellar. 

Shej)herd.  To  my  lugs,  sir,  the  maist  shocking  epithet  in  our  lan- 
guage is — Apostate.  Soon  as  you  hear  it,  you  see  a  nmn  sellin'  his 
bowje  to  the  deevil. 

North.  To  Mammon. 

Shepherd.  Belial  or  Beelzebub.  I  look  to  the  mountains,  Mr. 
North,  and  stern  they  staun'  in  a  glorious  gloom,  for  the  sun  is 
strugglin'  wi'  a  thunder-cloud,  and  facing  him  a  taint  but  fast-l.»riglit- 
enin*  rainbow.  The  ancient  spirit  o'  Scotland  comes  on  me  frae  the 
sky  ;  and  the  sowle  within  me  reswears  in  silence  the  oath  o'  the 
Covenant.  There  they  are — the  Covenanters — a'  gather'd  thegither, 
no  in  fear  and  tremblin,  but  wi'  Bibles  in  their  bosoms,  and  swo.ds 
by  their  sides,  in  a  glen  deep  as  the  sea,  and  still  as  death,  but  for 
the  soun'  o'  a  stream  and  the  cry  o'  an  eagle.  "  Let  us  sing,  to  liA 
praise  and  glory  o'  Gt)d,  the  hundred  psalm,"  qjolh  a  loud  clear 
voice,  though  it  be  the  voice  o'  an  auld  man  ;  and  up  to  Heaven 
bauds  he  his  Strang  wither'd  hauns,  and  in  the  gracious  wunds  o' 
heaven  are  flying  abroad  his  gray  hairs,  or  say  rather,  white  as  the 
silver  or  the  snaw. 

North.   O,  for  Wilkic! 

Shepherd.  The  eagle  and  the  stream  are  silent,  and   the  heavens 
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and  the  eanh  are  brocht  o](>se  thcgither  by  that  triiimf>hiir  psalm. 
Ave,  the  clouds  cease  their  sailing  and  lie  still  ;  the  nioinitains  bow 
their  heads ;  and  the  crags,  do  they  not  seem  to  listen,  as  in  that  re- 
mote place  the  hour  o'  the  delighted  day  is  filled  with  a  holy  hymn 
to  the  Lord  G<>d  o'  Israel  ! 

North.  My  dear  Shepherd  ! 

Shep/ierd.  Oh  !  if  there  should  be  sittin'  there — even  in  that  con- 
gregation on  which,  like  God's  own  eye,  loijketh  down  the  meridian 
sun,  now  shinin'  in  the  blue  region — an  Apostate  ! 

North.  The  thought  is  terrible. 

Shepherd.  But  ua,  na,  iia !  See  that  bonny  blue-ee'd,  rosy 
cheeked,  gowden-haired  lassie, — only  a  thought  paler  than  usual, 
sweet  lily  that  she  is, — half  sittin'  half  lyin'  on  the  greensward,  as 
she  leans  on  the  knees  o'  her  stalwart  grandfather — for  the  sermon's 
begun,  and  all  eyes  are  fastened  on  the  preacher — look  at  her  till 
your  heart  melts  as  if  she  were  your  aiii,  and  God  had  given  y<ju 
that  beaiitifu'  wee  image  o'  her  sainted  mother,  and  tell  me  if  you 
think  that  a'  the  tortures  that  cruelty  could  devise  to  inflict,  would 
ever  ring  frae  thae  sw,eet  innocent  lips  ae  word  o'  abjuration  o'  the 
faith  in  which  the  flower  is  growing  up  amang  the  dew-draps  o'  her 
native  hills  ? 

North.   Never — never — never ! 

Shepherd  She  proved  it,  sir,  in  death.  Tied  to  a  stake  on  the 
sea-sands  she  stood  ;  and  first  she  heard,  and  then  she  saw,  the  white 
roarin'  o'  the  tide.  But  the  smile  forsook  not  her  face  ;  it  brichten'd 
in  her  een  when  the  water  reach'd  her  knee;  calmer  and  calmer 
was  her  voice  of  prayer,  as  it  heat  against  her  honny  breast;  nae 
shriek  when  a  wave  closed  her  lips  forever;  and  melhinks,  sir, — for 
ngfs  on  ages  hac  lapsed  awa'  sin'  that  martyrdom,  and  therefore 
Imagination  may  without  blame  dally  wi' grief — methinks,  sir,  that 
as  h.-r  golden  head  disappeared,  'twas  like  a  star  sinkin'  in  the  sea! 

North.    God  bless  you,  my  dearest  James  !   shake  hands. 

Shepherd.  When  I  tliiiik  on  these  things — in  olden  times  the  pro- 
duce o'  the  common  day — and  look  aroun'  me  noo,  1  could  wush  to 
s»eek  my  een  in  the  darkness  o'  death  ;  fi)r  dearly  as  1  love  it  still, 
nlns !  alas!   I  am  ashamed  o'  my  country. 

North.  What  an  outcry,  in  such  a  predicament,  would  have  been 
made  \iy  Lcatherhreech»;s! 

Shrpherd.  Bubble  and  squeak  like  a  pig  plotted.  But  what  WAur 
is  he  than  our  ain  Forty-Five?*     G,  they  ni.ik  me  scunner! 

North.  Does  nol  the  Duke  of  Wellington  know  that  mortal  haired 
of  the  "Great  Measiin-"  is  in  the  hearts  of  milliona  of  his  subjects'? 

Shfplierd.    His  subjects? 

North.   Yes,  James,  his  subjects  ;   fori   am    not   now  speaking  of 

•  The  nuiiib«r  of  .Member*  from  Scotland,  in  the  lloune  of  Cotninoiie,  beforo  the  KBforni  Uill 
«(  1!3J%  by  which  tho  nuuibcr  was  iocroawil  to  ^'i  — .M. 
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liU  slaves.  His  suljools;  ;iiid  it"  liu  lias  ihat  horror  at  the  idea  of 
being  thought  ambitious  of  being  King,  which  he  chooses  to  evince 
by  the  prosecution  of  the  Press,  and  an  attack  on  its  loiig-esial)lish- 
ed  liberties,  then  must  he  l>e  at  this  hour  the  most  miserable  of  men. 
For  at  this  hour,  he  is  the  King,  No  King  of  England,  but  himself, 
could  I  verily  believe,  even  if  they  would,  have  carried  the  Catholic 
Qut'stion.* 

Shvphenl.  We  had  better  cry  on  Gurney  no  to  tak  doon  this,  for 
I  julouse  it's  actionable,  na,  for  ony  thing  I  ken,  treasonable;  and  we 
may  be  bailh  hanged. 

North.  JNo,  James,  we  are  loyal  to  the  backbone.  Till  the  day 
of  my  death  will  1  raise  up  my  feeble  voice  in  honor  of  the  h^ro  of 
Waterloo.  He  saved  Europe — the  world.  Twin-stars  in  England's 
sky,  immortally  shall  bum  the  deilied  spirits  of  Nelson  and  Wel- 
lington. 

Shepherd.  Your  wards  gar  me  a'  grue. 

Norlh.  But  of  noble  minds  ambition  is  both  the  first  and  the  last 
infirmity  ;  an  infirmity  it  must,  even  in  its  most  glorious  mood,  be 
called  in  all  noble  minds,  except  that  of  Alfred.  [\\  war,  Welling- 
ton, the  Gaul-humbler,  is  a  greater  name,  immeasurably  greater  than 
Alfred,  the  Dane-destroyer.  But  in  peace — too,  too  painful  would 
it  be  to  pursue  the  parallel 

Shepherd.  And  therefore  shove  across  the  jug  ;  dieht  your  broo, 
f»r  youre  sweatin';  look  less  fierce  and  gloomy  ;  and,  wi'  your  per- 
mission, here's  "  The  Kirk  o'  Scotland  !  " 

North.  Aye,  let  the  Church  of  England  prepare  her  pillars  for  an 
earthquake,  for  1  hear  a  sound  louder  than  all  her  organs;  Imt  our 
Kirk,  small  and  simple  though  it  be,  is  built  upon  a  rock  that  Vulcan 
himself  may  not  undermine  ;  let  the  storm  rage  as  loud  as  may,  her 
little  bells  will  cheerfiilly  tinkle  in  the  hurly-burly  ;  no  sacrilegious 
hands  ^hall  ever  tling  her  pews  and  pulpits  into  a  bonfire  ;  on  her 
roofs  shall  ever  fall  the  dews  and  the  sunshine  of  Peace  ;  Time  may 
dilapidate,  but  Piety  will  rebuild  her  holy  altars  ;  and  her  corner- 
stone sliail  endure  till  Christianity  has  prepared  Earth  for  melting 
away  into  Heaven. 

Shepherd.  A  kin  o'  cauldness,  and  then  a  fit  o'  heat's  chasin'  ane 
anither  through  my  body  ;  is  the  jug  wi'  me?     I  ax  your  pardon. 

North.  Well,  then,  James,  millions  ai)hor  the  Great  Measure. 
And  in  their  aljhurrence,  must  they  be  dumb]  No.  They  will 
speak  ;  and  it  may  be,  louder  and  longer  too  than  Napoleon's  bat- 
teries. Wellington  himself  cannot  silence  their  ['wa.  And  if  their 
engine — their  organ — the  Press,  speak  trumpet-tongued  against  the 
Great  Measure,  and  the  Great  Man  who  carried  it    liy    stealing  a 

•  George  IV.  -was  hostile  to  it,  and   actually  -wept  when  aisurcil  that  if  not  eranted,  there 
mu.1t  be  civil  war  — M. 
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ruarc'h  on  the  Frit-nds  of  the  Constitution,  so  as  to  take  them  fatallv 
on  flank,  and  by  bribing  its  enemies,  so  as  to  bring  them  down  in 
formidable  array  in  iVont  of  the  army  of  the  Faitht'iii  surpri>ed  in 
their  [losition — does  he  hope,  powerful  as  he  is  in  Place,  in  Gt'iiius, 
and  in  Fame,  to  carry  by  siege,  by  sap,  or  by  storm,  that  Battery 
which  ere  now  has  played  uptm  Thrones  till  they  sunk  in  ruins,  and 
their  crowned  Kings  tied  eleemosynary  pensioners  into  foreign 
lands  ! 

Shepherd.  I  didna  ken,  sir,  you  had  thocht  sae  highly  o'  the  Gen- 
tlemen o'  the  Periodical  Press. 

North.  Periodical  !  Time  is  not  an  element,  James,  that  can 
enter  into  any  just  judgment  on  the  merits  of  such  a  question.  The 
same  minds  are  at  work  for  the  Press  all  over  Britain,  whatever  may 
be  the  seasons  of  their  appearance  in  print.  I  do  think  very  highly 
of  many  of  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Press.  Nor  does  it  matter  one 
iota  with  me,  whether  they  set  the  Press  agoing  once  a  year  or  once 
a-day. 

Shepherd.  1  see  there's  nae  essential  distinction. 
North.  With  all  my  reverence  for  Mr.  Southey,  I  cannot  help 
thinking,  that  by  speaking  so  bitterly  and  contemptuously  in  some 
passages  of  his  admirable  "Progress  and  Prospects  of  Society,"  of 
magazines  and  newspapers,  he  has  glanced  aside  from  the  truth,  and 
hern  guilty  of  not  a  little  discourtesy  to  his  literary  brethren. 

Shipherd.  lie  shou'dna  hae  done  that  -  but  ye  maunna  be  angry 
at  Mr.  Soot  hey. 

North.  Nor  am  I.  Why,  James,  the  self-same  men  who  write 
in  the  Quarterly  Review,  of  which,  next  and  equal  to  the  accom 
plished  and  powerful  editor,  Mr.  Southey  is  the  ornament  and  sup- 
port, write,  and  that  too  not  by  fits  and  starts,  but  regularly,  and  for 
both  fame  and  brea<l,  in  magazines  and  newspapers.  For  many 
years,  the  editor  of  the  Quarterly  Kexiew,  along  with  our  friend  the 
Profussor,*  who  still  lends  me  his  aid — contributed,  as  Mr.  Southey 
»nd  all  the  world  know,  largely  to  the  Magazine  which  I  have  the 
honor  of  leel.ly  editing  ;  and  .s(j  did  and  do  some  of  Mr.  Soufliey's 
most  esteemed  personal  friends,  such  as  Mr.  Lamb  and  Mr.  Cole- 
ridge. Indeed  I  could  show  ^Ir.  Southey  a  contribution  list  of 
n;imes  that  would  make  him  stare — from  Sir  Walter  Scott  to  Sir 
I'eter   iNimmo. 

Shipherd.   Mr.  Southey  maim  hae  meant  to  accepp  Blackwood. 
North.    \  fear  not,  James. 
Shephird.    1  hat's  stoopit. 

North.  The  editor  of  Colburn's  Magazine  is  illustrious  over 
Europe — the  best  critic,  and  one  of  the  liest  poets  of  his  nL'e,f  and 
many  of  his  c<jntril)Utors  art-,  elsewhere,  successful  and   innuenliul 

•  WilioD  -  M.  t  Thoiou  Campbell.— M. 
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autliors.  Ill  brief,  I  would  beg  leave  to  say  most  kindly  to  thf 
Laureate,  that  as  much,  and  perliaps  more,  varied  talent  is  shown  in 
those  two  inaga'/.iiios  every  mouth,  than  in  that  Iveview  every  quar- 
ter ;  and  tiial,  without  any  disparagement  to  the  best  of  all  Quar- 
terly lieviews. 

Shepherd.  1  confess  I  canna  help  agreein'  w  i'  you,  sir,  thouuh.  at 
the  same  tiii.e,  it's  kittlier  to  write  in  the  Quarterly  than  in  Maga. 
At  ony  rate,  Loekhart  ay  sends  me  back  my  articles 

Nortli.   Wlieli  I  never  do. 

Shepherd.  Dinnaye?  um. 

North.  True,  we  of  Maga  are  not  so  pompous,  authoritative,  dog- 
matical, doctorial,  (perliaps,  however,  fully  more  professorial,)  as  ye 
of  the  Quarterly  ;  we  have  not  the  same  satisfaction  in  constantly 
wearing  wigs,  and  occasionally  shovel-hats  ;  nor  do  we,  like  ye,  at 
all  times,  every  man's  son  of  you,  indite  our  articles  with  a  huge 
pile  of  books  encumbering  our  table,  in  a  room  surrounded  by  maps, 
and  empty  of  all  bottles  save  one  of  eye-water.  Our  mice  do  not 
come  from  mountains  in  labor,  but  out  of  small  chinks  and  crannies 
behind  the  chimney-cheeks  of  our  parturient  fancies.  When  our 
mountains  are  in  travail  they  j:)roduce  mammoths.  Absurd,  trifling, 
and  ridiculous,  we  often — too  ofttii  are  —  ye  never;  but  dull,  heavy, 
nay,  stupid  ye  sometimes  are,  while  with  us  these  are  universally 
admitted  to  be  the  most  im})ossible  of  all  impossible  events  in 
nature.  In  mere  information — or  what  is  called  knowledge — learn- 
ing, and  all  that — facts,  and  so  forth — we  willingly  give  ye  the  pas : 
but  neither  are  we  ignorant ;  on  the  contrary,  we  are  well  acquainted 
with  arts  and  literature,  and  in  the  ways  of  the  world,  up  both  to 
trap  and  to  snuff,  which,  save  your  reverences,  you  are  not  always 
to  the  degree  your  best  friends  could  wish.  You  have  a  notion  in 
your  wise  heads,  that  you  are  always  walking  in  advance  of  the 
pulilic  ;  we  have  a  notion  in  our  foolish  ones,  that  we  are  often  run- 
ning in  the  rear.  Ye  would  fain  lead  ;  we  are  contented  to  drive. 
As  to  divinity,  ye  are  all  doctors,  some  of  you  perhajis  bishops ; 
we,  at  the  best,  but  licensed  preachers.  Ye  are  all  Episcopalians, 
and  proud  ye  are  of  showing  it;  we  are  all,  or  nearly  all,  Presby- 
terians, and  think  no  shame  to  own  it.  Whether  ye  or  we  are  the 
more  or  the  less  bigoted  to  our  respective  creeds,  it  is  not  for  us  to 
say  ;  but  we  do  not  scruple  to  think,  that  on  this  point  we  have 
greatly  the  advantage  over  our  brethren  of  the  south.  Anti  Catho- 
lics we  both  are — and  at  the  risk,  perhaps,  of  some  little  tautology, 
we  add — Christians.  In  jxtlitics  we  are  steady  as  the  pole-star  ;  so 
perhaps  are  ye  ;  but  clouds  never  obscure  our  brightness  ;  whereas, 
for  some  few  years  jiast,  such  is  the  dense  gloom  in  which  it  has 
been  hidden,  your  pole-star  has,  to  the  eyes  of  miJniylit  mariners, 
been    invisible  in  the  sky.     To  sum  up  all   in  oue  short   and    pithy 
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sentence,  the  Quarterly  Review  is  the  best  periodical  in  the  world 
except  Blackwood's  Magazine,  and  Blackwood's  Magazine  is  the  best 
periiidical  in  the  world  except  the  Quarterly  Review. 

Shepherd.  IJaw — haw — haw  ! — niaist  ca|>ital  !  O,  sir,  but  you'ie 
beginnin'  to  wax  wutty.  You  wtre  ratlu  r  a  wee  prosy  about  an 
hour  sill'  s\ne,  but  the  toddy,  Tin  tliinkin',  's  beginnin'  to  work,  and 
after  a  few  juirs  you  tauk  like  an  Opium-eater. 

North.  Opium-eater!  "Where  has  he  hid  his  niany-color'd 
head  ?" 

Shepherd.  I  kenna.  But  he's  like  the  lave  o'  the  Lakers — when 
he  wons  in  Westmoreland,  he  forgets  Maga,  and  a'  the  rest  o'  the 
civileezed  warld. 

North.  Now,  James,  all  this  being  the  case,  why  will  Mr.  Southey 
sneer,  or  worse  than  sneer,  at  M(jt;n-Maga,  and   her  Star-satellites? 

Shepherd.  We  maun  alloo  a  great  man  his  crotchets.  There's 
nae  perfection  in  mortal  man  ;  but  gin  1  were  to  look  for  it  ony 
where,  'twould  be  in  the  lite,  character,  and  warks  o'  Robert 
Soolhey. 

North.  With  respect,  again,  to  Newspapers — generally  speaking — 
thev  are  conducted  with  exlratudinarv  talent.  I'll  be  shot  if  Junius, 
were  he  alive  now,  would  set  the  world  on  the  rave,  as  he  did  some 
half  century  ago.  Many  of  the  London  daily  scribes  write  as  well 
as  ever  he  did,  and  souic  better;  witness  Dr.  Giilord  and  Dr.  Ma- 
gmn,  in  that  incomparaljle  paper  the  Standard,  or  Laabrum;  and 
hundreds,  not  greatly  inferior  to  Junius,  write  in  the  same  sort 
of  cutting,  trenchant  style  of  that  celebrated  assassin.  Times,  Chro- 
nicle, Globe,  Lxaminer,  Herald,  Sun,  Atlas,  Spectator,  one  of  the 
most  able,  honest,  and  independent  tif  all  the  weeklies,  are  frequently 
disiiiiguislied  \\\  most  adnurable  writing ;  and  the  Morning  Jour- 
nal, tliou^hofien  rather  lengthy,  and  sometimes  uniu-cessarily  warm, 
constantly  exhibits  specimens  of  most  powerful  composition.  The 
Morning  Post,  loo,  instead  of  i»eing  what  it  once  was,  a  mere  record 
of  ("ashionable  movements,  is  a  political  paper  now,  full,  for  the  most 
part,  of  u  trul_\  I'nitish  spirit,  expressed  wiih  truly  l}riti>h  talent.  If 
Zeta*  be  really  hanged,  the  editor  of  the  Morning  .bairnal  should 
let  him  alone;  if  he  In-  really  unhanged,  he  ought  to  give  the  al)lo 
editor  of  the  Morning  .lournal  a  gooil  biding. 

Shepherd.    He's  aiblins  no  (it.      liut  ulial's  the  nicanin'  o'  that? 

North.   (Jordouiid  me,  Jame-,  if  1  know. 

Shejihird.  Mr.  Southey,  though,  I'm  tliinkin',  does  not  deny  taw- 
lent  to  the  daily  or  weekly  I'ress  ;  he  anathemateeses  their  perni- 
cious [)iinci|>les. 

North.  True.   But  does  he  not  greatly  exaggerate  the  evil  ?    Most 

*  "V.fAn.  "  wni"  nn  nrtTvninuii  Icller-writcr  in  Ujo  .Murnhif  Vt'fl.    U  'Knr  rvcn  «uid  tlial  I.ofo 
l'jltiinbt>roui;)i  •*%»  llic  author. —  .M. 


400  NOCTES   AMBEOSIANiE. 

pernicious  principles  some  of  lluin  do,  with  a  truly  wicked  pertina- 
city, disseminate  ;  but  those  which  love  and  spread  truth,  thougli 
perhaps  fewer  in  number,  arc  greater  in  power  ;  and  even  weie  it 
not  so,  truth  is  stronger  tlian  falsehood,  and  will  ultimately  prevail 
against  her,  and  tliat  too  at  no  remote  time.  Besides,  I  do  not  know 
of  any  newsjaper  that  is  devoted  to  the  sole  worship  of  falsehood. 
\V»'  must  allow  some,  nay,  even  gn^at  diilerences  of  opinion  in  men's 
luinds,  even  on  the  most  solemn  and  most  sacred  subjects  ;  we  ouglit 
not  to  think  every  thing  wicked  which  our  understanding  or  con- 
science caimot  embrace;  as  there  is  sometimes  found  by  ourselves, 
to  our  own  dismay,  much  bad  in  our  good,  so,  if  we  look  with  clear, 
bright,  unjaundiced  eyes,  we  may  olten  see  much  good  in  ihtir  bad  ; 
ray,  not  unfrequently  we  shall  then  see,  that  what  we  were  too  wil- 
ling to  think  utterly  bad,  because  it  was  in  the  broad  sheet  of  an 
enemy,  is  entirely  good,  and  feci,  not  without  compunction  and  self- 
reproach, 

"  Fas  est  et  ab  hoste  doceri." 

Shejihenl.  Are  you  no  in  danger  o'  beeomin'  ower  candid  the  noo, 
sir;  in  danger  o'  rather  trimmin'  ? 

North.  No,  James;  I  am  merely  trimming  the  vessel  of  my  own 
moral  reason — removing  to  the  centre  the  shifted  ballast,  that,  on 
my  voyage  to  the  distant  shores  of  truth,  she  niay  not,  by  making 
lee-way,  drift  out  of  her  course,  and  fall  in  among  the  breakers;  and 
then,  after  j)uttiiig  and  seeing  all  i  ight,  I  return  like  a  good  pilot  to 
the  wheel,  and,  with  all  sail  set,  work  nji,  wiih  niy  merry  crew,  in 
the  wind's  eye,  to  the  safest  harbor  in  all  the  land  of  promise. 

Shepherd.  That's  a  weel-supported  simile.  You  aye  speak  wi' 
uncommon  smeddum  on  nowtical  affairs. 

North.  Question — Who  are  the  dangerous  writers  of  the  day? 
Answer — Denuigogues  and  infidels;  there  being  included  in  the  lat- 
ter, and  indeed  also  in  the  former, — so,  in  truth,  there  is  no  such 
distinction — Deists  and  Atheists.  The  lowest  and  the  worst  dema- 
gogues are  mostly  all  dunces,  and  therefore,  I  must<ipine,  not  alarm- 
ingly dangerous  to  the  stability  of  the  state,  or  the  well-being  of  the 
people.  Still  they  are  pests!  they  pollute  ale-houses,  and  make 
more  disgustful  gin-shops;  the  contagion  of  their  I'ad  thoughts  some- 
times sickens  the  honest  poor  man  with  his  humble  ingle — irritates 
his  weary  heart,  confuses  his  aching  head,  and  makes  him  an  unhap- 
py sulject,  fit,  and  ripe,  and  ready  for  6editi(.n.  Luckily  the  mem- 
bers of  this  gang  occasionally  commit  overt  acts  of  which  the  law 
can  take  hold.;  and,  instead  of  writing  them  down,  which,  fiom  the 
utter  debasement  of  their  understandings,  as  well  as  that  of  all  their 
unwashed  proselytes,  is  below  the  province  of  the  Press,  and  indeed 
impossible,  yon   tie  them  down  in  a  cell,  and  order  them  to  be  well 
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privately  whipt,  or  you  make  them  mount  the  treadmill,  ai*'  insist 
on  their  continuing  to  reason,  step  by  step,  in  a  circle. 

S/iepherd.  Besides,  many  o'  ihein,  sir,  get  haiiued  fur  crimes  not 
at  all  of  a  literary  character,  if  indeed  you  except  forgery — profligacy 
kills  many  more  by  horrid  diseases — and  multitudes  run  away  to 
America,  or  are  sent  to  Sydney-Cove,  or  the  "still  vexed  Bermoo 
thes."  Sae  I  houp  the  l)reed's  on  the  decline  by  consumption,  and 
will  afore  long  rin  clean  out,  dregs  an'  a'. 

North.  I  agree  with  Mr.  Southey,  however,  in  believing  that  in 
London,  and  all  hirge  towns,  the  number  of  such  ruffians  is  very 
great.     Let  the  police  do  its  duty. 

Shepherd.  But,  sir,  ye  maun  ascend  a  few  grawds  up  the  scale  o' 
iniquity. 

North.  I  do — and  find  some  men  of  good  education  and  small 
talent,  and  more  men  of  bad  or  no  education,  and  considerable  talent 
— demagogues — that  is  to  say,  wretches  who,  from  love  of  mischief 
would  instigate  the  ignorant  to  their  own  ruin,  in  the  ruin  of  the 
state.  They  write  and  they  speak  with  fluency  and  glibness,  and  the 
filthy  and  fetid  stream  flows  widely  over  poor  men's  dwellings, 
especially  tho>e  who  are  given  to  reading,  and  deposits  in  work-shop, 
kitchen,  parlor,  and  Ijedroom,  a  slime  whose  exhalation  is  poison  and 
death.  They  have  publications  of  their  own,  and  they  gloat  over 
and  steal  and  spread  everything  that  is  bad  and  suited  to  their  ends 
in  the  publications  of  some  other  people,  who,  while  they  would 
scorn  their  alliance,  do  nevertheless  often  purposely  contribute  aid, 
to  their  evil  designs  and  machinations.  To  such  charge  too  large  a 
portion  of  what  is  called  the  Liberal  Press  must  plead  guilty,  or  per- 
haps they  would  glory  in  tiie  charge.  This  pollution  of  the  press 
can  only  be  cleansed  l)y  the  jiure  waters  of  Truth  showered  over  it 
by  such  men  as  Mr.  Southey  himself;  or  swept  away,  if  you  prefer 
the  image,  by  besoms  in  the  hands  of  the  righteous,  who,  for  the  sake 
of  those  whosuflTer,  shun  not  the  nauseous  office  even  of  fuilzie-nieu 
to  keep  clean  and  sweet  the  high-ways  and  li\, -ways,  the  streets  and 
alleys  of  social  life. 

SJiepherd.  Such  a  righteous  bcsom-brandisher  isChristojiher  North, 
the  terror  of  traitors  and  the — 

North.  And  tlius,  James,  are  we  "  led  another  grawd  up  the  scale 
of  inicpiity,"  and  reach  the  Liberal  Press.  It  works  much  evil,  and, 
I  fear  not  to  say,  much  good. 

Shc/>herd.  Say  rather  some  good,  sir.      Lay  the  emphasis  on  .si>?ne. 

North.   Muri,  tji,i)d.      For  it  is  not  to  be  denied  that  men  may  bo 

bigotedly  and  blindly  atlachid  to  the  right  cause.     01<l  institutions 

Seem  sacred  to   their   imaginations,  lieyond    the  sanctity  inherent,  in 

their  frame.      Time-hallowed,  they  are  improvement-proof.      But  the 

Vol.  III.— ii7 


102  NOCTKS    AMBUOSIANJi. 

new  may  be,  and  ol'ton  is,  holler  iIkui  the  old — the  work  of  a  single 
day  better  tlian  that  of  a  thousand  years.     The  soul  of 

"The  f(>u(l  adorer  of  departed  fame" 

sometimes  falls  asleep  on  the  tomb  of  the  good  and  great  of  other 
times,  to  the  oblivion  of  far  higher  livinji  worth;  or  dozes  over  the 
inscription  graven  there  by  the  gratilnde  of  a  former  age,  instead  of 
more  wisely  recording  the  triumphs  of  contemporary  genius  or  vir- 
tue. Reason  must  be  awakened  from  her  slnnibers  or  her  dreams 
in  the  arms  of  imagination  that  loves  to  haunt  old  jilaces,  and  to 
walk  in  reveries  among  the  shades  of  antiquity.  The  Liberal  Press 
— I  take  the  word  a?  I  fuid  it  in  general  use  —  often  breaks  these  de- 
lusions ;  for  they  often  are  delusions,  and  it  oftener  shows  us  to  dis- 
tinguish shadow  from  substance — fiction  from  truth — su])erstition 
from  devotion.  It  thus  does  good  at  times  when  perhaps  it  is  intend- 
ing evil  ;  but  at  times  it  intends  good — does  good — and  therefore  is 
strictly  entitled  to  unqualified  and  fervent  jiraise.  Such  praise  1 
give  it  now,  James — and  if  Guriiey  be  not  asleep,  it  will  ring  in  the 
ears  of  the  pultlic.  who  will  ratify  the  award. 

Shepherd.  But  are  you  sure  that  the  evil  doesna  greatly  prepon- 
derate in  the  scale  1 

North.  I  am  sure  it  does  preponderate — but  let  us,  the  Illiberals, 
fling  in  good  into  the  good,  and  we  restore  the  balance. 

Shepherd.  That's  incorreck.  The  evil,  light  in  comparison,  kicks 
the  beam — and  the  good  in  the  other  bucket  o'  the  balance  remains, 
fir  the  use  o'  man,  steady  on  a  rock. 

North.  And  here  it  is  that  Southey's  self  authorizes  me  to  contra- 
dict Southey.  While  he,  and  others  like  him — a  few.  perhaps,  his 
equals,  at  least  in  power,  such  as  Sir  Walter,  S.  T.  Coleridge,  and 
William  Wordsworth — and  not  a  few,  his  inferiors  indeed  in  power, 
but  nevertheless  his  equals  in  zeal  and  sincerity — and  the  many  who, 
without  any  very  surpassing  labnts,  do  yet  acquire  force  from  fiilh, 
and  have  reliance  on  religion — I  say,  James,  while  that  sacred  band 
moves  on  in  firm  and  united  phalanx,  in  discipline  meet  to  their 
valor,  nor  in  bright  array  wanting  their  music-bands  vocal  and  in- 
strumental, to  hymn  them  on  in  the  march  to  victory — who  will 
fear  the  issue  of  the  battle,  or  doubt  that  beneath  the  Champions  of 
the  Cross  the  Hosts  of  the  Misbelievers  will  sustain  a  signal  and 
fatal  overthrow  ? 

Shepherd.  You've  been  speakin',  sir,  I  perceive,  by  implication, 
o'  infidels,  that's  deists  and  atheists,  a'  the  lime  you  were  discussin' 
demagogues  ;  but  hae  ye  ony  thing  mair  particularly  to  say  o' 
infidels  by  ihemsells,  as  being  sometimes  a  separate  gang?  Let's 
hear't. 

North.  1  believe,  James,  that  there  are  many,  too  many,  conscien- 
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tioub  deists — deists  on  conviction — on  conviction  consequent  on  can- 
did and  extensive,  but  not  philosupliical  and  profound  inquiry  into 
the  evidences,  internal  and  external,  of  Cliristianity. 

Shepherd,  Ah  !  sir.     That's  scarcely  possible. 

North.  It  is  true.  But  such  men  do  not  often — they  very  rarely 
seek  to  distuib  the  faith  of  others — and  few  of  theni  carry  their 
creed  on  with  them  to  old  age,  for  the  Lamp  of  Revelation  burns 
more  brightly  before  eyes  that  feel  the  dimness  of  years  shrouding 
all  mortal  things.  In  meridian  manhood,  it  seems  to  them  that  the 
Sun  of  Natural  Theology  irradiates  all  being,  and  in  that  blaze  the 
Star  of  Revelation  seems  to  fade  away  and  be  hidden.  But  as  they 
a|iprf)ach  the  close  of  life,  they  cotne  to  know  that  the  Sun  of  Natu- 
ral Theology — and  it  is  a  Sun — had  shone  upon  them  with  a  borrow- 
ed light,  and  that  the  Book  of  Nature  had  never  been  so  read  by 
them  but  for  the  Book  of  God.  They  live  Deists,  and  they  die 
Christians. 

Shepherd.  In  gude  truth,  sir,  I  hae  kent  some  affecting  cases  o'  that 
kind. 

JVorth.  Now  observe  the  inconsistent  conduct  of  such  men;  an 
niconsistency,  I  helieve,  must  attach  to  the  character  of  every  vir- 
tuous deist  in  a  country  where  Christianity  prevails  in  its  Protest- 
ant purity,  and  is  the  faith  of  an  enlightened  national  intellect. 
Rarely,  indeed,  if  ever,  do  they  teach  their  children  their  own  creed. 
Their  disbelief,  therefore,  cannot  be  an  utter  disbelief.  For,  if  it 
were,  a  good  and  conscientious  man — and  I  am  supposing  the  dei>t 
to  be  such — could  not  make  a  sacrifice  of  the  truth  for  the  sake  of 
them  he  dearly  loved  ;  such  sacrifice,  indeed,  woidd  be  the  height 
of  folly  and  wickedness.  For  if  he  knows  Christianity  to  be  an 
imposture,  beautiful  thcjugh  the  imposture  be — and  no  human  heart 
ever  yet  denied  its  beauty, — conscience,  God's  vicegerent  here  be- 
low, would  command  him  to  iiegin  with  exposing  the  imposture  to 
the  wife  of  his  bosom,  and  the  chihJren  of  their  common  blood. 
But  all  unknown  perhaps  to  himself,  or  but  faintly  known,  the  day- 
spring  from  on  high  has  with  gracious  glimpses  of  light  visited  his 
conscience,  ami  that  conscience,  heaven-touched,  tremliles  to  disown 
the  source  from  which  comes  that  gentle  visiting,  and,  with  its  still 
Htnall  voice,  more  divine  than  In-  is  aware  of,  whispers  him  not  to 
initiate  in  another  faith  the  hearts  of  the  guileless  and  the  innoccnti. 
I)y  nature  o[>en  to  receive,  the  words  of  eternal  life.      And  thus, 

Whil<!  VirtiicV  self  nnd  ficiiiiis  did  ndiirii 
With  11  wni  cliiiriii  tlie  t>liri(k'il  (K-ist's  BcMtit). 
R'liL'i"iis  Bflf,  liy  iiiiiriil  goodricBB  wmi, 
llalli  Biiiiled  furgixiiig  on  licr  bkcptic  sen! 

Shepherd.  They  are   nmckle  to  be  pitied,    my   diar  sir  ;  and    il'-* 
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neither  for  you  nor  ine,  mu-  oiiy  body  else,  to  bo  hard  upon  them  ; 
and  I'll  answer  lor  Mv.  Soothcy,  that  were  ony  such  to  visit  him  in 
his  ain  house  at  Kesw  ick,  he  wad  he  as  kind  to  him  as  he  was  in 
the  autumn  o'  aughteeii  hunder  and  fourteen  to  mysell,  show  him 
his  heautifu'  and  maist  astonishing  leebiary,  toast  !)reed  for  him  at 
breakt'ast  wi'  his  ain  hauiis,  \vi'  that  lang-shank'd  fork,  and  tak  an 
oar  w  i'  him  in  a  boat  roun  the  isles,  and  into  the  l>ays  i>'  Derwent- 
water  Loch,  amusin'  him  wi'  his  wut,  and  instructin'  him  wi'  his 
wisdom. 

North.  I  know  he  would,  James.  From  such  deists,  then,  though 
their  existence  is  to  be  deplored,  little  or  no  danger  need  be  feared 
to  revealed  religion.  But  there  are  many  more  deists  of  a  dilierent 
stamp;  the  shallow,  superfioial,  insensible,  and  conceited — the  pro- 
fligate, and  the  brutal,  and  the  wicked.  I  hardly  know  which  are 
in  the  most  hopeless  condition.  Argument  is  thrown  away  on  both 
—for  the  eyes  of  the  one  are  too  weak  to  bear  the  light;  and  those 
of  the  other  love  only  darkness.  "They  hate  the  light  because  their 
deeds  are  dark."  The  former  fade  like  insects  ;  the  latti-r  perish 
like  beasts.  But  the  instcts  flutter  away  their  lives  among  weeds 
and  flowers,  and  are  of  a  sort  that  sting  nobody,  though  they  may 
tease  in  the  twilight;  while  the  beasts  bellow,  and  gore,  and  to^s, 
and  therefore  must  be  hoodwinked  with  boards, — the  tips  of  their 
horns  must  be  sawed  ofl",  a  chain  passed  through  their  noses — they 
must  be  driven  from  the  green  pastures  by  the  living  waters,  on  to 
the  bare  brown  common;  and,  unfit  for  the  shambles,  must  he 
knocked  on  the  head,  and  sold  to  the  hounds — "down  to  the  ground 
at  once,  as  butcher  felleth  ox." 

Shepherd.  There  are  owrc  niony  o'  the  insecks  in  Scotland;  but, 
thank  God,  but  few  o'  the  beasts. 

North.  Because  in  Scotland,  James,  the  Church,  as  Wordsworth 
well  says,  holds  over  us  "  the  strong  hand  of  its  purity  ;"  and  thus 
infidelity  has  been  chiefly  confined  to  jihilosopheis  who  would  not 
sufier  the  Church  to  catch  hold  ;  while,  as  the  beasts  I  speak  of  are 
most  likely  to  arise  among  the  lower  orders,  the  Church  being  om- 
nipotent there,  the  bulls  of  Bashan  are  but  a  scant  breed.  In  England, 
from  many  causes,  some  of  them  inevitable  in  a  land  so  rich,  and 
populous,  and  many  citied,  and  some  of  them  existing  in  neglect  of 
duties  secular  and  religious,  the  beasts  are  seen  of  a  larger  size,  and 
in  larger  droves;  but  providentially,  by  a  law  of  Nature,  the  bulls 
calved  have  always  been  in  the  proportion  of  a  hundred  to  one  to 
the  cows;  and  as  that  propoition  is  always  iiifrcasing,  we  may  even 
hope  that  in  half  a  century  the  last  quey  will  expire,  and  then  the 
male  monsters  will  soon  become  utterly  extinct. 

Shepherd.  Od   man,  I  never  heard  you  so  feegurative  as  you  are 
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thenicht;  yet   I    maun  alloo  tliat  niaist  part  o' them's  capital,  and 
but  few  Very  niuckle  amiss. 

xVo'-^A.  Now,  James,  with  such  infidels  as  these  how  are  we  to 
deal  ?  first  uf"  all  they  are  dotirned,  living  and  dying,  to  universal 
loathing,  ignominy,  scorn,  and  execration.  All  that  is  good.  It 
curses  them  into  hatred  of  their  species — and  that  curse  is  intensi- 
fied by  the  conviction  that  their  hatred  is  of  little  or  no  avail  t<>  hurt 
the  hair  of  anv  one  Christian's  head.  Further,  their  books — for 
they  sometimes  write  books — are  smashed,  pounded  into  pulp,  and 
flung  into  their  faces  till  they  are  blind.  Groping  in  their  dnrkness, 
they  pick  the  pulp  up — spread  it  out  again,  and  dry  it  in  the  sun, 
whose  Maker  they  blaspheme  ;  and  over  and  over  again,  after  each 
repetition  of  the  blow — tlie  blash  on  their  eyes — they  re-commence 
their  manufacture  of  blotted  paper,  and  scrawl  ii  over  with  the  same 
impious  and  senseless  scribble,  all  the  while  assured  of  the  same 
result,  yet  instigated  by  the  master  they  serve,  the  Devil.  The 
more  they  are  l>aflled,  the  more  wickedly  they  persevere,  till  the 
siiutF  ot  their  wretched  life  goes  out,  like  Tom  Paine's,  in  a  stink, 
and  some  Cobbett  completes  their  infamy,  by  his  consecration  of 
their  bones. 

Shepherd.  Yet  1  fear,  sir  Tom  Paine  worked  great  evil,  even  in 
Scotland. 

Sorth.  No,  James ;  very  little  indeed.  The  times  were  then 
troubled,  and  ripe  h)r  mischief.  Paine's  blasphemy  caused  the  boil 
to  burst.  A  wise  and  humane  j»hysician,  the  illustrious  and  immor- 
tal Itichaid  Watson,  Lord  Bishop  of  Llandaff,  applied  a  sacred  salve 
to  the  sore — the  wound  healed  kindly,  soon  cicatrized,  and  the 
patient  made  whole  again,  bounded  in  joy  and  liberty  like  a  deer 
upon  the  hills.* 

Shepherd.  Feegar  after  feegar — in  troops,  bands,  and  shoals! 
A\  hat  a  teeming  and  prolific  imagination  !  And  in  auldest  age  may 
it  never  be  efl'ete  ! 

North  Your  alTi  ction  for  your  father,  my  dear  son  James,  sees 
in  my  eye,  and  hears  in  my  voice,  meanings  which  exist  not  in 
them — l»ut  the  light  and  the  breath  touch  your  s|)irit,  and  from  ita 
Kjil  ari>e  fluwers  and  shrubs  indigenous  to  the  blessed  soil  of  our 
nin  de:ir  Scotland. 

Shiphrrd.   Is   the  theme   exhausted  —  the   well    rim  dry — the  last 

•  When  Cobt-elt  returned  to  KpRlanil,  from  the  t^'nited  Hiate.t.  in  1819,  he  broiiqht  with  him 
what  he  mi'l  were  the  bone»  of  'loin  i'aine — there  are  i«lron(»  croundK  for  liolievinK  that  they 
were  the  reiiiainn  of  rorne  other  penon.  (,'olibett  did  Ihi-  with  thi' dexicn  of  indicalini.'  bin 
I.  WD  high  rij.inion  of  I'aine,  a*  a  political  and  hnaniial  writer.  In  Kni;land,  however,  I'nins 
had  cbielljT  been  known  aji  one  who  had  written  ftcainiit  the  lliblo,  and  Cobbett  injured  hiiii- 
ielf  inurh  by  what  he  had  done.  In  IlitH  liinhop  Wat»on,  (who  twenty  yeari  before,  had  pub- 
lished "  An  Ap'dojiy  for  Chrmlianity."  in  reply  to  liil.bun,)  uiiderloi.k  tu  retuto  l'aino'«  thinlo- 
■  ical  book,  and  pr<Kluced  hia  "  Apology  for  the  llible."  NolwithKtandinK  the  prai»e  givm  to 
It  by  North,  Wateon's  wa*  really  to  weak,  that  a  wit  nucgoKted  that  it  ihould  be  called  "Tlul 
Fowirtb  part  of  '  The  Age  of  KeoMiD,'  by  Kich&rd,  Uuhop  of  Llandall." — .M. 
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leaf  >liaken  frac  the  tree — wiill  the  string  no  hand  another  pearl,  or 
is  the  (liver  tin-d — has  your  erooii  golti-ii  <>ii  the  eentre-fap  the  fcenal 
and  consiiiiiiiialiii'  diamntul,  or  do  the  dark  niifathoiiied  caves  o' 
ocean  bear  iiae  mair — can  the  rim  kuui'  it  .supjioit  na  great  wecht  o' 
gowd,  or  is  the  mine  wrought  out — wull  the  plumes  o'  thoeht  that 
form  the  soariii'  crest  aboon  your  coronet  no  admit  anither  fealhrr 
frae  the  train  o'  the  bird  o'  Paradise,  or  is  the  liird  itscili  Hown  avva' 
into  the  lieart  o'  the  Garden  o'  Eden  ?  Answer  me  that  mony- 
lieegar'd  interro'jatorv  in  tlie  conceeseiiess  o'  asini'le  word,  or  in  tho 
dillu^ion  o'  a  thousan' — let  vour  voice,  be  as  the  monotones  of  the 
simplest  Scottish  melody,  or  as  the  multitudinousness  t)f  the  maist 
coni|iKx  German  harmony,  the  ain  like  takin'  a  few  short  I'asy  slej)S 
up  a  grrtMi  gowany  Ijrae,  and  the  ither  like  rinnin'  up  and  douu  end- 
less flights  o'  stairs  leading  through  a'  the  mazes  o'  some  immense 
cathedral,  frae  the  gloom  o'  cells  and  oratories  on  the  grun-floor,  or 
even  aneath  the  rock  foundation,  to  the  roof  open  within  its  battle- 
ments to  the  night-circle  o'  the  blue  boundless  heavens,  with  their 
moon  and  stars.  There's  a  touch  for  you,  ye  auld  conceited  carle 
o'  the  picturesque,  the  iieautifu',  and  shooblime  ;  nor  ever  dare  to 
think,  much  less  say  again,  that  I,  James  Hogg,  the  Ettrick  Shep- 
herd, am  not  a  [Joel  e<jual  to  a'  the  three  pitten  thegither,  Kamsay, 
Kinnigham,  and  Burns,  though  thoy,  1  acknowk'dgc,  till  the  star  of 
Alount  Benger  arose,  were  the  Tria  Luiitiua  Scoturum  of  our  north- 
ern sky.  But  I.  sii-,  I  am  the  great  flashing,  rustling  Aurora  Bore- 
alis,  that  gars  a'  the  Three  "pale  their  ineiU'Ctual  fires"  in  my  elec- 
trical blaze,  till  the  een  o'  our  millions  are  dazzled  wi'  the  corusca- 
tions ;  and  earth  wonders,  and  o'  its  wonderin'  finds  no  end,  at  the 
troublous  glory  o'  the  incomprehensible  heaven.  There's  a  touch  o' 
the  magnificent  for  you,  ye  auld  wicked  scoonrel  !  I£qual  that,  and 
J'll  pay  the  bill  out  (»'  \\\y  ain  pouch,  and  fling  a  dollar  fur  himsell 
to  Tappytouiie,  without  askin'  for  the  change.     Eli  ! 

JS'orlh.  The  evil  done  by  the  infidel  writings  you  alluded  to, 
James,  was  not  of  long  duration,  and  out  of  it  sprang  groat  good. 
Many,  it  is  true,  suffered  the  filth  of  Paine  to  defile  their  Bibles.* 
But  ere  a  few  moons  went  up  and  down  the  sky,  their  hearts  smote 
them  on  account  of  the  insult  done  to  the  holy  leaves;  tears  of  re- 
morse, contrition,  and  repentance,  washed  our,  the  stain  ;  every  re- 
newed page  seemed  then  to  shine  with  a  purer  and  diviner  lustre — 
they  clasped  and  unclasped  with  a  more  reveient  hand 
"  The  big  ha'  Bible,  aiace  their  Fathers'  pride." 

Its  black  cloth  cover  was  thenceforth  more  sacred  to  the  eyes  of  all 
the  family  ;  with  more  pious  care  was  it   replaced   by  husband  and 

*   Stranjfely  enougli.  it  wa«  in  religious,    Bible-reading  Scotland,  that  Paine's  "  Age  of  Jtea- 
Kon''   had  the  greatest  circulation  and   popularity.     This  was  proved    by  undeniable  evidence 
M. 
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wife,  after  morning  and   evening  worship,  in  the  chest  beside   the 
bridal    linen  destined  to  be  their  shroud.     Search,  now,  all   the  cot- 
tages of  Scotland  through,  and   not  one   single  copy  of  the  Atre  of 
Reason  will    vou  find  ;   Ijut   vou  will   find  a  Bible  in  the  shielin<r  i>f 
the  loneliest  herdsman. 

Shepherd.  You  speak  Gdd's  truth,  for  I  ken  Scotland  weel  !  jind 
sae  do  you,  fir  1  hae  heard  you  was  a  wonderfu'  walker  in  \onr 
youth  ;  and  for  the  last  twenty  years,  to  my  certain  knowledge,  you 
hae  ridden  on  a  race  o' surefooted  pownies,  lar  better  than  ony  Span- 
i>h  or  Portuguese  mules,  a'  lhrou<:h  amang  the  mountains,  l)y  kiltie 
bridle-paths  ;  and  I'm  only  astonished  that  you  never  brak  your 
neck. 

Korth.  The  main  causes  of  infidelity  lie  in  ignorance  and  misery, 
especially  in  that  worst  of  ail  mi.'sery — guilt.  But  poverty,  bntught 
on  by  either  the  |>rofligacy  of  the  laboring  classes,  or  by  the  igno- 
rance f>r  folly  of  their  rulers,  embitters  the  heart  into  sullen  or  fierce 
disbelief.  A  wise  Political  Economy,  therefore,  is  one  ot  the  stmng- 
est  and  happiest  safeguards  of  religion. 

Shepherd.  1  canna  understaun'  it  ava.  Ricardo's  as  obscure  as 
Ezekiel. 

North.  Though  dealing  directly  but  with  temporal  things,  it  bears, 
James,  on  tho-e  that  are  eternal.  Statist,  statesman,  philosopher, 
and  priest,  if  they  know  their  duty  and  discharge  it,  all  work  together 
for  one  great  end. 

ShepJurd.  That's  geyan  like  common  sense. 

North.  When  the  social  >ta1e  of  a  people  is  disturbed  l)y  the  dis- 
arrangement of  the  natural  order,  and  ciianges  of  the  natural  course 
of  agriculture,  manufactures,  and  commerce,  will  not  n.oiality  and 
religion,  my  dear  James,  sink  with  the  sinking  prosjierity  of  the 
country  ? 

She/jherd.  They  wull  that. 

North.  The  domestic  virtues  cannot  live  through  the  winter,  round 
a  starved  I  oard  and  a  cold  hearth.  Sound  sleep  i-huns  not  a  hard 
bed — but  no  eye  can  h'lig  remain  closed  on  a  truckle  which  next  day 
may  see  in  a  pauper's  roup  at  the  city -cross. 

Shrj/herd.  An'  what's  the  diift  o'  a'  thae  V(  ra  true  and  e.xcelleiit 
observaiiotis  ? 

North,  'i  hat  much  of  the  worst  sj.irit  which  we  deplore  in  the  peo- 
ple, thtiigh  it  may  \>v.  cruelly  c.vaspeiated  and  exaceibatid  by  denia- 
gogues  and  infiiiels,  owes  to  them  iieilher  its  origin  nur  (  hiel' gmw  tli 
and  nature,  but  springs  out  ol  the  very  frame  and  <onstitulion  i( 
society  in  all  great  kingdoms. 

Shepherd.  And  is  that  a  consoling  docliine,  thii.k  \  e.  sir,  or  one 
that  gars  u<;  despair  for  our  8[)ecie8l 

North.    \^'hal  I   shall    1  dcsjiair  of  my  ajjecies,  because  I  bee  b-ng 
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poiidds  ill  the  history  of  my  own  and  other  countries,  when  the 
riK^ral  condition  of  the  people  has  been  withered  or  blasted  by  the 
ciMse  ot'an  ineapaMe,  unfeeling,  or  unpiineipled  governrnenl? 

Shepherd.  But  that's  no  the  character  of  the  present  Government 
o'  our  kiiilra,  Mr.  North  ? 

JVorth.  It  must  strcn<.'thin  their  liaiids  and  hearts,  James,  to  kjiow 
that  you  are  not  in  opposition.  But  to  return  for  one  moment  more 
to  the  subject  of  the  infidelity  of  the  lower  orders,  how  beautifully, 
my  dear  James,  do  all  the  best  domestic  affections,  when  suffered 
to  enjoy  th»>mst Ives  even  in  tolerable  repose  and  peace,  blend  into, 
and,  as  it  were,  become  one  and  the  same  with  religion  !  Let  human 
nature  have  but  fair  ])lay  in  life — let  but  his  fihysical  necessities  be 
duly  supplied — and  all  its  moral  sympathies  and  religious  aspirations 
kindle  and  aspire.  What  other  religion  but  Christianity  was  ever 
the  religion  of  the  poor  ?  But  the  poor  sometimes  cease  to  be  Chris- 
tians, and  curse  their  existence.  And  Mr.  Iluskisson  would  be 
bhocked  to  see  and  hear  how  that  happens,  were  he  to  make  an  occa- 
sional pilgrimage  and  sojourn  in  Spitalfields,  instead  of  abusing  its 
■wretched  dwellers. 

Shepherd.  It's  very  unfair,  I  see,  sir,  to  lay  the  blame  o'  the  irre- 
ligion  of  the  jioor  when  they  are  irreligious,  as  there's  but  owre 
irioiiy  o'  them,  according  to  Mr.  Soothcy  and  you,  in  England  at  iiis 
])resent  era,  on  the  shoothcrs  o'  the  priesthood.  What  gude  wull 
fireachin'  and  prayin'  do  them,  when  folks  are  starvin'  o'  cauld,  and 
hae  nacthin'  either  to  eat  or  drink  1 

North.  1  have  known  a  poor  old  sailor,  James,  who  had  eat  noth- 
in'  for  two  days,  dismissed  from  her  door  by  a  pious  lady?  not  with 
a  loaf  in  his  pouch — for  she  referred  him  to  the  parish — but — a 
Bible. 

Shejoherd.  That  was  very  wicked.  Let  the  body  be  attended  to 
first,  and  the  sowle  afterwards,  f)r  you're  fleein'  in  the  face  o'  the 
Ten  Commandments.  That,  I  dinna  doot,  was  the  pious  leddy's  ain 
case;  for  wasna  she  a  widow  wi'  a  gude  jointure,  fat,  frowsy,  and 
forty,  wi'  great  big  peony-rose  knots  o'  ribbons  a'  roun'  her  mutch, 
and  a])out  to  try  it  on  again,  in  the  way  o'  marriage  wi'  a  strappin' 
Methody  preacher? 

North.  Bifore  the  ctmsummation  of  that  event  she  died  of  a  sur- 
feit from  an  inordinate  guzzle  on  a  prize-haggis.  Much  as  she  talked 
about  the  Bible,  she  showed  in  practice,  that  she  f»refcrred  the  pre- 
cepts of  ^Icg  Dods.  *  Cookery  was,  in  fact,  her  Christiaidty,  and 
liers  a  kitchen  creed  ;  yet  I  heard  her  funeral  sermon  preached  by 
a  great  greasy  villain,  with  long  black,  lank,  <)i!y  hair,  and  the  most 
fcensual  lace  ever  seen  on  caith  since  Silenus,  who  nauseously  whined 

•  The  inimiUble  old  Scots  landlady  of  the  Cleikum  Inn,  in  "  St.  Ronan's  Well."— M, 
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away  about  her  single-mindedness,  (two  husbands,  remember,  and 
vithin  a  week   )f  a  thiid.)  her 

Shrpherd.   Od  rot  baith  her  and  him,  are  ye  gaun  to  gar  me  spew  1 

i\'o;7A.  But  take  it  at  the  Nsorst,  James,  and  let  us  believe,  Mith 
Mr.  Southey,  that  the  Press  is  now  a  mighty  engine  of  evil  in  the 
hand  of  the  lovers  of  evil.  What  then?  It  is  the  Press  againi^t  the 
Press.  Wherein  lies  our  trust]  In  the  mighty  ariay  that  might 
be — that  is,  on  the  side  of  heaven.  Where  are  the  twenty  thousand 
ministers  of  religion,  more  or  less?  And  in  their  cures  and  bene- 
fices, rich  or  poor,  what  are  they  about  ?  Are  they  all  broad  awake, 
up,  stirring  and  at  woik  ?  If  so,  they  are  more  than  a  match  for  the 
miscellaneous  muster  of  infidels,  the  lumbering  levyen-mass  of  the 
godless,  who,  when  brought  into  action,  present  the  singular  appear- 
ance of  a  whole  large  army  consisting  entirely  of  an  awkward  squad. 

Shepherd.  And  if  any  consideraWle  number  o'  the  clergy  snore 
awa'  the  week  days  weel  on  t«>  eleven  o'clock,  and  set  the  congrega- 
tion asnf>re  haith  forenoon  and  afternoon  ilka  Sabbath,  showiii'  that 
ihey  think  bapteezin',  and  buryin',  and  marryin',  and  prayiii',  and 
preechin',  a  sair  drawimck  and  dooniiracht  on  the  comforts  o' a  recto- 
ry ;  tlit-n,  I  say,  let  ihem  be  ca'd  owre  the  coals  by  the  bishop,  and 
if  incorrigible  frae  natural  stupidity  or  acquired  inveteracy  o'  habit, 
let  ihem  be  deposed  and  pensioned  affthe  sti[ien'  o'  their  succe^sors 
wi'  some  fifety  a-year,  aneuch  to  leeve  on  in  sma'  seafxirt  towns, 
where  fi>h  and  coals  are  cheap  ;  and  then  they  may  stroll  about  the 
sawns,  wi'  their  hauns  ahint  th(  ir  lacks,  gatherin'  buckles  and  urehins, 
and  ither  shells,  lookin'  at  the  ships  cumin'  in  and  gangin'  out,  and 
not  to  if  distinguished  frae  half-p;iy  lieutenants,  except  by  their  no 
Bwearin'  sae  muckle,  or  at  a'  events  no  the  same  queer  kind  o' com- 
ical oaths,  but  (qually  \\V  them  daundeiin'  at  out,  ill  afl"  for  some- 
thing to  do,  and  equally  \\  i'  them  red  about  the  no^e,  thin  in  the 
caaves,  and  thick  about  the  ankles. 

Kortli.  The  f'hurch  ol  England  is  the  richest  in  tin*  woild,  though 
1  am  far  from  thinking  that  its  riches  are  rightly  distriliuted.  It 
ought,  then,  to  work  well,  since  it  is  paid  well  ;  and  1  think,  James, 
that  on  the  wholn  it  is,  even  as  it  now  stands,  a  most  excellent 
('liiireh.  It  ought,  however,  to  have  kept  down  Dissenters,  whi(h  it 
has  not  done  ;  and  still  more,  it  ought  to  keep  di>wn  Infidils.  I):(l 
some  twenty  thousand  Infidels,  educati-d  in  richly-endowed  \mivtr- 
sities  of  th(;ir  own,  (  ompose  an  aiiti  christian  estaiilishment,  O  Satan  ! 
how  ihey  would  stir  hell  and  earth  ! 

Shepherd.  I'niversities,  colbges,  schools,  academies,  eathednils, 
ministers,  alibeys,  churches,  chajiels,  kiiks.  relief nntling-lionses, 
•  abernacles,  and  what  not,  without  numlier  and  without  eml,  and  )et 
the  infidels  triumph  !  Is't  indeed  Sae  ?  Then  pii'  them  .hiou,  or 
convert  them,  according  to  their   convenienct-s,  into  theatres,   and 
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ridiii'  scHodIs,  and  atn|iliitheatres  for  Ducrow,  and  racket-courts,  and 
jilaces  for  dry  in'  clacs  in  rainy  woatlicr. 

Aorth.  If  Infidelity  ovi'rruns  tlie  land,  then  this  healthy,  wealthy, 
and  wise  CImrch  of  Enjilai  d  lias  not  done,  its  duty,  and  must  Ix) 
made  to  do  it.  If  intiileiity  exists  otdy  in  narrow  lines  and  small 
jia'ches,  then  we  may  make  ourselves  easy  about  the  infidel  press,  and 
knowing  that  tlie  Church  has  done  the  one  thing  needful,  look  with 
Complaeeney  on  ooiasional  parson  somewhat  too  jolly,  and  unfre- 
quent  bishop  with  face  made  np  entirely  of  proud  flush. 

Shepherd.  Sughs  o'  wund,  some  loud  and  some  laigli,  but  pro- 
phetic o'  a  storm,  hae  been  aften  heard  o'  late  roun'  about  the 
square  towers — for  ye  seldom  see  a  spire  yonner — o'  the  English 
churches.  What  side,  when  comes  the  Cfdleyshungee,  wuU  ye,  sir, 
e.spouse  ? 

North.  That  of  the  Chureh  of  England,  of  which  Misopseudos 
himself,  with  all  his  integrity  and  talent,  is  not  a  sincerer  friend, 
though  he  may  be  a  more  powerful  champion. 

Shepherd.   Eh?      What? 

North.  Whisht!  Had  you  your  choice,  James,  pray  what  sort  of 
a  bird  would  vou  be? 

Shepherd.  I  wad  transmigrate  intil  a  gae  hantle.  And,  first  and 
for('mo->t,  for  royal  ambition  is  the  poet's  sin,  1  would  be  an  Eagle. 
Higher  than  ever  in  his  balloon  did  Lunardi  soar,  would  I  shoot  up 
into  heaven.  Poised  in  that  empyreal  air,  where  nae  storm-current 
flows,  far  up  abune  the  ri-giou  o'  clouds,  with  wide-spread  and  un- 
quivering  wings  would  1  hang  in  the  virgin  sunshine.  Nae  human 
ee  should  see  me  in  my  ceiulean  tabernacle — but  mine  should  see 
the  human  specks  by  the  sides  and  rocks  o'  rivers,  creeping  and 
crawling,  like  worms  as  they  are,  over  their  miserable  earthly  flats, 
or  toiling,  like  reptiles  as  they  are,  up  their  majestic  molehills.  Down 
with  a  sughing  swoop  in  one  moment  would  I  descend  a  league  of 
atmosjihere,  still  miles  and  miles  above  all  the  dwarf  mountain-taps 
and  pigmy  forests.  Ae  headlong  lapse  mair,  and  my  ears  would 
drink  the  faint  thunder  of  some  puny  cataract ;  anither  mile  in  a 
moment  nearer  the  poor  humble  earth,  and,  lo !  the  woods  are  what 
men  call  majestic,  the  vales  wide,  and  the  mountains  magnificent. 
That  pitiful  bit  of  smoke  is  a  city — a  metropolitan  city.  I  cross  it 
wi'  a  wave  of  my  wing.  An  army  is  on  the  plain,  and  they  are  in- 
deed a  ludicrous  lot  of  Lilliputians. 

They  march  'witb  -wenpoiis  in  their  hands, 

Their  banners  brif^lit  displaying; 
And  all  tln'  while  tlieir  music  bauds 
Tiiuinphaut  tunes  are  playing  1 

The  rags  are  indeed  most  sublime,  waving  to  the  squeak  of  penny 
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irumpets.  Aye,  the  cloud  below  my  claws  begins  to  rain,  and  the 
martial  array  is  getting  a  thorousih  soaking — those  noble  animals, 
horses,  like  so  many  rfgiinents  uf  liaif-druwnod  rats.  Too  contempt- 
il)le  to  look  at — so  away  uj)  ngain  to  the  .sk_\ -heart,  and  for  an  hour's 
float,  far,  far  aliove  the  sea.  Tiny  tlmugh  thi-y  he,  I  love  to  look  on 
those  thousand  isles,  mottling  the  main  with  beanty  ;  nor  do  1  de- 
spise the  wave- wanderers,  whom  Britannia  calls  iier  men-of-war. 
Guided  by  needle  still  trumnilingly  obedient  to  the  pole,  on  go  the 
giant  cockleshells,  which  Heaven  save  from  wreck,  nor  in  storm 
may  one  single  pop-gnn  he  flung  overboard  !  But  God-given  instinct 
is  my  compass — and  when  the  blackness  of  night  is  on  my  eyes, 
straight  as  an  arrow  or  a  sunbeam  I  shoot  alang  the  firmament,  n(.r, 
obedient  to  that  unerring  impeller,  deviate  a  mile-breadth  from  the 
line  that  leads  direct  from  the  Grampians  to  the  Andes.  The  roar 
of  ocean What — what's  that  I  hear?  You  auld  mannerlesr^  ras- 
cal, is  that  yon  I  hear  snorin'  ?  Ma  faith,  gin  I  was  an  eagle,  I  wad 
scart  your  hafiets  wi'  tawlons,  and  try  which  o'  our  nebs  were  the 
sharfiest.  \\'eel.  that's  maist  extraordinar — he  absolutely  snores  on 
diffi-reiit  a  key  wi'  each  o'  his  twa  individual  nostrils — snorin'  a  first, 
and  second  like  a  catch  or  glee.  I  wunner  if  he  can  snore  by  the 
notes,  or  trusts  entirely  to  his  dreaming  ear.  It's  really  no  that  un 
harmonious — and  I  think  I  hear  him  accompanying  Mrs.  Gentle  on 
the  spinnet.     Let's  co<:)mb  his  face  wi'  burned  cork. 

(  2V/e  Siif:iMiKRD  apjjlics  a  cork   to  ihe  jire,  and  makes   North  a 
Blackamoor.) 

North.  Kiss  me,  my  love.  Another.  Sweet — sweet — oh  !  'tis 
sweet ! 

Shepherd.  Haw — haw — haw!  Mrs.  Gentle,  gin  ye  kiss  him  the 
«ioo.  the  pat  'II  no  need  to  ca'  the  kettle 

Nurth.  Be  nr)t  so  coy — so  cold — my  love.  "Can  danger  lurk 
within  a  kiss  ?'' 

Shepherd.   Othello— Othello— Othello  ! 

Nurth^  (^awdkeiiinrf  with  a  iremeudoun  yaien.)  'Tis  gone — 'twas  but 
a  dream  ! 

Shepherd.  Aye,  aye,  what's  that  you  were  dreamin'  about,  sir] 
Y<'Ur  face  is  a'  ower  blushes — just  like  a  white  rose;  tinged  with  tlio 
Betting  sun. 

North.  I  sometimes  speak  in  my  sleep.      l)i<i  1  do  so  now? 

Shepherd.  If  you  diil,  sir,  1  did  not  hear  you — for  I  hae  bi'on 
takin'  u  naj>  mysell,  and  just  awaukeii'd  tiiis  moment  wi'  a  lii'  U-.ut 
the  cock  on  a  kirk-steejile.  1  hae  often  odd  dreams;  and  I  tli<>cht  I 
had  got  astride  o'  the  cock,  and  was  hauflin'  on  liy  the  tail,  wlnii  \\w 
fathers  gave  way,  and  hud  it  not  lieeu  a  dream  I  should  infallibly 
have  been  dashed  to  piect>«.      Do  you  ever  dream  o'  kissin',  s  r  ? 

North.   Fie,  James ! 
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Shepherd.  O,  but  you  look  quite  captivatin',  quite  seducin',  when 
you  blush  that  gate,  sir!  I  nevor  could  admire  a  dark  coniplexioned 
man. 

North.  I  do — and  often  wished  mine  had  been  dark 


Shepherd.  Ye  made  a  narrow  escape  the  iioo,  sir ;  for  out  o'  re- 
venge for  you're  having  ance  coombtd  my  face  when  I  fell  asleep  on 
my  chair,!  was  within  an  ace  of  coombin'  yours;  but  when  1  had 
the  cork  ready,  my  respect,  my  veneration  for  } ou,  held  my  hawn, 
and  I  flung  it'iiito  the  awse-hole  ayont  the  fendei-. 

North.  JMy    dear   James,  your  filial    afiection   for  the  old  man  is 

touching.     Yet,  had  you  done  so,  I  had  forgiven  you 

Shepherd.  But  I  never  could  hae  foigi'en  mysell,  it  would  hae 
been  sae  irreverent.  Mr.  North,  1  often  wish  that  we  had  some 
leddies  at  the  Noctes.  When  you're  married  to  Mrs.  Gentle,  you 
maun  bring  her  s-ometimes  to  Picnidy,  to  inationecze  the  ither 
females,  that  there  may  be  nae  scandalum  ■tnaijuatiim.  And  then 
what  pairties!  Neist  time  she  comes  to  Embro',  we'll  hae  the  He- 
mans,  and  she'll  aiblins  sing  to  us  some  o'  her  ain  beautifu'  sangs, 
Bet  to  tunes  by  that  delightfu'  musical  genius  her  sister. 

North.  And  she  shall  sit  at  my  right  hand 

Shepherd.  And  me  on  hers 

North.  And  with  her  wit  she  shall  brighten  the  dimness  her 
pathos  brings  into  our  eyes,  till  tears  and  smiles  struggle  together 
beneath  the  witchery  of  the  fair  necromanceress.     And   L.  E.  L.,  I 

hope  will  not  refuse  to  sit  on  the  old  man's  left 

Shepherd.  O  man  !  but  I  wush  1  could  sit  next  to  her  too  :  but 
it's  impossible   to  be,  like  a  bird,  in  twa  places  at  ance,  sae  I  maun 

submit 

North.  Miss  Landon,  I  understand,  is  a  brilliant  creature,  full  of 
animation  and  enthu^iasm,  and,  like  Mrs.  Hemans  too,  none  of  your 
lachrvmose  muses,  "melancholy  and  gentlemanlike,'"  but,  like  the 
daughters  of  Adam  and  Eve,  earnestly  and  keenly  alive  to  all  the 
cheerful  and  pleasant  humanities  and  charities  of  this  every-day  sub- 
lunary wcjrld  of  ours,  where,  besides  poetry,  the  inhabitants  live  on 
a  vast  variety  of  other  esculents,  and  like  ever  and  anon  to  take  a 
glass  of  Bervvick's  beer  or  Perkins's  porter  between  even  draughts  of 
Hippocrene  or  Helicon. 

Shepherd.  That's  the  character  o'  a'  real  geniuses,  baith  males  and 
females.  Thev're  ae  thing  wi'  a  pen  in  their  haun,  at  a  green  de.-.k, 
wi'  only  an  in'k-lxjttle  on't  and  a  sheet  o'  paper— and  anither  thing 
entirely  at  a  white  table  a'  covered  wi'  plates  and  trenchers,  soop  in 
the  middle,  sawmon  at  the  head,  and  a  sirloin  o'  beef  or  mutton  at 
the  fit,  wi'  turkeys,  and  howtowdies,  and  tongues,  and  hams,  and  a' 
mainner  of  vegetables,  roun  the  sides — to  say  naething  o'  taits  and 
flummeries,  and  the  Delap,  Stilton,  or  feenal  cheese— Parmesan. 
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Nor'h.  You  surely  don't  mean  to  say,  James,  that  poetesses  are 
fond  of  jiood  eating? 

Sheuherd.  Na.  But  I  mean  to  say  that  they  are  not  addicted, 
like  giei-n  girls,  totatin'  liM)e  out  of  walls,  or  chmviu'  ehalk,  or  even 
sookin'  barley-sugar  and  sweeties  in  the  forenoon  to  the  spoilin'  o' 
their  natural  and  rational  deinier;  but,  on  the  contrair,  that  they 
are  mistress  of  a  moderate  slice  o'  roast  and  biled  butcher's  meat  ; 
after  that  the  wing  or  the  merry-thocht  o'  a  fule  ;  and  after  that 
again  some  puddin',  perhaps,  or  some  berry-[>ie,  some  jeely,  or  some 
biawmanjie  ;  taukin'    and    smiiiii'   anil    lauchin'  at  intervals   a'   the 

... 

while  to  their  neist-chair  ncighltor,  waxing  wutty  on  his  hauns  wi  a 
little  encouragement,  and  joinin'  sweetly  or  gaily  wi'  the  general 
discoorse,  when,  after  the  cloth  has  been  drawn,  the  diniu'-room  be- 
gins to  murmur  like  a  hive  of  honey-bees  after  a'  the  drones  are 
dead  ;  and  though  a'  present  hae  stings,  nane  ever  think  o'  usin' 
them,  but  in  genial  employment  are  busy  in  the  sunshine  o'  sociality 
wi'  probosces  and  wings. 

North.  What  do  you  mean  by  a  young  lady  being  busy  with  her 
prolioscis,  James  ? 

Shepherd.  O,  ye  co(»f !  it's  allegorical ;  sae  are  her  wings.  Pro- 
boscis is  the  Latin  for  the  mouth  o'  a  bee,  and  its  instrument  for 
iiiaking  honey,  that  is,  for  extracting  or  inhaling  it  out  o'  the  inner 
t-peerit  o'  flowers.  Weel,  then,  why  not  allegorically  speak  of  a 
young  lady's  proboscis — for  drops  not,  distils  not  honey  tVae  her 
sweet  mouth  1  And  where  think  ye,  ye  auld  crabbit  critical  carle, 
do(.-s  her  proboscis  fmd  the  elementary  particles  thereof,  but  hidden 
amang  the  saftest  leaves  that  lie  faulded  up  in  the  heart  o'  the  hea- 
ven-sawn flowers  o'  happiness  that  beautify  and  bless  the  bosom  o' 
thi^  iiherwise  maist  dreary  and  meeserable  earth? 

North.   Admirable!      Pnjboscis  let  it  be 

Sheplierd.  Yes,  just  sae.  And  neist  time  your  dreamin'  o' Mrs. 
Gihtle,  murmur  out  wi'  a  coomcd  face,  "  O,  'tis  sweet,  sweet!  One 
ither  taste  of  vour  proboscis!     O,  'tis  sweet,  sweet!  " 

Noi  th.  {sturtmg  ii/j  /urirn/.s/i/.)  \N'ith  a  coombed  face?  Have  you 
dared,  \ on  swineherd,  to  cork  my  face?  If  you  have,  you  shall 
n'jifiit  it  till  the  latest  d.iy  of  your  life. 

lShc}>hcid.    Vou  surch    will  f  rgiv;  me  when   you  hear  Iin  on  my 

deathbed  

North,  (at  the  mirror.)    jilackguard  ! 

She/iheid.  'Twe«-1  you're  a'  that.  1  ca'  that  epithet  iniiltum  in 
P'irvo.  You'r*'  a  maist  ccmiplete  l)lackguard — that's  lieyond  a"  man- 
ner o'  doot.  Whatn'  whiti-s  o' een  !  and  whatn'  whiles  <»'  teetii  ! 
Hut  your  hair's  no  lialf  grizzly  aneueh  for  a  Mackamor)r — at  h'ast  an 
AlVitan  a»ie— and  girs  you  a  sort  <»'  uncanny  mongrel  appraranco 
that  w  nd  frichten  the  King  <•'  Congo. 
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North.  Talking  nf  ]\rrs.  Ilnuans  and  Miss  Landon  with  a  face  a>. 
black  a-<  the  (Mown  of  my  liat ! 

iShephcrd.  And  a  grtat  deal  blacker.  The  croon  o'  your  hat's 
broon,  and  I  -wunner  you're  no  ashamed,  sir,  to  wear'L  on  the  streets! 
but  your  face,  sir,  is  as  black  as  the  l)ack  o'  that  chimley,  and  baith 
wud  1)6  nuickle  the  better  o'  the  sweeps. 

North.  James,  I  have  ever  found  it  impossible  to  be  irate  with 
vm  more  than  Haifa  minute  at  a  time  during  these  last  twenty  years. 
I  forgive  you — and  do  you  know  thai  I  do  not  look  so  much  amiss  in 
cork.     'Pon  honor 

Shfjyhcrd.  It's  a  great  improvement  on  you,  sir — and  I  would  se- 
riously advise  you  to  coomb  your  face  every  day  when  you  dress  for 
denner.  But  wunna  you  ask  Miss  Jewsi)ury  to  the  first  male  and 
female  Noctes.     She's  really  a  maist  superior  lassie.* 

North.  Both  in  prose  and  verse.  Her  Phantasmagoria,  two  mis- 
cellani'ous  volumes,  teem  with  promise  and  performance.  Always 
acute  and  never  coarse 

Shejiherd.  Qualities  seldom  separable  in  a  woman.  See  Leddy 
Moruan. 

North.  But  Miss  Jewsbury  is  an  agreeable  exception.  Always 
acute  and  never  coarse,  this  amiable  and  most  ingenious  young 
leddy 

Shepherd.  Is  she  bonny  ? 

North.  I  believe  she  is,  James.  But  I  do  not  pretend  to  be  posi- 
tive on  that  point,  for  the  only  time  I  ever  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
Miss  Jewsbury,  it  was  Vmt  for  a  momentary  glance  among  the 
mountains.  Mounted  on  a  pretty  pony,  in  a  pretty  rural  straw  hat, 
and  a  pretty  rural  riding  habit,  with  the  sunshine  of  a  cloudless 
heaven  blended  on  her  countenance  with  that  of  her  own  cloudless 
soul,  the  \oung  author  of  Phantasmagoria  rode  smilingly  along  a 
beautiful  vale,  with  the  illustrious  Wordsworth,  whom  she  vene- 
rates, pacing  in  his  poetical  way  by  her  side,  and  pouring  out  p^ietry 
in  that  glori(jus  recitative  of  his,  till  "the  vale  was  overflowing  with 
the  sound."  VVha,  Jamie,  wudna  hae  luck'd  bonny  in  sic  a  predeeo- 
ameni,  ? 

Shepherd.  M<'ny  a  ane  wad  hae  hdved  desperate  ugly  in  sic  a  pre- 
deeciiment — far  nuiir  ugly  than  when  walking  on  fit  wi'  some  re- 
fpectable  common-place  young  man,  in  a  gingham  gown,  by  the 
bauivs  of  a  oanawl  in  a  level  kintra.  Place  a  positively  plain 
woman  in  a   poetical    predeecament,   especially    where  she  doesna 

*  .\lHriii  jRne  Jewsbury  wat  a  resident  of  Manchester.  Her  "Phantasmagoria"  immediately 
n.aijK  herpopi\lar.  She  aftt^rwards  ■»Tote"The  Three  Hislorles,'  in  whicli  she  gave  a  brilliant 
Bketch  ot  .Mrs.  lienians,  (who.  by  the  way,  was  much  licckled  in  the  tace,  a:  d  had  loxy  iiairl) 
which  h«3  been  partially  copied  into  the  biocraphies  by  Chorley  and  her  sistor.  She  made 
Wordsworth!'  acquaintance,  and  vi.-ili'd  him  at  Rydal.  She  married  a  clergyman  i  amed 
Fletcher,  whum  the  accompanied  to  the  East  Indies,  wnere  i-he  Kpeedily  died.  Her  sister,  r  ho 
aa<  written  "The  Two  Sister*,"  "  Zr-e,"  and  other  workh  of  fiction,  resides  in  Mancllester.-  M, 
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cloaiiy  comprehend  the  significance  o't,  and  yet  has  been  tnnld  that 
it  is  incumhent  on  her  to  show  that  she  enjoys  it,  and  it  is  really 
paiiifu'  to  ane's  feolin's  to  see  how  niuckle  phiiiier  she  gi-ts  aye  the 
lanjier  she  glowers,  till  at  last  it's  no  easy  to  thole  the  face  o'  her  ; 
but  you  are  forced  to  turn  awa  your  head,  or  to  steek  your  een,  nei- 
ther o'  whilk  modes  o'  procedure  perhaps  is  alt<'gcther  consi>t('iit 
with  the  inaist  perfect  pr<  priety  o'  niainiiers  that  ought  ever  to  sub 
sist  atween  the  twa  difiVrent  sexes. 

North.   Mv  dear  James 

Slujjherd.  I'm  thinkin'  Miss  Jewsbury  maun  be  a  bit  bonny  lassie, 
\\'\  an  expressive  face  and  fine  figure,*  and,  no  to  niinchthe  maitter, 
let  ine  just  tell  you  at  ance,  that  it's  no  in  your  power,  Mr.  North, 
to  praise  wi'  ony  warmth  or  cordiality  neither  an  >iglv  woman  nor 
an  auld  one — but  let  them  be  but  youig  and  fresh  and  fair,  or 
"black  but  Comely,  and  then  hoo — you  wicked  rabiawtor — do  you 
keep  casting  a  sheep's  ee  upon  the  cutties!  pretendin'  a'  the  while 
that  it's  their  genius  you're  admirin' — whereas  it's  no  their  genius 
ava.  but  the  livin'  temple  in  which  it  is  enshiined. 

North.  I  plead  guilty  to  that  indictnient.  Ugly  women  are 
sh.jckiiig  anomalies,  that  ought  to  be  hunted,  hooted,  and  hissed  out 
of  every  civilized  and  Christian  community  into  a  convent  in  Cock- 
aigne.  But  no  truly  ugly  woman  ever  yet  wrote  a  truly  beautiful 
po«-m  the  length  if  her  little  finger  ;  and  when  beauty  and  genius 
kindle  up  the  same  eyes,  why,  gentle  .Shejih.rd,  (ell  me  why  should 
(.'hristopher  North  not  fall  down  on  his  knees  and  adore  the  divinity 
of  his  waking  dreams? 

Shepherd.  The  seldomer,  sir,  yo\i  fall  down  on  your  knees  the 
lietter;  fijr  some  day  or  ither  you'll  find  it  no  such  easy  matter  to 
get  up  again,  and  the  adored  divinity  of  your  waking  dreams  may 
have  to  ring  the  bell  for  the  servant  lad  or  lass  to  help  you  on  your 
fi-et,  as  I  have  somewhere  read  a  French  leddy  had  to  do  in  regard 
to  Mr.  (iil)bons  o'  the  Decline  and  Fa.'f 

North.  Nor  must  our  festal  board,  that  happv  ni^ht,  miss  the 
light  of  the  couiitenaiice  r)f  the  fa--cinatiiig  Mrs.  Jamesuii. 

Shepherd.    Wha'sshc? 

North.   IJead  ye  never  the  ])iary  of, -in  Knmiyee? 

Shepherd.  U'  a  what"?  An  N,  O,  10  ?  Is't  a  man  or  a  woman's 
initials? 

North.    Nor  the  Loves  of  the  Poets? 

Shepherd.  Oidy  what  was  in  the  Maugazin.  I>iitoh?sir,  yon 
were  maist  beaut ifu'  sjiecimeiis  o'  elocpuint  and  impassi'tnate  proso 
rf»mposition  as  evrr  drapped  like  hinny  fiae  wonnin's  lips.  Wo 
maun  hae  Mrs.  Jameson — we  maun  indi-ed.      And  wull  ye  hear  till 

*  She  wa«  Dot  handrome,  but  had  »  Kinpiilnrly  awrct  cx]ir«iifion  of  frature*      M. 
t  A  fact.— M. 
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mo,  sii-,  there's  a  fine  enthusiastic  bit  lassie,  ca'd  Browne — Ada 
Browiip,  1  think,  wha  maun  get  an  invcet,  it"  she's  no  ower  young 
to  jiani:  out  to  sooper;* — ;liut  Miss  Mitford,  or  Mrs.  Mary  Ilowitt, 
will  aihliiis  hring  the  bit  timid  cretur  under  their  winji — and  as  for 
iiiysell,  I  shall  be  as  kind  till  her  as  if  she  were  my  ain  dochter. 

^orth.      "  Visions  of  fjlory  spare  my  acliing  sifjiit- — 
Ye  unborn  iS'octes,  press  uot  on  my  soul  1" 

Shepherd.  What  think  ye,  sir,  o'  the  dogmas  that  high  imagina- 
tion is  incompatible  wi'  high  intellect,  and  that  as  Science  flourishes 
Poetry  di'cays  ] 

North.  The  dogmata  of  dunces  beyond  the  reach  of  redemption. 
Imagination,  my  dear  James,  as  you  who  possess  it  must  know,  is 
intellect  working  according  to  cert;iin  laws  of  feeling  or  passion.  A 
man  may  have  a  high  intellect  with  little  or  no  imagination;  but  he 
cannot  have  a  high  imagination  with  little  or  no  intellect.  'Ihe  In- 
tellect of  Homer,  Dante,  Milton  and  Shakspeare,  was  higher  than 
that  of  Aristotle,  Newton,  and  Bacon.  When  elevated  by  feeling 
into  imaoination,  their  Intellect  became  transcendent — and  thus  they 
were  Poets — the  noblest  name  by  far  and  away  that  belongs  to  any 
of  the  children  of  men.  So  much,  in  few  words,  fur  the  first  dogma 
of  the  dunces.      Is  it  damned  ? 

Shepherd.   1  dinna  doot.      What  o'  the  second  ? 

North.  That  the  blockheads,  there  too,  bray  the  most  asinine  as- 
sertion that  was  ever  laboriously  elongated  from  the  lungs  of  an 
Emeritus  donkey  retired  from  public  life  to  his  native  common  on 
an  annual  allowance  of  thistles. 

Shepherd.  That's  fimny  aneuch.     You're  a  curious  cretur,  sir. 

North.  Pray,  what  is  science  ?  True  knowledge  of  mind  and  mat- 
ter, as  far  as  it  is  permitted  to  us  to  know  truly  anything  of  the 
world  without  and  the  world  within  us,  congenial  in  their  co-exist- 
ence. 

Shepherd.  That  soun's  weel,  and  maun  be  the  right  definition.  Say 
on — you've  a  pleasant  vice. 

North.  What  is  Poetry  ?  The  true  exhibition  in  musical  and  met- 
rical speech  of  the  thoughts  of  humanity  when  colored   by  its  feel- 

•  The  young  lady  was  Mary  Ann  Browne,  whose  p'cm  of  "  Ada"  was  published  in  !837, 
before  she  was  fifteen.  Many  other  poetical  works  ful.jvd  in  due  course  of  time,  of  which 
'  Ignatia."  a  passionate  tale  of  love,  was  the  best.  .Shf  contributed  many  articles  to  the 
DuOliii  Univeraity  Mii);nii)ir, —  in  which  American  readers  may  recollect  her  '.'  (jems  from  tho 
Antique."  and  a  beautiful  series  of  pro.-e  stories  called  "  Hecollections  of  a  I'ortrait  i'ainter.'" 
She  was  married  in  her -iOtb  year  to  Mr.  James  Grey,  (a  nephew  of  the  Kttrick  iShejjlierd,)  a 
pentli-raan  much  older  than  her.-elf,  and  went  with  him  to  reside  in  Ireland  She  died,  at 
riandays  Well.  C'  rk,  in  1841.  Her  later  poems,  written  after  the  struggles  of  life  had  taught 
her  to  look  into  her  own  heart,  exhibited  great  force  and  feeling,  with  a  depth  of  thought  be- 
yond what  lady-authors  usually  express.  She  wa,s,  in  many  resjiects,  one  of  the  most  charming 
women  1  ever  itnew;  certainly  the  most  loveable  auihores.s.  She  was  not  haiidsoiiie.  bi;t  her 
ejes  were  remarkably  fine  in  their  dark  be.TUty.and  her  ringing  lau^'h,  (for  she  was  a  mirthful 
creature,  playful  a£  a  ycu.ig  lawn  an'  natural  as  a  young  child,)  wafted  music  in  its  silvery 
Houndx  -M. 
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ings,  throughout  the  whole  range  of  the  physical,  moral,  intellectual 
and  spiritual  regions  of  its  being. 

Suepherd.  That's  shooblinie.  I  wuss  I  could  get  it  affby  heart  to 
spoot  at  the  pett\  soopies  o'  the  Blues.  But  I  fear  that  I  suld  for- 
get sum  o'  the  prime  words — the  fundamental  features  on  which  the 
feeloS'phical  definition  hinges,  and  fa'  into  o\v re  great  nonsense. 

North.  You  thus  see  with  half  an  eye,  James,  that  Poetry  and 
Science  are  identical.  Or  rather,  that  as  Imagination  is  the  highest 
kind  of  Intellect,  so  poetry  is  the  highest  kind  of  Science. 

Shepherd.  I  see't  as  plain  as  a  pike-staff,  or  the  nose  on  your  face. 
Indeed,  plainer  than  the  latter  simile,  for  your  face  being  still  in 
coomb,  or,  as  you  >aid,  in  cork,  your  nasal  promontory  is  involved 
in  deepest  shadow,  and  is  in  fack  invisible  on  the  general  surface, 
and  amang  the  surrounding  scenery  o'  your  face. 

North.  Thus,  James,  it  is  only  in  an  age  of  Science  that  anvthing 
worthy  tht!  name  of  Poetry  can  exist.  In  a  rude  age  tiiere  may  be 
bursts  of  pa.-sion — of  imagination  even,  which,  if  you  or  any  other 
man  wh(mi  I  esteem,  insist  on  calling  them  poetry,  I  am  willing  so 
to  designate.  In  that  case,  almost  all  human  language  is  pt)etry,  nor 
am  1  suie  that  from  the  province  of  such  inspiration  are  we  justified 
in  excluding  the  cawing  of  rooks,  or  the  gabbling  of  geese,  and  car 
tainly  not  the  more  impassioned  lyrical   etlusions  of  monkeys. 

iShiphcrd.   Queer  devils,  monkeys  ! 

North.  Will  any  antiquary  or  archaeologist  show  nie  a  bit  of  poe 
try  as  broad  as  the  fialm  of  my  hand,  worth  the  toss  up  of  a  tinker's 
farthing,  the  produce  of  uncivilized  man?  U  lord,  James,  is  not 
such  stullsuflicient  to  sicken  a  whole  livery  stable!  In  the  light  of 
knowledge  alone  can  the  eye  of  the  soul  seethe  soul — or  those  flani- 
ii;g  ministers,  the;  Five  Senses — 

Shiji/ierd.  Seven,  if  you  phase — and  few  aneuch  too,  considerlu' 
the  Ixiundless  extent  and  variety  o'  the  universe. 

North.  Or  the  senses  do  their  duties  to  the  soul — for  thttugh  she 
is  their  queen,  and  sends  them  forth  night  and  day  to  do  lur  work 
among  the  elements,  yet  seem  they,  material  though  they  be,  to  be 
Kith  and  kin  even  unto  her  their  sovereign,  and  to  be  iniliued  with 
oonie  divine  power  evanescent  with  the  moimnt  of  corporeal  death, 
and  sepaialion  of  the  spiiit. 

Shepherd.      llech  I 

North,  'i  herefore,  not  till  man,  and  nature,  and  human  life  lie  in 
thtr  last  light  of  SciiriCf,  that  is,  of  knowbdge  and  of  truth,  will  poo- 
try  reach  the  acme  of  its  triumph.     As  Campbell  sings, 

C'liiie,  bright  biiprovenicut,  on  tfie  ciir  of  Time, 
Ad(J  rule  Ibe  mpiiciouH  world  from  clitix-  to  clinic  ; 

anfl  still  Poetis   will  bo  h.  re  below  I'liin.'  Minister  and   High  Priest 
of  Nattiro. 

Vol.  III.— Utf 
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Shepherd,  {with  agnail.)  Wluit's  iliat  \()u  was  sa}  iiii,' al)Out  tho 
PiiiiK'  Minister  iir.J  the  Ili-^li  J'riosl  ?  U  llmDynck  gaiigiii' out? 
and  lias  oiiy  lliiiig  liap[K'iK'd  to  llic  ArchUisliop  ol' CaiiLerbury  ? 

North  But  it  is  farther  asserted,  that  tlie  human  mind  will  cease 
to  look  on  natiiiv  poeticall} ,  or  poetically  to  feel  her  laws,  in  pro- 
portion as  the  Ivevflatiou  becomes  ampler  and  clearer  of  her  myste- 
ries, and  that's 

Shepherd.  I  begin  to  think,  sir,  that  considerin'  the  natur  o'  a  twa- 
handcd  crack,  you're  rather  trespassing  upon  the  rights  o'  the  ither 
interlocutor  in  the  dialogue — and  that  it  would  only  be  ordinar' 
{iude  niainners  to  alloo  me  to 

North.  As  if  an  ignorant  were  higher  and  more  imaginative,  that 
is,  more  poetical,  than  an  enlightened  wonder! 

Shcjjhei-d.  Sumphs! 

North.  Does  the  jihilosopher  who  knows  what  a  rainbow  is,  cease 
with  delight  to  regard  the  glory  as  it  spans  the  storm?  Does  the 
knowledge  of  the  fact,  that  lightning  is  electricity,  destroy  the  gran- 
deur of  those  black  abysses  in  the  thunderous  clouds,  which  flashing 
it  momentarily  reveals,  and  then  leaves  in  eternal  darkness?  Clouds, 
rain,  dew,  light,  heat,  cold,  frost,  snow,  &;c.,  are  all  pretty  well  un- 
derstood now-a-days  by  jjeople  in  general,  and  yet  who  feels  them  to 
be  on  that  account  unpoetical  ?  A  drojj  of  d(!W  on  a  flower  or  leaf, 
a  tear  on  cheek  or  eye,  will  be  felt  to  be  beautiful,  after  all  man- 
kind have  become  familiarly  acquainted  with  the  perfected  philos- 
ophy of  all  secretions. 

Shepherd.  Are  you  quite  positive  in  your  ain  mind,  that  you're 
no  gettin'  tiresome,  sir  ?     Let's  order  sooper. 

North.   Well,  James,  be  it  so. 

{As   the   SiiKPHERD  rises  to  ring  the  bell,  the  timepiece  strikes 
Ten,  and  Ficardy  enters  with  his  Tail. 

Shepherd.  Ye  dinna  mean  to  say,  Mr.  Awmrose,  that  that's  a'  the 
sooper  ?  Only  the  roun',  a  cut  o'  sawmon,  beefsteaks,  and  twa 
brodds  o' eisters  !  This 'II  never  do,  Awmrose.  liemember  there's 
a  couple  o'  us — and  that  a  sooper  that  may  be  no  amiss  for  ane,  may 
l>e  little  better  than  starvation  to  twa;  especially  if  them  twa  be  in 
the  prime  and  vigor  o'  life,  haecome  in  frae  thekintra,  and  got  yaup 
owre  some  half  dizzen  jugs  o'  Strang  whusky  toddy. 

Ambrose,  {boiviny.)  The  bcjiled  turkey  and  the  roasted  ducks  will^* 
be  on  the  table  forthwith— unless,  Mr.  Hogg,  you  would  prefer  a 
goose  which  last  week  won  a  sweepstakes 

Shepherd.  What  ?  at  Perth  Races  ?  Was  he  a  l^luid-guse,  belong- 
mg  to  a  member  o'  the  Caledcniian  Hunt? 

Ambrose,  {sniiliug  )  No,  Mr.  Hogg.  There  was  a  competition  be- 
tween si.\   parishes    which  should  produce    the  greatest  goose,  and 
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I  Ixtd  the  good  futune  to  purchase  the  successful  candidate,  who  was 
laio,  hatched,  and  luought  up  at  the  Manse  of 

Shepherd.  1  ken  the  successful  candidate  brawly.  Wasua  he  a 
white  ane,  wi'  a  tremendous  doup  that  soopt  the  grun,  and  hudna  he 
a  ci'iitracted  habit  o'  turiiin'  in  the  taes  o'  his  left  fitl 

Ambrose.  The  same,  sir.  lie  weighed,  ready  f^)r  spit,  twenty 
pounds  jump — feathers  and  giblets  four  pounds  more.  Nor  do  I 
doubt,  Mr.  North,  that  had  your  Miss  Nevison  had  him  for  a  fort- 
night longer  at  the  Lodge,  she  would  have  fattened  him,  (for  he  is  a 
gander,)  up   to  thirty, — that  is   to  say,  with   all    his   paraphernalia. 

Shepherd.  Show  him  in  ;  raw  or  roasted,  show  him  in. 

{^Enter  King  Pepin  and  Sik  David  Gam,  ivitJt  the  successful 
candidate,  supported  by  Mon.  Cadet  and  Tappytoukie.) 
What  a  strapper  !  Puir  chiel,  I  wudna  hae  kent  him,  sae  changed  is 
he  frae  the  time  I  last  saw  him  at  the  M;inse,  takin'  a  walk  in  the 
cool  o'  the  Saturday  e'ening,  wi'  his  wife  and  family,  and  ever  and 
anon  gabbliii'  to  himseli  in  a  sort  o'  undertone,  no  unlike  a  minister 
rehearsin'  his  sermon  for  the  comin'  Sabbath. 

Korth.   How  comes  he  to  be  ready  roasted,  Aml)rose? 

Ambrose.  A  party  of  twenty  are  about  to  sup  in  the  Saloon, 
and 

Shepherd.  Set  him  doon  ;  and  if  the  gentlemen  wuss  to  see  North 
cut  up  a  goose,  sliow  the  score  into  the  Snuggi-ry. 

(7V<e  successful  candidate  is  safvbj  got  on  the  board.) 
Hear  hoo  the  table  groans! 

North.  I  feel  my  limbs  rather  stiffish  with  sitting  so  long.  Sup- 
post-,  James,  that  we  have  a  little  leap-frog. 

Shepherd.  WV  a'  my  heart.  Let  me  arrange  the  forces  roun' the 
table.  Mr.  Awmrose,  staun  you  there — Mon.  Cadet,  fa'  inlil  the 
lear  o'  your  brithi^r — Pijtjiin,  twa  yards  aliint  Awmritse,  junior — 
Sir  Dawvit,  dress  by  his  Majesty — and  Tappytourie,  turn  your  back 
upf)n  me.  Noo,  loot  doon  a*  your  heads.  Here  goes.  Keep  the 
pie  warm. 

(77te  SiiEPHKKD   vaults  away,  and  the   whole   circle  is  in  ^;er 
petu'il   motion;  Noktii   dislitiyuisficd  by  his  agility  in  the 
ring.) 

North,  (pi/'ing.)  Heads  all  up — no  louting.  There  James,  I 
topped  you  without  touching  a  hair. 

Shcphrrd.  Mirawcidous  nuM  man  !  A  lameter,  too  !  I  never 
felt  his  hauns  on  my  shoullier! 

Ambrose.  I'm  rather  short  of  breath,  ami  must  <lri>p  out  of  iho 
line. 

(Mr.  Amisrose  drops  out  of  llic  line,  and  his  jihire  is  supplied 
bif  Tickler,  who  at  that  moment  has  entered  the  room  nn- 
observed. ) 
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Shepherd,  {coming  unexpected /i/  npon  Tickler.)  Here's  a  steeple  ! 
What  iilatnoiin's  this? 

North.  Stand  aloof,  James,  and  I'll  clear  the  weathercock  on  the 
spire. 

(North,  vsing  his  crutch  as  a  leaping  pole,  clears  Tickleii  in 
grand  sti/le ;  bzit  Tappytoukik,  the  next  in  the  series,  bog- 
gles, and  remains  balanced  on  Soutiisidk'h  shotilders.) 

Tickler.   Firm  on  your  pins.  North,  I'm  coming. 

(Tickler,  loith  Tappytourie  on  his  shoulders,  clears  Ciiristo- 
'    PHER  in  a  canter.) 

Omnes.   Huzza!   huzza!   huzza! 

North,  [addressing  Ticklkr.)  Mr.  Tickler,  it  gives  me  great 
pleasure  to  present  to  you  the  Silver  Frog,  which  I  am  sure  will 
never  be  disgraced  by  your  leapinjj. 

(TiCKLF.R  stoops  his  head,  and  North  hangs  the  Prize  Silver 
Frog  bij  a  silver  chain,  round  his  neck  ;  Tappytourie  dis- 
mounts, and  the  Three  sit  down  to  supper.) 

Shepherd.  Some  sax  or  seven  slices  of  the  breist,  sir,  and  dinna 
5?pare  the  stuffin'.  Mr.  Awmrose,  gie  my  trencher  a  gude  clash  o' 
aipple-sass.  Potawtoes.  Thank  ye.  Noo,  some  o'  the  smashed. 
Tappy.  the  porter.     What  giise  !  !  ! 

Tickler.  Cut  the  apron  off  the  bishop.  North;  but  you  must  have 
a  longer  spoon  to  get  into  the  interior. 

Ambrose.   Here  is  a  punch  ladle,  sir. 

Shepherd.  Gie  him  the  great  big  silver  soup  ane.     Sic  sage  I 

Tickler.   Why,  that  is  liker  the  leg  of  a  sheep  than  of  a  goose. 

Shepherd.  Awmrose,  my  man,  dinna  forget  the  morn  to  let  us  hae 
the  gil)lets.  Pippin,  the  moostard.  Mr.  North,  as  nael)ody  seems 
to  l)e  axin  for't,  gie  me  the  bishop's  apron,  it  seems  sappy.  What 
are  ye  gaun  to  eat  yoursell,  sir?  Dinna  mind  hclpin'  me,  but  at- 
tend to  your  nain  sooper. 

North.  James,  does  not  the  side  of  the  breast  which  1  have  now 
been  hewing,  remind  you  o'  Salisl^iry  Craigs  ? 

Shepherd.  It's  verra  precipitous.  The  skeleton  maun  be  sent  to 
thi-  College  Museum,  to  staun  at  the  fit  o'  the  elephant,  the  rhinoce- 
rus.  anil  the  cammyleopardawlis  ;  and  that  it  mayna  be  spiled  by 
inskiltul  worknvanship,  I  vote  we  finish  him  cau'd  the  morn  afore 
we  yoke  to  the  giblet-pie.     Carried  nem.  con. 

Tickler.  Goose  always  gives  me  a  pain  in  my  stomach.  But  to 
purchase  pleasure  at  a  certain  degree  of  pain,  is  true  philosophy. 
Besides,  in  pleasure,  I  belong  to  the  sect  Epicurean  ;  and  in  pain, 
am  a  budge  doctor  of  the  Sluic  Fur;  therefore  1  shall  eat  on  So, 
ruy  dear  North,  another  plateful.     James,  a  calker! 

Sliepherd.   What's  your  wulll 
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Tickler.  Oh !  nothing  at  all.  Ambrose,  the  Glenlivet  to  ^Mr. 
North.     Mr.  Hogg,  I  believe  never  takes  it  during  supper. 

i^The  Shephkrd  tips  Ambkose   the  wink,   and  the   gurgle   goes 

round  the  table.) 
(^Silence,  with  slight  interruptions,  and  no  conversation  for  ahouf 
three  quarters  of  an  hour.)  Nathan  Glkney. 

Shepherd.  I  had  nae  previous  idea  that  steaks  eat  sae  capital  after 
guse.     Some  sawmon. 

North.  Stop,  James.  Let  all  be  removed,  except  the  fish — to 
wit,  the  salmon,  the  rizards,  the  spaidrins,  the  herring,  and  the  oys- 
ters. 

Shepherd.  And  bring  some  mair  fresh  anes.  Mr.  Awmrose,  you 
maun  mak  a  deal  o'  siller  by  seliin'  your  eister-shelis  for  mannur  to 
the  farmers  a'  roun'  about  Embro'?  They're  as  gude's  lime — in- 
deed I'm  thiiikin'  they  are  lime — a  sort  o'  sea-lime,  growin'  on 
rocks  by  the  shore,  and  a  coatin'  at  the  same  time  to  leevin'  and 
edible  creturs.     Oh  !   the  wonnerfu'  warks  o'  Nature  ! 

North.  Then  wheeling  the  circular  to  the  fire,  let  us  have  a  part- 
ing jug  or  two. 

Shepherd.   Each  ? 

Enter  Mr.  Ambrose  with  Lord  Eldon. 

North.  Na!  here's  his  Lnrship  full  to  the  brim.  He  holds  exactly 
one  gallon.  Imperial  Measure;  and  that  quantity,  according  to  Mrs 
Ambrose's  reci[ie,  cannot  hurt  us 

Shejyherd.  God  bless  the  face  o'  him  ! 

Tickler.  Pray,  James,  is  it  a  true  bill  that  you  have  had  the 
hydn  (phobia? 

Shepherd.  Owere  true — but  I'll  gie  you  a  description  o't  at  our 
next.  Meanwhile,  let's  ca'  in  that  puir  cretur  Giirncy,  and  gie  him 
a  drap  o'  drink.     Nawthan  !   Nawtlian  !   Nawthaii  ! 

Gurney.  (//t  a  shrill  voice  from  the  interior  of  the  Ear  of 
iJioiitjsivs.)  Here — here — here. 

Shepherd.  What'n  a  vice  !  Like  a  young  ration  stpiaakin  ahiiit 
the  lath  and  plaister. 

North.   No  rations  here,  James.     Mr.  Gurney  is  true  as  steel. 

Shepherd,  lieserve  that  short  simile  for  yoursell,  sir.  O,  sir, 
but  you're  elastic  as  a  drawn  Damascus  swurd.  Lean  a'  your 
weeht  on't,  wi'  the  pint  on  the  grun,  but  fear  lui,  while  it  bends,  that 
it  will  break  ;  for  back  again  (rae  the  semicircle  springs  it  in  a  se- 
cond intil  the  straight  line;  and  woe  be  to  him  wlia  daiirs  that  eut- 
and-lhrust !  f..r  it  gangs  through  his  body  lik»?  light  through  a  wnn- 
dow,  and  before  the  sinner  kens  he  is  wounded,  you  turn  him  dwrc 
on  his  back,  sir,  stanedead  ! 

(Mr.  Gukney  joins  the  party ^  and  the  curtain  of  course  falls.) 
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NO.  XLVIIL— APRIL,  1830. 

SCENE — The  Saloon,  illuminated  by  the  grand  Gas  Orrery.  Time 
— First  of  April — Six  oclock.  Present — North,  the  English 
Opium-Eater,  the  Shepherd,  Tickler,  in  Court  Dresses. —  The 
three  celebrated  young  Scottish  Leandeks,  with  their  horns  in  the 
hanging  gallery.     Air,  ■•'  Brose  and  Brochan  and  a'." 


Tickler. 


•dnog  '}3iq!D 

»■      Mulligatawny.     Scotch  Broth.    Cocky  Leeky.     ^ 

Potato  Soup. 


l''-Soup.         White  Soup         ^^ 
English  Opium-Eater, 

Shepherd.  An'  that's  an  Orrery  !  The  infinitude  o'  the  starry 
lieavens  reduced  sae  as  to  suit  the  ceilin'  o'  the  saloon.  Whare's 
Vir<£o1 

Tcl-ler.  Yonder  she  is,  James — smiling  in  the  shade  of 

Shepherd.  I  see  her — ^just  aboon  the  cocky-leeky.  Weel,  sic  an- 
ither  contrivance  !  Some  o'  the  stars  and  planets — moons  and  suns 
lichter  than  ithers,  I  jalouse.  ])y  lettin'  in  upon  them  a  fi;reater  power 
o' coal-gas;  and  ithers  again,  just  by  moderatin'  the  pipe-conduc- 
tors, faint  and  far  awa'  in  the  system,  sae  that  ye  scarcely  ken 
whether  they  are  lichted  wi'  the  gawzeous  vapor  ava',  or  only  a  sort 
o'  fine,  tender,  delicate,  porcelain,  radiant  in  its  ain  transparent  na- 
ture, and  though  thin,  yet  stronger  than  the  storms. 

North.  The  first  .astronomers  were  sho[)herds 

Shepherd.  Aye,  Chaldcnn  shepherds  like  myscU — but  no  a  mother's 
son  o'  ihein  could  hae  written  the  Manuscripp.     Ila,  ha,  ha! 
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Tickler.   What  a  iiiist.y  evening! 

Shepherd.  Nae  wonder — wi'  thirteen  soups  a'  steamin'  up  to  the 
>kies  !  O  !  but  the  Orrery  is  sublime  the  noo,  in  its  shroud. 
Naethin  like  hotch-potch  fur  gien  a  dim  grandeur  to  the  stars.  See, 
yonder  Venus — peerless  planet — shinin'  like  the  face  o'  a  Ti.gjn 
bride  through  her  w  hite  nuptial  veil  !  lie's  a  giiin  chiel,  you  Sa- 
turn. Nae  wonder  he  devourit  his  weans — he  has  the  coontenance 
o'  a  cannibal.  Thank  you,  ^Ir.  Awmrose,  for  opening  the  door — for 
this  current  o'  air  has  swept  awa'  the  mists  from  heaven,  and  gien  us 
back  the  beauty  o'  the  celestial  sj)heres. 

North,  {aaide  to  the  English  Opium-Eater.)  You  hear,  Mr.  De. 
Quincey,  hi>w  he  begins  to  blaze  even  before  Ijroth. 

Oinuin-Euter^  (aside  to  Nokth.)  I  have  always  placed  Mr.  Hogg, 
in  genius^  far  above  Burns.  He  is  indeed  "of  imagination  all  com- 
pact." Burns  had  strong  sense — and  strong  sinews — and  bnindished 
a  pen  pretty  much  after  the  same  fashion  as  he  brandished  a  Hail. 
YoM  never  lose  sight  of  the  thresher 

Shepherd.  Dinna  abuse  Burns,  Mr.  De  Quinshy.  Neither  you 
nor  ony  ither  Englishman  can  thortmghly  understauu  three  sentences 
o'  his  poems 

Opium-Eater,  {with  much  animation.)  I  have  for  some  years  past 
longed  for  an  opportunity  to  tear  into  pieces  that  gross  national  de- 
lusion, born  of  prejudice,  ignorance,  and  bigotry,  in  wliieli,  from 
highest  to  lowest,  all  literary  classes  of  Scotchmen  are  as  it  were  in- 
carnated— to  wit,  a  belief  strong  as  superstition,  that  all  their  various 
dialects  must  be  as  unintelligiltle,  as  1  grant  that  most  of  them  are 
uncouth  and  barbarous,  to  English  ears — even  to  those  of  the  most 
acccomplished  and  consummate  scholars.  Whereas,  to  a  Danish, 
Norwegian,  Swedish,  Saxon,  German,  French,  Italian,  Spanish,  and 
let  me  add,  Latin  and  Greek  scholar,  there  is  not  even  a  monosylla- 
ble that 

Shepherd.    What's  a  f/owpen  o'  gJuiir  ? 

Opiuin-Eater.   Mr.  Hogg — Sir,  1  will  nf)t  be  interrupted  — 

Shejiherd.   You  cannot  tell,      it's  just  tiM  ncif-fiCs  o'  darts. 

North.  .lames — .lamc^s — James  ! 

Shepherd.  Kit — Kit — Kit.  Butbegyour  pardon,  Mr.  De  Quinshy 
— ufore  dinner  I'm  aye  unco  snappish.  I  admit  you're  a  great  gram- 
marian. But  kennin'  something  o'  a  language  liy  Itringin'  to  bear 
upon't  a'  th<!  united  cfTtrls  o'  knowlcilge  and  understaunin' — b.iilh 
firai-rate — isae  thing,  and  feelin'  every  breath  and  every  shadow  that 
keeps  playiti'  owre  a'  its  syllables,  as  if  liy  a  natural  and  born  in- 
stinct, is  aiiither — the  fnst  you  may  aibliris  hae— naelmdy  likelier — 
but  lo  the.  secuiid  n.ie  man  may  pretend  lli;it  hasna  had  the  happi- 
ness and  the  Imnnr  o'  havin'  lieen  bum  anil  lued  in  imnny  Scotland. 
W^hai  can  ye  ken  o'  Kilmeny  \ 
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Opium-Enter,  {s7nilinff  gracUmdy.)    'Tis  a   ballad   breathing  the 

sweetest,  siinf)lost,  wildest  spirit  of  Scotch  traditionary  song music, 

as  some  antique  instrument  long-lost,  but  found  at  last  in  the  Forest 
among  the  decayed  roots  of  trees,  and  touched,  indeed,  as  by  an  in- 
stinct,  by  the  only  man  who  could  reawaken  its  sleepiu*  chords — the 
Ettrick  Shepherd. 

Shepherd.  Na — if  you  say  that  sincerely — and  I  never  saw  a  broo 
smother  wi'  truth  than  your  ain — I  maun  qualify  niy  former  apoph- 
thegm, and  alloo  you  to  be  an  exception  fiae  the  general  rule.  I  wish, 
sir,  you  wou'd  write  a  Glossary  o'  the  Scottish  Language.  I  ken 
naebody  fitter. 

North.  Our  distinguished  guest  is  aware  that  this  is  "  All  Fools' 
Day,"  and  must,  on  that  scoie,  inudon  these  court  dresses.  We 
consider  them,  my  dear  sir,  appropriate  to  this  Anniversary. 

Shejjherd.  Mine  wasna  originally  a  coort-dress.  It's  the  uniform 
o'  the  Border  Club.  But  nane  o'  the  ither  members  wou'd  wear 
them,  except  me  and  the  late  T>yuk  o'  Buccleugh,  So  when  the  King 
came  to  Scotland,  and  expeckit  to  V)e  introduced  to  me  at  Holyrood- 
Ilouse,  1  got  the  tiler  at  Yarrow-Ford  to  cut  it  doon  after  a  patron 
frae  Embro'  — 

Opium-Eater.  Green  and  gold — to  my  eyes  the  most  beautiful  of 
colors — the  one  characteristic  of  earth,  the  other  of  heaven — and, 
therefore,  the  two  united,  emblematic  of  genius. 

Shepherd.  Oh  !  Mr.  De  Quinshy — sir,  but  you're  a  pleasant  cretur 
— and  were  I  ask't  to  gie  a  notion  o'  your  rnainners  to  them  that 
had  never  seen  you,  1  shou'd  just  use  twa  words,  Url>anitv  and 
Amenity— meanin',  by  the  first,  that  saft  bricht  polish  that  a  man 
gets  by  leevia'  amang  gentlemen  scholars  in  towns  and  cities,  bur- 
nished on  the  solid  metal  o'  a  happy  natur'  hardened  by  the  rural 
atmosphere  o'  the  pure  kintra  air,  in  which  I  ken  you  hae  ever  de- 
lighted ;  and,  by  the  ither,  a  peculiar  sweetness,  amaist  like  that  o'  a 
woman,  yet  sae  far  frae  bein'  feminine,  as  masculine  as  that  o'  Allan 
Ramsay's  ain  Gentle  Shepherd — and  breaihin' o' a  harmonious  union 
between  the  heart,  the  intelleck,  and  the  imagination,  a'  the  three 
keepin'  their  ain  places,  and  thus  makin'  the  vice,  speech,  gesture, 
and  motion  o'  a  man  as  ctjmposed  as  a  figur'  on  a  pictur'  by  some 
painter  that  was  a  master  in  his  art,  and  produced  his  effects  easily 
— and  ane  kens  na  hoo — by  his  lichts  and  shadows.  Mr.  North,  am 
na  I  richt  in  the  thocht,  if  no  in  the  expression  ? 

North.  You  have  always  known  my  sentiments,  James 

Shepherd.  I'm  thinkin' we  had  better  lay  aside  our  swurds.  They're 
kittle  dealin',  when  a  body's  stannin'  or  walkin';  but  the  very  dee- 
vil's  in  them,  when  ane  claps  his  doup  on  a  chair;  for  here's  the 
hilt  o'  mine  Jnterferin'  wi'  my  ladle-hand. 

Tickler.   Why,  James,  you  have  buckled  it  on  the  wrong  side. 
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Shepherd.   What?     Is  the  richt  the  wrang? 

North.  Let  us  all  untackle.  Mr.  Ambrose,  hang  up  each  man's 
swnrd  on  his  own  hat-peij.      There. 

Shepherd.  O,  Mr.  De  Quin.^hy  !  but  you  luk  wed  in  a  single- 
breested  snuflf  olive,  wi'  cut-steel  buttons,  figured  waistcoat,  and  — 

Opiurn-Eater.  There  is  a  beautiful  propriety,  Mr.  Hogg,  in  a 
court-diess,  distinguished  as  it  is,  both  by  material  and  fVirni,  from 
the  apparel  suitable  to  the  highest  occasions  immediately  below  the 
presence  of  royalty,  just  as  that  other  apparel  is  distinguished  from 
the  costume  worn  on  the  less  ceremonious — 

Shepherd.  Eh  ! 

Opinm-Eater  Occasions  of  civilized  life, — and  that  again  in  due 
degree  from  that  sanctioned  by  custom,  in  what  I  may  call,  to  use 
the  language  of  Shakspeare,  and  others  of  our  elder  dramatists,  the 
'  worky-day"  world, — whether  it  be  in  tho.se  professions  peculiar,  or 
nearly  so,  to  towns  and  cities,  or  belonging  more  appropriately, — 
though  the  distinction,  perhaps,  is  popular  rather  than  philosophical 
— to  rural  districts  on  either  side  of  your  beautiful  river  the  Tweed. 

Shepherd.  Oh,  sir!  but  I'm  unco  fond  o'  the  English  accent.  It's 
like  an  instrument  wi'  a'  the  strings  o'  silver, — and  though  I  canna 
help  thinkin'  that  you  speak  rather  a  wee  owre  slow,  yet  there's  sic 
music  in  your  vice,  that  I'm  just  perfectly  enchanted  wi'  the  soun' 
while  a  sense  o'  truth  prevents  me  frae  sayin'  that  I  aye  a'thegither 
comprehend  the  meaning, — for  that's  aye,  written  or  oral  alike,  sae 
desperate  nietapheesical.  IJut  what  soup  will  you  tak,  sir  ?  Let  me 
recommend  the  hotch-[)otch. 

Ojnuin-Euter.   I   prefer  vermicelli. 

Shepherd.  Wh.'it?  Worms!  They  gar  me  scunner,  the  verra 
luk  o'  them.  Sae,  you're  a  wurm-ealer,  sir,  as  weel's  an  Opium- 
ea'x-r  ] 

Opiuvi-Eatcr.  Mr.  W^ordsworth,  sir,  I  think  it  is,  who  says,  speak- 
ing of  the  human  being  under  the  thraldom  of  the  senses, — 

"  He  is  a  ehive,  the  ineancst  we  cau  meet" 

Shepherd.  I  Ijescech  ye,  my  dear  sir,  no  to  bt-  angry  sae  sime  on 
in  the  at'leruoon.  There's  your  worm.s — and  I  wusyou  muekle  gude 
o'  them — only  com{)are  thini — thank  you,  Mr.  Tickler — wi'  this  bowl- 
deep  trencher  o'  hcHch-potch — an  eml)lem  of  the  haill  vegetable  and 
animal  creation. 

Tickler.  Wliy,  James,  though  now  invisible  to  the  naked  «'\  e, 
boiled  down  as  they  are  in  baser  matter,  that  tureen  on  which  your 
face  has  for  some  minutes  been  fixed  as  t;loatingly  as  that  of  a  S;ityr 
on  a  sleej)ing  Wood-n\  mph,  or  of  I'an  liimsell  on  Matn»ii  C\  Itele, 
contains,  as  every  naturalist  knows,  some  scores  of  snails,  a  gowpeii- 
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full   of  gnats,  countless  caterpillars,  of  our  smaller  British   insects 
numbers  without  nuiiiher  numberless  as  the  sea-shore  sands — 

S/<('2)Iicrd.   No  at  this  tinieo'  the  year,  you  gowk.     You're  think- 
ing o'  simmer  coUeyHoor — 

Tickler.  But  their  larva',  James — 

Sl'Cjjficrd.  Confound  tlieir  larvie!  Awmrose  !  the  pepper.  (Dashes 
in  the  jttpper  along  wilh  the  silver  top  of  the  cruel.)  Pity  me 
wharo.'s  the  cruet?  It  has  sunk  doon  intill  the  hotch-potch,  like  a 
mailed  horse  and  his  rider  intill  a  swamp.  1  maun  tak  tent  no  to 
swallow  the  bog-trotter.  What  the  deevil,  Awmrose,  you've  gien 
me  the  Cay  wane! ! 

Amhrose.  {tremens.)  My  dear  sir,  it  was  Tappytourie. 

Shepherd,  {to  Tiqypy.)  You  wee  sinner,  did  ye  tak  me  for  Moshy 
Shawbert? 

Oplum-Eater.  I  have  not  seen  it  recorded,  Mr.  Hogix,  in  any  of  the 
Public  Journals,  at  least  it  was  not  so  in  the  Standard, — in  fact  the 
only  newspaper  1  now  read,  and  an  admirable  evening  paper  it  is, 
unceasingly-  conducted  with  consummate  ability, — that  that  French 
charlatan  had  hitht-rto  essayed  Cayenne  pepper  ;  and  indeed  such  an 
exhibition  would  be  preposterous,  seeing  that  the  lesser  is  contained 
within  the  greater,  and  consequently  all  the  hot  varieties  of  that  plant 
— all  the  [lossibilities  of  the  pepper-pod — are  included  within  Phos 
phorus  and  Prussic  acid.     Meanly  as  1  think  of  the  logic — 

Shepherd.  O  ma  mouth!  ma  mouth!  Logic  indeed!  1  didna 
think  there  had  been  sic  a  power  o'  pepper  about  a'  the  premises. 

Opium-Eater.  Tiie  only  conclusion  that  can  be  legitimately 
drawn — 

Shepherd.  Whist  wi'  your  College  clavers — and,  Awm  -ose,  gie 
me  a  caulker  o'  Glenlivel  to  cool  the  roof  o'  my  pallet.  My  tongue's 
like  red-het  airn — and  blisters  my  verra  lips.  Na  !  it'll  melt  the 
siller  spoon — 

North.   I  pledge  you,  my  dear  James 

Op'iiun-Euter.  Vermicelli  soup,  originally  Italian,  has  been  so  long 
naturalizL'd  in  this  island,  th;it  it  may  now  almost  be  said,  by  those 
not  aml)itio>is  of  extremest  accuracy  of  thought  and  expression,  to 
be  indi'H-nous  in  Britain — and  as  it  sips  somewhat  insipid,  may  1  use 
the  freedom,  Mr.  Tickler, — scarcely  pardonable,  perhaps,  from  our 
short  acquaintance — to  request  you  to  join  me  in  a  glass  of  the  same 
trulv  Scottish  liquor? 

tickler.  Most  happy  indeed  to  cultivate  the  friendship  of  Mr.  De 
Quincey.  {The  four  turn  up  their  little  fingers.) 

Shepherd.  Mirawculous!  My  tongue's  a'  at  aince  as  cauld  's  the 
lim  o'  a  cart-wheel  on  a  winter's  nieht !  My  ])allet  cool  as  the  lift 
o'  a  spring-mornin'!  And  the  inside  o'  ma  mouth  just  like  a  wee 
mountain  well  afore  sunrise,  when  the  bit  moorland   birdies  are  hop- 
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pin'  on  its  m:i;giii,  ab<nit  to  wat  their  whustles  in  the  blessed  bever-. 
age,  after  their  luve-dreams  amang  the  dewy  heather! 

Opium- Later.  I  would  earnestly  recoimuend  it  to  you,  Mr.  Ilocror. 
to  abstain 

Shepherd.  'I'hank  you,  sir,  for  your  timeous  warnin' — for,  without 
thinixin'  what  I  was  about,  i  was  just  on  the  verra  eve  o'  fa'in'  to 
again  till  the  self-same  fiery  trencher.  It's  no  every  bodv  that  has 
your  philosophical  composure.  But  it  sits  weel  on  you,  sir — and  [ 
like  baith  to  look  and  li>ten  to  you  ;  for,  in  spite  o'  yuur  classical 
learning,  and  a'  your  outlandish  logic,  you're  at  a'  times — and  I'm 
nae  bad  judge — shepherd  as  I  am — intuset  in  cute — that  i<,  tooth  and 
nail — naething  else  but  a  perfeck  gentleman.  But  oh  !  you're  a  lazy 
jretur,  man,  or  you  would  hae  putten  out  a  dizzen  volumes  syne  the 
Confessions. 

Opium-Euter.  I  am  at  present,  my  dear  friend,  — allow  me  to  call 
myself  so, — in  treaty  with  Mr.  Blackwood  for  a  novel 

Shepherd.  In  ae  vollumm — in  ae  vollumm,  I  hope — and  that'll 
tie  you  doon  to  where  your  strength  lies,  condensation  at  aince 
vigorous  and  exquisite — like  a  man  succinct  for  hap-step-and-loup 
on  the  greensward — each  spang  langer  than  anither — till  he  clears 
a  peat  hand-barrow  at  the  end  like  a  catastrophe.  Ilae  J  eaten  an- 
ither dish  o'  hotch-potch,  think  ye,  sirs,  without  boin  aware  o't  ? 

Tickler.  No,  James — North  changed  the  fare  upon  you,  and  you 
liave  devoured,  in  a  fit  of  absence,  alxnit  half  a  bushel  of  peas. 

Shepherd.  I'm  glad  it  \sas  na  carrots — fin-  they  aye  gie  me  a  sair 
belly.  But  hae  ye  been  at  the  Exhibition  o'  Pictures  by  leevin' 
artists  at  the  Scottish  Academy,  Mr.  North,  and  what   thiidt  ye  o't? 

North.  I  look  in  occasionally,  James,  of  a  morning,  before  the 
bustle  begins,  fi)r  a  crowd  is  not  for  a  crutch. 

Shipherd.  liut  ma  faith,  a  crutch  is  for  a  crood,  as  is  weel  kent 
o'  your>,  by  a'  the  blockheads  in  Britain.      Is't  glide  the  year? 

North,  (iood,  ba<l,  and  indillerciit,  like  all  other  moital  exhibi- 
tions. In  landscape,  we  sorely  miss  Mr.  Thomson  of  Dudding- 
stotic. 

Shejjhcrd.  What  can  be  the  matter  wi'  the  minister?  He's  no 
deed  ? 

North.  God  forbid!  But  Williams  is  gone* — dear  deliglilfid 
Williams — with  his  aerial  distances  into  which  the  imai;iiialion 
sailed  as  on  wings,  like  a  dove  gliding  through  sunshine  into  gentle 
gloom — wilh  his  shady  fiircgiounds,  where  Love  and  Incisure  re- 
posed— arid  his  miildle  regioi,s,  wilh  towering  cities  groveeniliow- 
ered,  solemn  with  the  si)irit  of  the  olden  time — and  all,  all  embalm- 
ed ill  the  beauty  of  those  dee[>  Grecian  skies! 

Shej'heid.   Il'e's  deed.      What   mailers  it!      In   his  virtues  he  was 

•  Thu  WM  Ilurli,  rornnionly  called  "  Grecian"  Willianii,  from  liii  iulijecU.— M. 
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happy,  and  in  his  genius  he  is  immortal.  Tloots,  man  !  If  tears 
are  to  drap  for  ilka  liven  "  wlio  is  not,"  our  een  wud  be  seldom  dry. 
— T<il<  some  niair  turtle. 

North.  Mr.  Thomson  of  Diuldingstone  is  now  our  greatest  land- 
scape painter.  In  what  sullen  skies  he  sometimes  shrouds  the  soli- 
tary moors  ! 

Shepherd.  And  wi'  what  blinks  o'  beauty  he  often  brings  out 
frae  beneath  the  clouds  the  spire  o'  some  pastoral  parish  kirk,  till 
you  feel  it  is  the  Sabbath  ! 

North.  Time  and  decay  crumbling  his  castles  seem  to  be  warring 
against  the  very  living  rock — and  we  feel  their  endurance  in  their 
desolatiun. 

Shepherd.  I  never  look  at  his  roariii'  rivers,  wi'  a'  their  precipices, 
without  thinkin'  some  hoo  or  itlier.  o'  Sir  William  Wallace  !  They 
seem  to  belang  to  an  unconquerable  country. 

North.  Yes,  James  !  he  is  a  patriotic  painter.  Moor,  mountain 
and  glen — castle,  hall,  and  hut — all  breathe  sternly  or  sweetly  o' 
auld  Scotland.  So  do  his  seas  and  his  friths — roll,  roar,  blacken 
and  whiten  with  Caledonia — from  the  Mull  of  Galloway  to  Capo 
Wrath.  Or  when  summer  stillness  is  upon  them,  are  not  all  the 
soft  hhadowy  pastoral  hills  Scottish,  that  in  their  still  deep  transpa- 
rency, invert  their  summits  in  the  transfiguring  magic  of  the  far- 
sleeping  main  1 

Tickler.  W^illiam  Simpson,  now  gone  to  live  in  London,  is  in 
genius  no  whit  inferior  to  Mr.  Thomson,  and  superior  in  mastery 
over  the  execution  (»f  the  Art. 

North.  A  first-rater.  Ewbank's  moonlights  this  season  are  meri 
torious ;  but  'tis  difficult  to  paint  Luna,  though  she  is  a  still-sitter 
in  the  sky.  Be  she  veiled  nun — white-robed  vestal — blue-cinctured 
huntress — full-orbed  in  Christian  meekness — or,  bright  misbeliever  ! 
brow-rayed  with  the  Turkish  crescent — still  meetest  is  she,  spiiitual 
creature,  f  )r  the  Poet's  love  ! 

Shepherd.  They  tell  me  that  a  lad  o'  the  name  o'  Fleming  frae 
the  west  kintra  has  shown  some  bonnv  landscapes. 

North.  His  pictures  are  rather  deficient  in  depth,  James — his 
scenes  are  scarcely  sufficiently  like  portions  of  the  solid  globe — but 
he  has  a  sense  of  beauty — and  with  that  a  painter  may  do  almost 
any  thing — without  it,  nothing.  For  of  the  painter  as  of  the  poet, 
we  may  employ  the  exquisite  image  of  Wordsworth,  that  beauty 

"  Pitch  58  her  teuts  before  him." 

For  example,  there  is  GibV),  who  can  make  a  small  sweet  pastoral 
world  out  of  a  Viank  and  a  brae,  a  pond  and  a  couple  of  c(jws,  with 
a  simple  lassie  sitting  in  her  plaid  up<jn  the  stump  of  an  old  tree. 
Or,  if  a  morning  rainbow  span;*  the  moor,  he  sjiows  you  brother  and 
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sister — it  may  be — or  perhaps  childish  lovers — facing  the  showery 
wind — in  the  folds  of  the  same  plaid — straining  merrily,  with  their 
collev  before  them,  towards  the  hut  whose  smoke  is  shivered  as 
poon  as  it  reaches  the  tops  of  the  sheltering  grove.  Gibb  is  full  of 
fi-eling  and  genius. 

Shepherd.  But  is  na  his  colorin'  owre  blue  ? 

North.  No — James.  Show  me  any  thing  bluer  than  the  sky — at 
its  bluest — not  even  her  eye 

Shepherd.  What!  Mrs.  Gentle's?  Her  een  aye  seemed  to  me  to 
be  greenish. 

North.  Hush — blasphemer!  Their  zones  are  like  the  skylight  of 
the  longest  night  in  the  year — when  all  the  earth  lies  half  asleep  and 
half  awake  in  the  beauty  of  happy  dreams. 

Shepherd.   Hech  !   lieoh  ! 

"  0  love !  love  !  love ! 

Love's  like  a  dizziness ; 
It  wunua  1ft  a  puir  bodie 

Gaug  about  his  bizziuese  1" 

Opinm-Euter.  I  have  often  admired  the  prodigious  power  of  per- 
spective displayed  in  the  large  landscapes  of  Nasniyth.*  He  gives 
you  at  one  coup  d'oeil  a  metropolitan  city — with  its  river,  bridges, 
towers,  and  tenipies — engirdled  with  groves,  and  far-retiring  all 
around  the  gardcn-fiflds,  tree-dropfied,  or  sylvan-shaded,  of  merry 
England.      I  allude  now  to  a  noble  picture  of  London. 

North.  And  all  his  family  ari^  geniuses  like  himself  In  the  mi- 
nutia;  of  nature,  Peter  is  perfect — it  would  not  be  easy  to  say  which 
of  his  unmarried  daughters  excels  her  sisters  in  truth  of  touch — 
though  I  inlieve  the  best  judges  are  disposed  to  give  ^frs.  Terry  the 
palm — who  now  —  since  the  death  of  her  lamented  husband — 
teaches  [tainting  in  London  with  eminent  success. 

Tickler.  Colvin  Smith  has  cauglit  JeHrcy's  countenance  at  last — 
and  a  fine  coimtenaiice  it  is — alive  with  intellect — armed  at  all 
points — acute  without  a  quibble — clothed  all  over  with  cloudless 
pcrs[)ica('ity — and  eloquent  on  the  silent  canvas,  as  if  all  the  air 
w  ittiin  the  frame  were  murmuring  with  winged  words. | 

"  Alexanii<^r  Na-'iriylh  wan  not  only  an  artift  uf  \\\f:,\\  Jiieril,  (he  wrm  greatly  valued,  profei- 
iiionally  and  periunallr,  liy  .Scott.)  but  hi*  children  ali>o  witc  f^rnutly  K<'^t"''  One  uf  )iii 
dauchle"'  ■wl'"  riia<Tn;J  Ti-rry  the  artor.  iiui>|<nrte<l  hrr  family  by  the  pi-ncil  alter  licr  hukband'a 
death.  Ilmxin  I'pter.  who  nettled  in  I/ondi>n.  (and  indeed  wan  there  called  the  Knplinh  Ileb- 
bina.)  died  in  I"-!!.  The  old  man  mirvived  hiiii  nine  yearn.  J'rom  what  I  raw  i>l  Iiih  work*, 
(chiefly  in  Ihe  Ivlinbiirvh  Kxhibition,  at  Abbotufi.rd,  at  Lord  .lellrey'».  and  at  the  houm  ol 
Lord  Mackenzie,  my  kiiiniiian,)  I  am  inclined  tu  rank  the  eldi:r  Nnmiiyth  nincnK  the  very  heat 
of  the  Scoltioli  land.'capr  iiaintcm  —  ccrtninly  <>vrr  'I'humjiron,  of  Uuddin),'»ti>ne,  «  hune  work* 
alwayn  struck  me,  a«  did  thoxe  of  Sir  Utiorge  lieaumont  in  Kngland.  aa  bcinf;  only  the  ]>crfoc- 
tion  of  iimnlrur  painting — M. 

{  No  arlHt  could  paint  Jelfrey.  Iliii  expreiniim  waa  no  variable,  that  in  different  nioodn  h* 
Memcd  a  different  man.  At  the  Bur  in  I'nrliamrnt,  on  the  llen'h,  nr  in  the  ri'iiinnlic  trenerj 
of  his  own  Craiij-t'rook,  Ui'-re  waa  a  dillerent  ninn  —  and  yei  there  were  not  half-a-dozen  .lellreya, 
but  one  !  To  hear  h,m  talk,  in  that  nharp  ahnll  voice,  whi>re  luweMt  whirper  ficatnd  thrtiii^h 
the  lur,  and  wu   heard    by  all,  was   indeed    a   pleaaure   and   delight.     Above  all,   be    had    iLa 
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North,  Not  nuirmuring — liis  vuice  tinkles  like  a  silver  be! 

Shephenl.   But  wha  can  tell  that  frae  llie  canvas? 

Ninth.  James,  on  lnoking  at  a  portrait,  yon  carry  along  with  }  ou 
all  the  characteristic  individualities  of  the  original — his  voice — his 
gesture — his  action— his  motion — his  manner — and  thus  the  likeness 
is  made  up  "  of  what  you  half-create  and  half-perceive," — else  dead 
— thus  only  spiritualized  into  perfect  similitude. 

Shepherd.   Mr.  De  Qninshy  should  hae  said  that. 

Opium-Eatcr.  Pardon  me,  Mr,  Hogg,  1  could  not  have  said  it 
nearly  so  well — and  in  this  case,  I  doubt  not,  most  truly — as  Mr. 
North. 

North.  No  one  feature,  perhaps,  of  Mr.  Jeffrey's  face  is  very  fine, 
except  indeed  his  mouth,  which  is  the  firmest,  and,  at  the  same  time 
the  mildest — the  most  resolute,  and  yet,  at  the  same  time,  the  sweet- 
est, I  ever  saw — inferior  in  such  mingled  expression  only  to  Canning's, 
which  was  perfect;*  but  look  on  them  all  together,  and  they  all  act 
together  in  irresistible  union;  forehead,  eyes,  cheeks,  mcjuth,  and 
chin,  all  declaring,  as  Burns  said  of  Matthew  ITcndersoii,  that 
"Francis  is  a  bright  man," — ever  in  full  command  of  all  his  great 
and  various  talents,  with  just  enough  of  genius  to  preserve  them  all 
in  due  order  and  subordination — for,  with  either  more  or  less  genius, 
■we  may  not  believe. that  his  end(nvments  couhl  have  been  so  finely 
yet  so  firmly  balanced,  so  powerful  both  in  spi'culative  and  practical 
skill,  making  him  at  once,  perhaps,  on  the  whole,  the  most  philoso- 
phic critic  of  his  age,  and,  beyond  all  comparison,  the  most  eloquent 
orator  of  his  country. 

Opium-Euter.  To  much  of  that  eulogium,  Mr.  North,  great  as  my 
admiration  is  of  Mr.  Jeifrev's  abilities,  1  must  demur. 

Shepherd.  And  me  too. 

Tickler.   And  1  also. 

North.  Well,  gentlemen,  demur  away  ;  hut  such  for  many  years 
has  been  my  of>inion,  and  'tis  the  opinicjn  of  all  Scotland. 

Ojntnn-Euter.  Since  you  speak  of  Mr.  JefiVey,  and  of  his  achieve- 
ments ill  law,  literature,  and  jjliilosophy,  in  Scotland,  and  without 
meaning  to  include  the  southern  intellectual  Empire  of  Britain,  whv, 
then,  with  one  exception,  [bowiiif/  to  Mr.  North,)  I  do  most  cordially 

pentleet  courtesy  towards  women,  irrespective  of  their  age.  And.  to  crown  all.  he  was  fond, 
really  and  truly,  of  children.  (1  never  knew  a  bad  rnan  who  was.  I  am,  and  the  inference  ia 
inevitable  '.)  It  wa-s  at  home,  that  Jeli'rey  was  ever  seen  to  full  advantage  ;  — but  I  am  need- 
lessly proloncing  here  what  might  find  a  more  suitable  place  in  "  Kecollections  of  the  Life  of 
a,  j\Ian  of  Letters."' — .M. 

*  Wilson,  who  was  intimately  acquainted  with  Canning,  therefore  wa,s  well  qualified 
fo  sppak  on  this  matter.  But  I,  u  ho  met  him  only  twice, — once  at  a  private  dinner-party,  and 
aga!n  in  an  interview  of  an  hour,  in  l-:-J7,  when  he  was  Prime  Ministe--, — n';ver  could  perceive 
anythin"  like  puirer  in  his  countenance  I  have  repeatedly  heard  hicn  speak  :  I  have  reported 
tiis  parliamentary  speeches  for  a  London  daily  paper ;  I  lave  seen  hun  out  of  the  House,  and 
never  could  discover  anything  beyond  a  handsome  fac«  (at  this  time  he  was  .>".)  with  tile 
appearance  of  exhaustion  and  fatigue,  and  a  mouth  wbic    did  nut  express  firmness.— IVI. 
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agree  with  you,  though  of  this  law  1  know  nothing,  and  nothing  of 
his  oral  eloquence,  but  judge  of  hitn  si)lely  from  the  Edinburgh 
Review,  which,  [bowing  again  to  Mr.  North.)  with  the  same  con- 
spicuous exception,  maugre  all  its  manifold  and  miserable  mistakes, 
unquestionably  stands,  or  did  stand — for  I  have  not  seen  a  number 
of  it  since  the  April  numl)er  of  18'26 — at  the  head  of  the  Periodical 
Literature  of  the  Age  ;  and  that  the  Periodical  Literature  of  the  A^e 
is  infinitely  superior  to  all  its  other  philosofihical  criticism — for  ex- 
ample the  charlatanrie  of  the  Schlegels,  et  id  genus  omne,  is  as  certain 
— Mr.  Hogg,  pardon  me  for  imitating  your  illustrative  imagery,  or 
attempting  to  imitate  what  all  the  world  allows  to  be  inimitalde — 
as  that  the  hotch-potch  which  you  are  now  ssvallowing,  in  spite  of 
heat  that  seems  breathed  from  the  torrid  zone  — 

SJiepherd.   It's  no  hotch-potch — this  platefu's  cocky-leeky. 

0 Ilium-Eater.  As  that  cocky-leeky  which,  though  hot  as  purgatory, 
(the  company  will  pardon  me  for  yielding  to  the  influence  of  the 
genus  lod)  your  mcjulh  is,  and  for  a  quartir  of  an  hour  has  been, 
vortex-like  engulfing,  transcends,  in  all  that  is  best  in  animal  and 
vegetable  matter  — worthy  indeed  of  Scotland's  manly  Shepherd — 
the  soup  rnuigre,  that,  attL-nuated  almost  to  invisibility,  drenches  the 
odiously-guttural  gullet  of  some  monkey  Fienchman  of  the  old 
school,  by  the  incomprehcnsiide  intc-rpositioii  of  Providence  saved 
at  the  era  of  the  Uevolution  from  the  guillotine. 

Oumes.   Bravo!   bravo!   bravo! — Encore— ^encore — encore! 

ISIiipherd.  That's  capital — it's  just  me — gin  ye  were  aye  to  speak 
that  gait,  man,  folk,  wou'd  understaun'  you.  Let's  hae  a  caulker 
thegitlnT.  There's  a  gurgle — your  health,  sir,  no  forgettin'  the  wife 
and  the  weans.     It's  a  |»ity  you're  no  a  Scotchman. 

No't/i,  John  \Vat>(jn's  "  Lord  Dalhousie  "  is  a  noble  picture.* 
But  .'ohn's  always  great ;  his  works  win  upon  you  the  longer  you 
study  'hem,  and  thai,afltr  all,  is  at  once  the  test  and  the  triumph  of 
the  art.  On  si>me  portrait-;  you  at  once  exhaust  your  admiration  ; 
and  are  then  asliannd  of  yourself  for  having  mistaken  the  vulgar 
plcas'ire,  so  cheaply  inspired,  of  a  staring  likeness,  for  that  high 
einotiun  breatht;d  from  the  mastery  of  the  painter's  skill,  and  blush 
to  ha''e  doated  on  a  daub. 

I'i'kler.   Duncan's  "  Braw  W(juer,"  from  Buriis's 

*  I  ir»i»  not  llio  jirn.<<!nl  .Mar>|uia  of  nnlliounix,  Gov<rn'>r-lii:n<'ral  of  Imlin,  [tHly,  IH.)<J  but 
hi*  fatli  )r  A  gallant  t'cntlpman.  Il«  fou;;lil  llirnii(;li  ihR  I'lninmlnr  War,  nnil  nl  "  bloojy 
bul  mo:  I  boolle»ii  \Vat«rloo  "  Altiir  liavinn  born  l.icutcnant-(ipn«ral  of  .Nova  Srolja.  Ii"  WM 
made  (i  ■vernor-lion'-ral  of  Hritirh  .Vorlb  Am>rrioa,  in  l«l!).  Kivn  yeam  Inl'T  lio  loundril  Ihr 
I.itrrar;  and  llutoriral  .'jocioty  cftiunbnc.  Il>'  «uli»i)'inently,  (bninK  Bnavini;  man,)  j>l»nU>.l 
Wolfe's  riain  with  oatii.  whariiipon  thn  foUowing  opiKriin  waa  wrillor  : 

"  i$oiii<3  men  luva  honor, 
OlInT  m<-n  lovo  KroaU  ; 
Here  Wolfe  reaped  laureli. 
Lord  Ualhouaio,  oali." — .M. 
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"  Tcstrooii  a  liraw  wooor  cum  dtiwii  the  liing  gleu, 

And  siiir  \vi'  his  love  he  did  ieiive  me  ; 
I  siiid  theie  was  naething  I  hated  like  men, — 

The  deuce  gang  w'l  him  to  believe  me," 

Is  a  master-piece.  What  a  fellow,  James !  Not  unlike  yourself  in 
younger  days,  perhaps,  but  without  a  particle  of  the  light  of  genius 
that  ever  ennobles  your  rusticity,  and  makes  the  plaid  on  our  in- 
comparable Shepherd's  shoulders  graceful  as  the  poet's  mantle.  But 
rather  like  some  si>n  of  yours,  James,  of  whom  you  had  not  chanced 
to  think  it  worth  your  while  to  take  any  very  particular  notice,  yet 
who,  by  hereditary  talents,  had  made  his  way  in  the  world  up  to 
head-siiepherd  on  a  four-thousand  acre-hill-farm — his  face  glowing 
with  love  and  health  like  a  peony  over  which  a  milk-pail  had  hap- 
pened to  be  upset — bonnet  cocked  as  crousely  on  his  hard  brow  as 
the  comb  upon  the  tappin'  o'  a  chanticleer  when  sidling  up,  with 
dropped  wing,  to  a  favorite  pullet — buckskin  breeches,  such  as  Burns 
used  to  wear  himself,  brown  and  burnished  to  a  most  perilous  pol- 
ish— and  top-boots,  the  images  of  your  own,  my  beloved  boy — on 
which  the  jom-ney  down  the  lang  gleu  has  brought  the  summer-dust 
to  blend  with  the  well-greased  blacking — broad  chest,  gorgeously 
apparelled  in  a  flafiped  vsaistcoat,  manifestly  made  for  him  by  his 
great-grandmother,  out  of  the  damask  hangings  of  a  bed  that  once 
must  have  stood  firm  on  a  Ha'  on  four  posts,  though  now  haply  in 
a  hut  but  a  tremliling  truckle — strong  harn  shirt,  clean  as  a  lily, 
bleached  in  the  showery  sunshine  on  a  brent  gowany  brae,  nor  un- 
tinged  with  a  faint  scent  of  thyme  that,  in  oaken  drawer,  will  lie 
odorous  for  years  upon  years — and  cravat  with'  a  knot  like  a  love- 
posy,  and  two  pointed  depending  stalks,  tied  in  the  gleam  of  a  watcr- 
pail,  (ir  haply  in  the  mirror  of  the  pool  in  which  that  Apollo  hud  just 
been  floundering  like  a  porpoise,  and  in  which,  when  drought  had 
dried  the  shallows,  he  had  lister'd  many  a  fish  impatient  of  the  sea; 
tht-re,  James,  he  sits  on  a  bank,  leaning  and  leering,  a  lost  and  love- 
sick man,  yet  not  forgetful  nor  unconscious  of  the  chartns  so  prodi- 
gally lavished  up()n  him  both  by  nature  and  art.  the  Braw  Wooer, 
who  may  not  fail  in  his  suit,  till  l)lood  be  wersh  as  water,  and  flesh 
indeed  fiishionless  as  grass  growing  in  a  sandy  desert. 

Shepherd,  llemember,  Mr.  Tickler,  what  a  lee-way  you  hae  to 
iiiak  up,  on  the  sea  o'  soup,  and  be  na  sa  descriptive,  for  we've  a' 
gotten  to  windward  ;  you  seem  to  haedrapt  anchor,  and  baith  main- 
sail and  fjresail  are  flappin'  to  the  extremity  o'  their  sheets. 

Tickler.  And  is  not  she,  indeed,  James,  a  queen-like  quean? 
What  scorn  and  skaith  in  the  large  full  orbs  of  her  imperial  eyes  ' 
IIow  she  tosses  back  her  head  in  triumph,  till  the  yellow  lustre  of 
her  locks  seems  about  to  esca[ie  from  the  bondage  of  that  riband, 
the.  hope-gift  of  another  suitor  w  ho  wooed  her  under  happier  auspices, 
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among  last  year's  "  rigs  o'  barlev,"  at  winter  s  moonless  iiiidiiight, 
beneatii  the  barn-V)alk  where  roosts  the  owl, — by  spring's  dewy  eve 
oil  the  dim  primrose  bank,  while  the  lark  sought  his  nest  among  the 
green  braird,  descending  from  his  sunset-song! 

Sliepherd.  Ojnfound  me,  if  this  be  no  just  perfectly  intolerable ; 
Mr.  North,  Mr.  De  Quinshy,  Mr.  Tickler,  and  a'  men,  women,  and 
children,  in)italin'  ma  style  o' C"ll<)(juial  ()rat()ry,  till  a'  that's  specific 
and  original  about  me's  lost  in  universal  plagiarism. 

Tickler.  Why,  James,  your  genius  is  as  contagious — as  infectious 
as  the  plague — if,  indeed,  it  be  not  epidemical,  like  a  fever  in  the 
uir. 

She2)herd.  You're  a'  glad  to  sook  up  the  miasmata.  But  mercy 
on  us!  a'  the  tureens  seem  to  me  amaist  dried  up — as  laigh's  wells 
in  midsummer  drought.  The  vernucelli,  especially,  is  drained  to  its 
last  worms.     Mr.  De  Quinshy,  you've  an  awfu'  appeteet ! 

Opiuiri- Eater.  1  shall  dine  to-day  entirely  on  soup,  for  your  Edin 
burgh  beef  and  mutton,  however  long  kept,  are  difficult  t>f  mastica- 
tion,— the  siiu'ws  seeming  to  me  to  all  go  transversely,  thus, — and 
not  longitudinally, — so  — 

North.  Hark  I  my  gold  repeater  is  smiting  seven.  We  allow  an 
hour,  Mr.  De  Quincey,  to  each  course — and  then  — 

{^Tlie  Lenuders pkiy  "  The  Boatie  liows^'' — the  door  Jlies  open, 
— enter  Ficardij  and  his  clan.) 

Second  Course. — Fish. 
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Shiphcrd.    I'm  sure  wo  canna  hv.  suflicifiitl y  gratcfu'  (^n  having  <:ot 
rid  o'  thae    empty  tureens  o'  soop,  so  let  ns  noo  set   in    (or   serious 
eatin',  and  tackle   to  the   inhabitants  o'  the   Great   Deep.      What'a 
Vol..  iii.--j;» 
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that  bit  body  North  been  about?  DividliiT  wi'  the  mock-turtle.  I 
hiite  a'  tilings  mock — soops,  pearls,  fawse  tails,  baith  bustles  and 
qufvios,  wigs,  cawves,  religion,  frot'iiship,  love,  glass-een,  rouge  on 
the  lace  o'  a  woman,  no  exceppin'  even  c<^ik  h-gs,  for  limmer  anes 
are  tar  better,  there  bein'  nae  attempt  at  deception,  which  ought 
never  to  be  practised  on  ony  o'  God's  reasonable  creatures,  it's  sae 
iiisultin'. 

Oiiiitm-Eaier.  Better  open  outrage,  than  hidden  guile,  which 

Shepherd.  Just  sae,  sir.  But  it's  no  a  bonny  instrument,  that 
key-bugle  ?  I've  been  tryin'  to  learn't  a'  this  wunter,  begiiniin'  at 
first  wi'  the  simple  coo's-horn.  But  afore  I  had  weel  gotten  the 
gamut,  1  had  nearly  lost  my  life. 

Tickler.  What?  From  mere  loss  of  breath — positive  exhaustion? 
An  abscess  in  the  lungs,  James  ? 

Shqiherd.  Nothing  o'  the  sort.  I  hae  wund  and  lungs  for  ony 
thing,  even  for  roarin'  you  doon  at  argument,  whan,  driven  to  the 
wa',  you  begin  to  storm  like  a  Stentor,  till  the  verra  neb  o'  the  jug 
on  the  dirlin'  table  regards  you  w'i'  astonishment,  and  the  speeders 
are  seen  rinning  alang  the  ceilin'  to  shelter  themselves  in  their  cor- 
ner cobwebs.  (Caniia  ye  learn  frae  Mr.  De  Quinshy,  man,  to  speak, 
laigh  and  lown,  trustiii'  mair  to  sense  and  less  to  soun',  and  you'll 
find  your  advantage  in  it?)     But  1  allude,  sir,  to  an  adventure. 

North.  An  adventure,  James  ? 

Shepherd.  Aye — an  adventure  — but  as  there's  nane  o'  you  for 
cod's-head  and  shoutliers,  I'll  first  fortify  mysell  wi'  some  forty  or 
fifty  flakes — like  half-crown  pieces. 

Tickler.  Some  cod,  James,  if  you  please. 

Shepherd.  Help  y(;ursell — I'm  unco  throng  the  noo.  Mr.  De 
Quinshy,  what  fish  are  you  devooria'  1 

Opium-Eater.  Soles. 

Shejiherd.  And  you,  Mr.  North? 

North.  Salmon. 

Shepjherd.   And  you,  Mr.  Tickler? 

Tickler.   Cod. 

Shepherd.  You're  a'  in  your  laconics.  I'm  fear'd  for  the  banes, 
otherwise,  after  this  cod's  dune,  I  su'd  like  gran'  to  gie  that  pike  a 
yokin.'  I  ken  him  for  a  Linlithgow  loun  by  the  length  o'  his  lantern- 
jaws,  and  the  peacock-neck  color  o'  his  dorsal  ridge — and  I  see  by 
the  jut  o'  his  siammach  thong's  store  o'  stuffin'.  'J'here'll  he  naething 
between  him  and  me,  when  the  cod's  dune  for,  but  halibut  and  tur 
but — the  fu>t  the  wt-rshest  and  maist  fushionless  o'  a'  swimmin' 
creturs — and  the  second  owre  rich,  unless  you  intend  eatin'  no  ither 
species  o'  fish. 

7'ickler.   Now.  for  your  adventure,  my  dear  Shepherd. 

Shepherd.  Whisht — and  you'se  hear't.  I  gaed  out,  ae  day,  ayonl 
the  knowe — the  same,  Mr.  North,  that  kythes  aboon   the   bit  field 
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whare  I  tried,  you  ken,  to  raise  a  conterband  crap  o'  tobacco — and 
f^at  doun  on  a  brae  amang  tlie  })rackens — then  a'  red  as  the  heavens 
ill  sunset — tootiii'  awa  on  the  horn,  ettlin  fir*t  at  B  flat,  and  then  at 
A  sharp — when  I  heard,  at  the  close  o'  a  lesson,  what  I  thocht  the 
grandest  echo  that  ever  came  from  a  nioiintain  tap — an  echo  like  a 
rair  o'  the  ghost  of  a!:e  o'  the  Bulls  o'  Bashan,  gane  mad  amang 
other  horned  spectres  like  him-ell  in  the  howe  o'  the  cloudy  sky  — 

Opium-Eater.  Mr.  North,  allow  me  to  direct  your  attention  to 
that  image,  which  seems  to  me  perfectly  original,  and  at  the  same 
time,  perfectly  true  to  nature.  Original  I  am  entitled  to  call  it, 
since  I  remember  nothing  reseml)liiig  it,  either  essentially  or  acci- 
dentally, in  prose  or  verse,  in  the  literature  of  antiquity — in  that  of 
the  Middle,  ordinarily,  but  ignorantly,  called  the  Dark  Ages, — in 
that  which  arose  in  Europe  after  the  revival  of  letters — though  as- 
suredly letters  had  not  sunk  into  a  state  from  which  it  could  lie  said 
with  any  precision  that  they  did  revive, — or  in  that  of  our  own 
times,  which  seem  to  me  to  want  that  totality  and  unity  which  alone 
constitute  an  age,  otherwise  but  a  series  (^if  unconnected  successions, 
destitute  of  any  causative  principle  of  cohesion  or  evolvement.  True 
to  nature,  no  less  am  I  entitled  to  call  the  image,  inasmuch  as  it 
givelh,  not  indeed  "  to  airy  nothing  a  local  habitation  and  a  name," 
but  to  an  "  airy  sowf///j»'/,"  namely,  the  earthly  bellowing  of  an 
animal,  whose  bellow  is  universally  felt  to  be  terrific,  nay,  moreover, 
and  therefore,  siil)liiiie — (for  that  terror  lieth  at  the  root — if  not 
always,  yf.t  of  verity  in  by  far  the  greater  iiuml)er  of  instances 
— rif  the  true  sublime,  from  early  boyhood  my  intellect  saw,  and  my 
ima;^iiiation  felt,  to  be  among  the  great  jtrimal  intuitive  truths  of 
our  spiritual  frame) — because  it  giveth,  I  repeat,  to  the  earthly 
bellowing  of  such  an  animal,  an  aerial  character,  which,  for  the  mo- 
ment, deludes  the  mind  into  a  belief  of  the  existence  of  a  cloudy  kluc, 
spectral  in  the  sky-regloii,  else  thought  to  l)e  the  dwi-lling-place  of 
silence  and  vacuity,  and  thus  an  atlecting,  impressive, — nay,  most 
M)lemn  and  alm<tst  sacred  feeling,  is  impressed  on  the  sovereign  reason 
<)fth<;  immortality  of  the  brute  creatures — a  doctrine  that  visits  us  at 
those  times  only  when  our  own  being  breathes  in  the  awe  of  divining 
thought,  and,  disentangling  her  wings  from  all  clay  enciimlirances,  is 
strong  in  the  consciousness  of  her  Deatiii.kbs  Mk — so  Fichu-  and 
Schiielling  speak 

Shepherd.  Weel,  sir,  you  see,  doon  came  on  my  "  deaiiii.esh  mk" 
the  Bonassus,  head  cavin',  the  tail-tiift  on  hi;;li,  hiinler  legs  visililu 
owre  his  neck  and  shoiithers,  jind  his  hump  dollied  in  ihiinder,  louder 
in  his  ae  single  sell  than  a  wheeling  charge  o'  a  haill  regiment  o' 
(liaf'oon  cavalrv  on  the  I'ortol)e|Io  saiuls — dmni  came  the  n^nassii-, 
I  say,  like  the  Ilorse  Lifeguards  takin'  a  park  o'  French  irtilb-ry  at 
Waterloo,  riL'ht  rlonn.  He;iven  hae  merry!  iip>.n  me,  his  aiu  kind 
master,  wha   had   \\*\    him    on    turnips,    ha),    and    strasv,  ever  Bjnc 
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Lainn.as,  till  the  luoiistri-  was  fat's  he  could  lie  in  the  hide  o'  him 
— and  naethiiig  had  1  to  defend  niysell  wi'  hut  that  silly  coo's  horn. 
A'  the  colleys  were  at  lianie.  Yet  in  my  fricht,  deadly  as  it  was,  I 
was  thankfu'  wee  Jamie  was  not  there  l(X)kiiig  ft)r  primroses,  for  he 
micht  hao  lost  his  judgment.  You  understand,  the  Bonassus  had 
mista'en  my  B  sharp  for  anither  Bonassus  challengin'  him  to  single 
Combat. 

Opium-Eater.   A  very  plausible  theory. 

Shepherd.  Thank  you,  sir,  for  that  commentary  on  ma  text — for  it 
has  given  me  time  to  plouter  amang  the  chowks  o'  the  cod.  Faith 
it  was  nae  thet)ry,  sir,  it  was  practice ;  and  afore  I  C(;uld  fin'  my 
feet,  he  was  sae  close  upon  me  that  I  could  see  up  his  nostrils.  Just 
at  that  moment  I  remembered  that  I  had  on  an  auld  red  jacket — the 
ane  that  was  ance  sky-blue,  you  ken,  Mr.  North,  that  1  had  gotten 
dyed — and  that  made  the  Bonassus  just  an  evendoun  Bedlarrite. 
For  amaist  a'  horned  cattle  hate  and  abhor  red  coats. 

North.  So  I  have  heard  the  army  say — alike  in  town  and 
country. 

Shepherd.  What  was  to  be  done  1  I  thocht  o'  tootin'  the  horn, 
as  the  trum|>etor  did  when  run  aff  wi'  in  the  mouth  o'  a  teeger ;  but 
then  1  recollected  that  it  was  a'  the  horn's  blame  that  the  Bonassus 
was  there,  so  1  lost  no  time  in  that  speculation,  but  slipping  aff  my 
breeks,  jacket,  wai>tcoat,  shirt  and  a',  just  as  you've  seen  an  actor 
on  the  stage,  I  appeared  suddenly  before  him  as  naked  as  the  day  I 
was  born  ;  and  sic  is  the  awe  sir,  wi'  which  a  human  being,  in purin 
tiatura/ibus,  inspires  the  maddest  of  the  brute  creation,  (1  had  tried 
it  ance  befi>re  on  a  mastiff,)  that  he  was  a'  at  aince,  in  a  single  mo- 
ment, stricken  o'  a  heap,  just  the  very  same  as  if  the  butcher  had 
sank  the  head  o'  an  aix  intill  his  harn-pan — his  knees  trummled  like 
a  new-drapped  lamb's,  his  tail,  tuft  and  a',  had  nae  mair  power  in't 
than  a  broken  thristle  stalk,  his  een  goggled  instead  o'  glowered,  a 
heartfelt  difference,  I  assure  you  — 

Opmm-Euter.  It  seems  to  n)e,  Mr.  Hogg — but  you  will  pardon 
me,  if  I  am  mistaken — a  distinction  without  a  difference,  as  the  logi- 
cians say 

Shepherd.  Aye,  De  Quinshy,  ma  man — logician  as  you  are,  liad 
you  stood  in  my  shoon,  you  had  gotten  yoursell  on  bairh  hoins  o' 
the  dilemma. 

North.  Did  you  cut  off  his  retreat  to  the  Loch,  James,  and  take 
him  prisoner  ? 

Shepherd.  1  did.  Poor  silly  sumph  !  I  canna  help  thinkin'  that  he 
swarfed  ;  though  perhaps  he  was  only  pretendin' — so  I  mounted  him, 
and,  puttin'  my  worsted  garters  through  his  nose — it  had  lieen  bored 
when  he  was  a  wild  beast  in  a  caravan — I  keepit  peggin' his  ril)s  wi' 
my  heels,  till,  after  gruntin'  and  graenin',  and  raisin'  his  great  big 
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unwieldy  red  bowk  half  up  frae  the  earth,  and  thou  swolterin'  doon 
again,  ifaince,  at  least  a  dozen  times,  till  1  beofan  absolutely  to  weary 
o'  my  situation  in  life,  he  feenally  rec')vered  his  cloots,  and,  as  if  in- 
spired wi'  anew  speerit,  aft' like  liehtnin'  to  the  mountains. 

North.  What! — without  a  saddle,  James  ?  You  must  have  felt 
the  loss — 1  mean  the  want,  of  leather 

Shepherd.  We  ride  a'  mainner  o'  animals  bare-backed  in  the  For- 
est, sir.  1  hae  seen  a  bairn,  no  aboon  fowre  year  auld,  ridin'  hame 
the  Bill  at  the  gloamin' — a'  the  kye  at  his  tail,  like  a  squadron  o' 
cavalry  ahint  Jt)achim  Murat  Kiuir  <>'  Naples.  Mr.  North,  gin  yo 
keep  eatin'  sae  vorawciously  at  the  sawmon,  you'll  hurt  yourself. 
Fish  is  heavy.     Dinna  spare    the  vinegar,  if  you   will  be  a  glutton. 

North.   Ma  I 

Shrjiherd.  But,  as  I  was  say  in',  awa'  went  the  Bonassus  due  west. 
Though  you  could  hardly  ca't  even  a  snafile,  yet  I  soon  found  that  I 
had  a  strong  purchase,  and  liore  him  doun  frae  the  heights  to  the 
turnpike-road  that  cuts  the  kinlra  frae  Selkirk  to  Mofliit.  There  does 
I  encounter  three  gig-fu's  o'  gentlemen  and  leddies  ;  and  ane  o'  the 
latter — a  bonny  cretur — leuch  as  if  she  kent  me,  as  I  gaed  hy  at  full 
gallop — ai>d  I  rememtjered  haein  seen  hfr  afore,  though  where  I 
couMna  tell  ;  hut  a'  the  lave  slirieked  as  if  at  the  visible  superstition 
o'  the  Water-Kelpie  on  the  Water  Horse  mistakin'  day  f(;r  nicht,  in 
the  delirium  o'  a  iever — and  thiiikiii'  that  it  liad  been  the  nioon  shin- 
ing down  on  his  green  [lastures  anealh  the  Loch,  when  it  was  but  the 
shadow  o'  a  lurid  cloud.     But  I  soon  vanished  into  distance. 

Tickler.  Where  the  deuce  were  \<)ur  clothes  all  this  time,  mv  dear 
matter  of-fact  Sheplierd  ? 

Shepherd.  Aye — there  was  the  rul).  In  the  enthusiasm  of  the  mo- 
ment I  had  forgotten  them — nay,  such  was  the  state  of  excitement 
to  which  1  had  worked  myself  up,  that,  till  1  met  the  three  gig-fu's 
o'  leddies  and  gentlemen — a  .marriage-[)arty — full  in  the  face,  1  was 
not,  Mr.  De  Quinsliy,  awar*'  of  being  so  like  the  Truth.  Then  I  felt, 
all  in  a  moment,  thai  1  w  as  a  j\Iizep[ia.  But  liad  I  turiiecl  back,  they 
Would  have  supposed  that  I  had  inieiided  to  accompany  them  to  Sel- 
kirk; and  therefore,  to  allay  all  such  (ears,  I  made  a  show  of  lleeing 
far  awa'  alF  into  the  interior — into  the  cloudland  of  Loch  Scene  and 
the  Gray  Mare's  'Jail. 

Opium-Kaler.  Your  adventure,  Mr.  Hogg,  would  furnish  a  much 
better  hul)ject  for  the  painti-r.  or  f<pr  the  |«iet.  than  the.  Mazeppa  of 
Bvron.  For,  it  is  not  po-<sil.le  to  avoid  feeling,  that  in  the  image  of 
a  naked  man  on  liorsel)ack,  there  is  an  inv  lulion  of  (he  grolcsfjue 
in  the  picturesque — of  the  truly  ludicrous  in  the  falsely  j<nlilime. 
But,  farther,  the  thought  of  bonds^wliilher  of  cordage  or  of  leather 
— <tn  a  being  naturally  free,  is  degradiipg  to  the  moral,  inlelleclual, 
and   physical   dignity  of  the   creature  so   coristricleil  ;   and    it    ought 
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ever  to  \>e  tlie  grand  aim  of  [Kn'trv  to  olevate  and  exalt.  Moreover. 
Mazt'ppa,  in  being  subjected  to  the  scornful  gaze  of  hundreds — nay, 
haply  of  thousands  of  speetators — the  base  retiiuie  of  a  barbarous 
power — in  a  state  of  uttermost  nudity,  was  subjected  to  an  ordeal  of 
siiame  and  rage,  which  neither  the  contemplative  nor  inuiginative 
mind  coidd  lirook  to  see  applied  to  even  the  veriest  outcast  scum  of 
our  race.  He  was,  in  fact,  placed  naked  in  a  moving  pillory — and 
the  hissing  shower  of  scornful  curses  by  which  he  was  by  those  bar- 
barians assailed,  is  as  insupportable  to  our  thoughts  as  an  irregular 
volley,  or  street-firing,  of  rotten  eggs,  discharged  by  the  hooting  rab 
lile  against  some  miscreant  standing  with  his  face  through  a  hole  in 
the  wood,  with  his  crime  placarded  on  his  felon-breast.  True,  that 
as  Maze])pa  "  recoils  into  the  wilderness,''  the  exposure  is  less  repul- 
sive U)  common  imagination;  but  it  is  not  to  c(jnimon  imaj^ination 
that  the  highest  poetry  is  addressed  ;  and,  therefore,  tht)ugh  t(j  the 
fit  reader  there  be  indeed  some  relief  or  release  from  shame  in  the 
"deserts  idle,''  yet  doth  not  the  feeling  of  degradation  so  subside  as 
to  be  merged  in  that  pleasurable  state  of  the  soul,  essential  to  the  etlect 
of  the  true  and  legitimate  exercise  of  poetical  power.  Shame  pur- 
sues liim  faster  than  the  wolves;  nor  doth  the  umbrage  of  the  forest 
trees,  that  fly  past  him  in  his  flight,  hide  liis  nakedness,  which,  in 
some  other  conditions,  being  an  attribute  of  his  nature,  might  even 
l)e  the  source  to  him  and  to  us  of  a  high  emotion,  but  which  here 
being  forcibly  and  vit)lently  imposed  against  his  will  by  the  will  of 
a  brutal  tyrant,  is  but  an  accident  of  his  position  in  space  and  time, 
and  theretbre  unfit  to  be  permanently  contemplated  in  a  creature  let 
loose  before  the  Imaginative  Faculty.  Nor  is  this  vital  vice — so  let 
me  call  it — in  any  wise  cured  or  alleviated  by  his  subsequent  tri- 
umph, when  he  returns — as  he  himself  tells  us  he  did — at  the  head 
of  "twice  ten  thousand  horse!"  —  for  the  contrast  oidy  serves  to 
deejien  aad  darken  the  original  nudity  of  his  intoIeral)le  doom.  The 
mother-naked  man  still  seems  to  be  riding  in  front  of  all  his  cavalry  ; 
nor,  in  this  case,  has  the  poet's  art  sufiiced  to  reinstate  him  in  his 
pristine  dignity,  and  to  eftiiceall  remembrance  of  the  degrading  pro- 
cess of  stripping  and  binding,  to  which  of  yore  the  miserable  Nude 
had  been  compelled  to  yield,  as  helpless  as  an  angry  child  ignomin- 
iously  whipt  by  a  nurse,  till  its  mental  sufl'erings  may  be  said  to  be 
lost  in  its  physical  agoides.  Think  not  that  I  wish  to  withh(»ld  from 
13\  ron  the  praise  of  considerable  spirit  and  vigor  of  execution,  in  his 
narrative  of  the  race;  but  that  praise  may  duly  i>elong  to  very  infe- 
rior powers;  and  1  am  now  speaking  of  Mazep))a  in  the  light  of  a 
great  Poem.  A  great  Poem  it  assuredly  is  not ;  and  how  small  a 
Poem,  it  assuredly  is,  must  be  felt  \>\  all  who  have  read,  and  are 
woithy  t<j  read,  Homer's  description  of  the  dragging',  and   driving, 
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and  whirling  of  the  dead  body  of  Hector  in  bloody  nakedness  behind 
fhe  chariot-wheels  of  Achilles, 

Shc/yhtrc/.  I  never  heard  ony  thing  like  that  in  a'  my  da\s. 
Weel,  then,  sir,  there  were  nae  wolves  to  chase  me  and  the  Bonas- 
s\is,  ni)r  yet  mony  trees  to  overshadow  us,  but  we  made  tiie  cattle 
and  the  sheep  look  about  them,  and  mair  nor  ae  hooded  craw  and 
lang-necked  heron  gat  a  fiicht,  as  we  came  suddenly  on  hiin  through 
the  mist,  and  gaed  thundering  by  the  cataracts.  In  an  hour  or  twa 
1  began  to  get  as  firm  on  my  seat  as  a  Centaur ;  and  discovered  by 
the  chasms  that  the  Bonassus  was  not  only  as  fleet  as  a  racer,  but 
that  he  could  li>up  like  a  huntt-r,  and  thocht  nae  mair  o'  a  thirty 
feet  sprang  than  ye  wad  think  o'  stepping  across  the  gutter.  Ma 
faith,  we  were  na  lang  o'  being  in  Molfat  ! 

Oinum-EaUr.  In  y«jur  Flight,  Mr.  Hogg,  there  were  visibly  and 
audibly  concentrati'd  all  the  attributes  of  the  highest  poetry.  First, 
freedcitn  t)f  the  will  ;  for  selfimpelled  you  ascended  the  anin^al  : 
Seciindly,  the  impulse,  though  immediately  consequent  upon,  and 
proceeding  from  one  of  fear,  was  yet  an  impulse  of  courage;  and 
courage  is  not  oidy  a  virtue,  and  acknowledged  to  be  such  in  all 
Christian  countries,  but  among  the  Romans — who  assuredly,  how 
ever  low  they  nmst  be  ranked  on  the  intellectual  scale,  were  never- 
theless morally  a  brave  people — to  it  alone  was  given  the  name 
virtus:  Thirdly,  th(jugh  you  were  during  your  whole  flight  so  far 
passive  as  that  ycju  yielded  to  the  volition  of  the  creature,  yet  were 
you  likewise,  during  your  whole  course,  so  far  active,  that  you 
fjuidfid,  as  it  af>pears,  the  motions,  which  it  was  beyond  your  power 
entirely  to  control  ;  thus  vindicating  in  your  own  person  the  rights 
of  the  superior  order  of  creation  :  Fouithly,  you  were  not  so  suliju- 
gated  by  the  passion  peculiar  and  appropriate  to  your  situation,  as 
to  be  insensible  to  or  regardless  of  the  courtesie'<,  the  amenities,  and 
the  humanities  of  civilized  life. — as  witness  that  glance  of  nnilual 
recognition  that  passed,  in  one  moment,  between  you  and  "  the 
bonny  creature"  in  the  gig  ;  nor  yet  h>  l>e  inatti-ntive  to  the  effect 
[<roduced  by  yourself  and  the  Boiiussus  on  various  tribes  of  the  in- 
ferior creatures, — cattle,  sheep,  crows,  and  herons,  to  say  nothing  of 
the  poetical  didight  experienced  by  you  from  the  influence  of  the 
beautiful  or  august  shows  of  nature, — mists,  clouiU,  calaracls,  and 
the  eternal  mountains:  Fifthly,  the  coustantly  accompanying  sense 
of  danger  interfused  with  that  of  safety,  so  as  to  constitute  <»ne  etjui- 
plex  emotion,  umbr  w  hi<li,  hurried  as  you  were,  it  may  be  said 
with  p.-ifect  truth  that  }  ou  fcimd  leisure  to  admire,  nay,  even  t^) 
winder  at,  the  strange  speed  of  that  most  extraordinary  aidmal — 
arxl  most  extraordinary  he  must  l»e,  if  the  r)uly  living  represeiiiutivc 
nf  his  species  since  the  da_\s  of  Aristoih- — nor  less  lo  a<Jniire  and 
wonder  at  your  own  skill,  equally,  if  not  iiiur«!  luiruuulouit,  and  well 
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entitled  tu  ihinw  into  the  shade  of  oblivion  the  art  of  the  most 
illustrious  equestrian  that  ever  "  witched  the  world  with  noble 
hursrni;ui>hi|)."  Sixthly,  the  sublime  feeling  of  penetrating,  like  a 
lliini(Jerl)uIt,  eloudland  and  all  the  mist-eities  that  evanished  as  you 
gall<.)f)ed  into  their  suburbs,  gradually  giving  way  to  a  feeling  no 
less  sublime,  of  having  left  bi'hind  all  those  unsubstantial  phantom- 
regions,  and  of  ui'aring  the  habitation  or  tabernacle  of  men,  known 
by  the  name  of  Mollat — perhaps  one  of  the  nKjst  imaginative  of  all 
the  successive  series  of  states  of  your  soul  since  first  you  appeared 
among  the  hills,  like  Sol  entering  Taurus  :  And,  Finally,  the  deep 
trance  of  home  felt  delight  that  must  have  fallen  upon  your  spirit — 
true  still  to  all  the  sweetest  and  most  sacred  of  the  social  affections 
— whfU,  the  Gray  Mare's  Tail  left  streaming  fur  behind  that  of  the 
Bonassus,  you  knew  from  the  murmur  of  that  silver  stream  that 
your  flight  was  about  to  cease — till,  lo !  the  pretty  village  of  which 
you  spoke,  embosomed  in  hills  and  trees — the  sign  of  the  White 
Lion,  peradventure,  motionless  in  the  airless  calm^ — a  snug  parlor 
with  a  blazing  ingle — reapparelling  instant,  almost  as  thought — food 
both  for  man  and  beast — for  the  Ettrick  Shepherd — pardon  my 
familiarity  for  sake  of  my  friendship — and  his  Bonassus;  yea,  from 
goal  t<j  goal,  the  entire  Flight  is  J'oetry,  and  the  original  idea  of 
nakedness  is  lost — or  say  rather  veiled — in  the  halo-light  of  imagi- 
nation. 

Shepherd.  Weel,  if  it's  no  provokin',  Mr.  De  Quinshy,  to  hear 
you,  who  never  was  on  a  Bonassus  a'  your  days,  analeezin',  wi'  the 
maist  comprehensive  and  acute  phihjsophical  accuracy,  ma  complex 
emotion  during  the  Flight  to  Moffat  far  better  than  I  could  do  my- 
sell 

North.  Your,  genius,  James,  is  synthetical. 

Shepherd.  Synthetical !  I  houp  no — at  least  nae  mair  sae  than 
the  gfuiiis  o'  Burns  or  Allan  Kinningharne — or  the  lave — for 

Opium-Eatcr.   What  is  the  precise  Era  of  the  Flight  to  Moffat  ? 

Shepherd.  Mr.  De  Quinshy,  you're  like  a'  ither  great  philoso- 
phers, ane  o'  the  maist  credulous  o'  mankind  !  You  wad  believe 
me,  were  I  to  say  that  I  had  ridden  a  whale  up  the  Yarrow  frae 
Newark  to  Eltrive!  The  haill  story's  a  lee!  and  sae  free  o'  ony 
foundation  in  truth,  that  1  would  hae  nae  olgections  to  tak  my  Bible 
oath  that  sic  a  beast  as  a  Bonassus  never  was  creawted — and  it's 
lucky  for  him  that  he  never  was,  for  seeing  that  he's  said  to  con- 
sume three  bushel  o'  ingans  to  dinner  every  day  o'  his  life,  Noah 
would  never  hae  letteii  him  intill  the  Ark,  and  he  would  have  been 
found,  after  the  subsiding  o'  the  waters,  a  skeleton  on  the  tap  o 
Mount  Ararat. 

Oininii-J£,aler.  His  non-existence  in  nature  is  altogether  distinc* 
from    his  existence  in  the  imagination  of   the  poet — and   in  good 
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Iruth,  redounds  to  his  honor — for  his  character  naust  be  viewed  in 
the  light  of  a  pure  Ens  nitionia — or  say  rather 

Shepherd.  Just  let  him  he  an  Ens  rationis.  But  confess,  at  the 
same  time,  that  you  w^s  bammed,  sir. 

Opium-Eater.  I  recognize  the  legitimate  colloquial  use  of  the  word 
Bam,  Mr.  liogg,  denoting,  I  believe,  "  the  willing  surrendering  ot 
belief,  one  of  the  first  principles  of  our  mental  constitution,  to  any 
statement  made  with  apparent  sincerity,  but  real  deceit,  by  a  mind 
not  previously  suspected  to  exist  in  a  perpetual  atmosphere  of  false- 
hood." 

Shepherd.  Just  sae,  sir, — that's  a  Bam.  In  Glasgow,  they  ca't  a 
ggogg.  But  what's  the  matter  wi'  Mr.  North  !  Saw  ye  ever  the 
cretur  lookin'  sae  gash  ?  I  wish  he  may  no  be  in  a  fit  o'  apoplexy. 
Speak  till  him,  Mr.  De  Quinshy. 

Opium-Eater.  His  countenance  is,  indeed,  ominously  sable, — but 
'tis  most  unlikely  that  apoplexy  should  strike  a  person  of  his  spare 
hal)il;  nay,  I  must  sit  corrected  ;  for  I  believe  that  attacks  of  this 
kind  have,  within  the  last  quarter  of  a  century,  become  comparative- 
ly frequent,  and  constitute  one  of  the  not  least  perplexing  [ilienom- 
ena  sulimitted  to  the  inquisition  of  Modern  Medical  Science.  Mr. 
Noitli.  will  you  relieve  our  anxiety  ? 

Shipherd\stnrthig  up  aud  Jbjing  to  ^Ik.  Nort'rn.)  His  face  is  a' 
purple.  Confouu'  that  cravat ! — for  tlie  mair  you  pu'  at  it,  the  tichter 
it  grows. 

Opium-Eater.  Mr.  II'>gg,  I  would  seriously  and  earnestly  recom- 
mend more  d<licacy  and  gi-ntleness. 

Shepherd.  Tuts.  It's  fastened,  I  declare,  aliint  wi'  a  gcjld  buckle, 
— and  afore  wi'  a  gold  prin, — a  brotch  fni  Mrs.  Gentle,  in  the  shape 
o'  a  bleefling  heart  ?  'Twill  be  tile  death  o'  him.  Uh  !  puir  fallow  ! 
piiir  fallow  ! — rax  me  owre  that  knife.  What's  this  I  You've  given 
m."  the  silver  fish-knife,  Mr.  Ue  Quinshy.  Na, — that's  far  waur, 
Mr.  Tickler.  That  sword  for  carvin'  the  roimd.  But  here's  my  ain 
jwckteleir. 

(Shepjikud  unclasps  his  pocket-knife, — and  while  brandishing  it 
inijreal  tripidation,  Mil.  Noitrn  ojieus  his  cijes  ) 

North.    EiMond  !     P2mond  !    Euioud  !— Thuri.-ll  -Tlnn  l.ll— Thur- 

tell  ! 

Shrpherd.  A  drap  o'  bluid's  (»n  his  ])rain, — and  Reason  l)ecome3 
Raving'  !      Wliat's  Man  ? 

Ticklvr.  Cut  away,  James.  Not  a  moment  to  be  lost.  Be  firm 
ind  decided,  else  he  is  a  dead  heathen. 

Shepherd.  Wae's  me,— wae's  me  !  Nae  goshawk  ever  sno 
trIoAered, — and  only  look  at  his  puir  lingers  hoo  ihey  are  woikiii'! 
".  camia  thole,  the  Hii;ht,— I'm  as  weak's   a  wean,— and   fear   thai  Tm 
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gaiiii  U)  font.     Tak  llic   knife,  Tickler.     O,  look  at  iiis  hauns, — look 
at  his  hauns ! 

Tickler  {bcnJhig  ovcr^hx.  North.)  Yes,  yes,  my  dear  sir, — I  corr.- 
prohi-nd  yon — 1 — 

Shcjjhcrd  (j;t  attper  and  astonishment.)  Mr.  Tickler  !  are  you  mad  ! 
— fiiiuerin'  vonr  iln<:ers  in  tliat  uate, — as  if  you  were  niockin'  him  ' 

Opiuin-Kater.  They  are  conversing,  Mr.  Hogg,  in  that  language 
which  originated  in  Oriental — 

Shepherd.  Oh  !  they're  speakiu'  on  their  fingers  ! — then  a's  richt, 
— and  Mr.  Noitli's  coniin'  roun'  agaui  until  his  seven  senses.  It's 
been  but  a  dwawm  ! 

Tickler.  Mr.  North  has  just  contrived  to  communicate  tome, gen- 
tlemen, the  somewhat  ahirming  intelligence,  that  the  backbone  of  the 
pike  has  for  some  lime  j)ast  Ween  sticking  about  half-way  down  his 
throat ;  that  being  unwilling  to  interrupt  the  conviviality  of  the  com- 
pany, he  endeavored  at  first  to  conceal  the  circnnistance,  and  then 
made  the  most  strenuous  etibrts  to  dislodge  it,  uj)wai"ds  or  down- 
wards, without  avail ;  but  that  you  must  not  allow  yourselves  to  fall 
into  any  extravagant  consternation,  as  he  indulges  the  fond  hope 
that  it  may  be  extracted,  even  without  professional  assistance,  by 
Mr.  De  Qnincey,  who  has  an  exceedingly  neat  small  Byronish  hand, 
and  on  whose  decision  of  character  he  places  the  most  unfaltering 
reliance. 

Shepherd  {in  a  hvff.)  Does  he?  Very  weel — syne  he  forgets  auld 
freens' — let  him  do  sae — 

North.   Ohrr  Ilogrwhu — chru — n — u — u — Hogruwhuu — 

Shepherd.  Na  !  1  canna  resist  sic  plead  in'  eloquence  as  that — here's 
the  screw,  let  me  try  it.  Or,  what  think  ye,  Mr.  Tickler, — what 
think  ye,  Mr.  De  Quinshy — o'  this  pair  o'  boot-hooks.  Gin  I  could 
get  a  cleik  o'  the  bane  by  ane  o'  the  vertebrae,  1  might  hoise  it  gen- 
tly up,  by  slaw  degrees,  sae  that  ane  could  get  at  it  wi'  their  fingers, 
and  then  pu'  it  out  o'  his  mouth  in  a  twinklin' !  But  first  let  me  look 
doon  his  throat.     Open  your  mouth,  my  di'arest  sir. 

(Mr.  North  leans  buck  his  head,  and  opens  his  mouth.) 

Shepherd.  I  see't  like  a  harrow.  Kin  ben,  bailh  o'  ye,  for  Mr. 
Awmiose.  (Tkklp:k  audMii.  De  Quincey  obey.) 

Weel  ackit.  sir — weel  ackit — I  was  ta'en  in  mysell  at  first,  for  y>\ir^ 
cheeks  were  like  coals.  Here's  the  back-bane  o'  the  pike  on  the' 
trencher — I'll — 

{Reenter  Tickler  and  Opium-Eater,  with  Mr.   Ambrose,  pale 
as  death.) 
It's  all  over,  gentlemen — it's  all  over. 

Ambrose.   Oh  !  oh  !  oh  !      [Faints  away  into  Tickler's  arm,s.) 

Shepherd,  What  the  deevil  s  the  matter  wi'  you,  you  set  o'  fules  ? 
--I've  gotten  out  the  bane.     Look  here  at  the  skeleton  o'  the  shark  ! 
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OpiunuEater.  Monstrous  ! 

North,  [running  to  the  assistance   of  Mr.   Ambrose.)    We   have 
sported  too  far,  I  fear,  with  his  sensibilities. 

OpiiDH- Eater.  A  siinihir  case  of  a  fi>h-bone  in  Germany — 
Shepherd.  Mr.  De  Quinshy,  can  you  really  swallow  that? 

{Looking  at  the  pike  back,  about  two  feet  long.) 
L)Ut  the  hour  has  nearly  expired. 

(27ie  Leanders  pUnj — ''Hey,  Johnny  Cope,  are  you  wauken  yet?^* 
— Mr.  Ambkosk  starts  to  his  feet — runs  off- — and  re-appeara 
almost  instanter  at  the  head  of  the  forces. 


Third  Course. — Flesh. 
Tickler. 
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English   Opium-Eater. 

Shepherd,  [in  continuation.)  And  do  you  really  think,  Mr.  North, 
that  the  kintra's  in  i/reat  and  general  distress,  and  a' orders  in  a  state 
o'  alts<ilut»'  starvation  ? 

North.  Yes,  James,  although  the  Duke*  cannot  see  the  sufleringa 
of  his  suhji'cts,  I  can — and  — 

Shepherd.  Certain  ajipearancis  do  indicate  national  distress;  yet 
1  tliiiik  I  cou'd,  wilhouten  meikle  difTiculty,  lay  my  haun  the  noo  on 
ithirs  that  seem  to  had  to  a  dilTercnt  conclusion. 

North.  No  sophistry,  James.  'J'rnc,  that  we  ar.'  now  sitlinf;  at  n 
F<  asf.  Mut  remember,  James,  that  All  Fools'  Day  has  been  duly 
eelrbratcd  t>y  U3  ever  since  the  commenceti:ent  of  «»ur  career,  and 
that  one  omission  of  f)bservan(e  of  such  anniversary  might  provo 
falal  to  the  «'xistence  of  "  "I'luf  Magazine." 

Shepherd.  At  least  ominfius.  For  sure  ancuch  it  wou'd  Ite 
nngratefu'  to  forget  our  subscrii>e's. 

•  Of  WaHinglon  ;  then  Prime  Minintw.— M 
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Kurth.  And  are  we  Id  violate  a  sacred  custmn,  merely  because 
the  count i-v  has  been  brmiglit,  by  an  iiieaj)able  and  unprincipled 
iiiii.istry,  to  thr  brink  of  ruin  I 

Opiuia-Eiitcr.  Yet,  1  have  seen  nothing  in  the  condition  of  the 
people,  to  ineline  nie  to  doubt  the  truth  of  the  doctrine,  originally 
stated  by  Say,  afterwards  expoinided  by  Ricardo,  and,  since  the 
death  of  that  ilhistrious  discoverer,  (hap[)ier  than  Cook,  who  by 
twice  circumnavigating  the  gIol)e, — for  on  his  third  voyage  he  was 
cutoffliy  the  savage  Sandwichers,  the  [iroblem  unsolved — ascertained 
the  non-existence  of  Terra  Incognita  Australia ;  yea,  more  felicitous 
oven  than  Columbus,  who,  while  he  indeed  found  a  new  woi-ld, 
mistook  it  for  an  old  one,  and  (beamt  that  he  beheld  isles  that  of 
old  had  been  visited  for  their  golden  store  by  the  shi|)s  of  Solomon  ;) 
— I  say,  since  the  death  of  David  liicardo  unmercifully  and  labori- 
ously overloaded  with  a  heap  of  leaden  words  that  love  the  ground, 
by  Smith,  and  Mac  Culloeh,  [whose  pages  are  the  most  arid  spots  in 
that  desert  of  Politico-Economical  science  which  the  genius  of  the 
Jew  mapped  out,  indicating  the  direction  in  which  all  the  main 
caravan  roads  ought  to  run  by  the  banks  of  the  rivers,  by  the  wells, 
and  by  the  oases] — that  doctrine  which,  being  established  by  argu- 
ments a  jyriori,  would  indeed  remain  in  my  rcast)n  immutable  as  an 
axiom  in  the  mathematics,  in  spite  of  all  the  seeming  opposition  of 
mere  outward  facts,  or  phenomena  from  whi<'h  the  blind  leading  the 
blind,  owl  like  in  mid-day,  would  seek  to  draw  conclusions  at  vital 
enmity  with  those  primal  truths  subsisting  effectually  and  necessa- 
rily in  fhe  Relations  of  Things; — (which  relations  indeed  they  are, 
shadowed  or  figured  out  to  ordinary  apprehension  under  various 
names;) — the  Doctrine,  in  short,  that  Production  is  the  Cause  of 
Production,  that  Vents  create  Vents,  and  thence,  that  a  universal 
Glut  is  a  Moral  and  Physical  Impossibility,  the  monster  of  a  sick 
merchant's  dieam. 

Shepherd.  That  Vents  creawte  Vents  !  Do  you  mean,  in  plain 
language,  Mr.  De  Quinshy,  to  say  that  lums  creawte  luins — that  ae 
chimley  piocreawtes  anilher  chimley  — 

North.  Aly  dear  James,  you  know  nothing  of  Political  Economy 
— so  hold  your  — 

Shepherd.  Heaven  be  praised  !  for  a'  them  that  pretends  ihey  do 
— ]  mean  tlie  farmers — aye  break.  I  ken  ae  puir  fallow,  a  eock- 
laird,  wi'  a  [>leasant  mailin'  o'  his  ain,  that  had  been  in  the  family 
since  Seth,  that  got  his  death  by  studyin'  the  Stot.  '•Stimulate 
production  !  Stimulate  production  !  "  was  aye  puir  Watty's  cry — 
"  Nae  fear  o' consumption.  The  noti  coriHumere  fruges'" — (for  the 
Stot  had  taught  him  to  quote  some  rare  lines  o'  Latin) — "  will  aye 
be  huugr\  and  thirsty,  and  need  to  wear  claes  ;" — but  Watty  drave 
baith  his  pigs  and  his  sheep  to  a  laigli  market;  he  fand  that  tb^Stot 
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was  likewise  far  wrang  in  tellin'  him  that  competition  cou'd  no  pos- 
sibly reduce  profits — an  apothegm  you  would  hae  thocht  aforeliaun' 
that  wud  hae  scunner'd  a  natural-born  idiot — yet  still  wud  Watty 
itudy  the  Stot — for  he  was  a  d«iur  cretur — till  ae  nicht,  ridin'  hame 
A-ae  Selkirk,  wV  MacCulloch's  Princijtks  in  the  right-haun  pouch  o' 
his  big  coat,  be  was,  as  you  rnicht  easily  hae  C(»njectured,  thrawn 
aff  his  balance,  aid  cowpin'  owcr  till  that  side,  was  dragged  wi'  his 
^t  in  the  stirrup  till  he  was  as  dead  as  the  Slot's  ain  doctrine  about 
Absentees. 

North.  Besides,  gentlemen,  remember  that  our  board  to-day  is 
chiefly  supplied  by  presents,  among  which  are  many  love-gifts  from 
the  fair  — 

Shepherd.  And  then,  The  Fragments  — 

North.  The  ReliquoR  Danaum  — 

Shfp/ierd.  Are  the  property  o'  the  poor  — 

North.  And  will  all  be  distributed  to-morrow,  by  ticket,  accord- 
ing to  the  arrangement  of  Mrs.  Gentle 

Shepherd.  The  maist  charitable  o'  God's  cretur's — exceptin'  your- 

sell,  my  diar  sir — whose  hauii'   is  open   as   day Oh,  man  !   l)ut 

there's  a  heap  o'  hatefu'  nieanin'  in  the  epiiht-t,  close-fisted !  1  like 
aye  to  see  the  open  pawm,  for  it's  aniaist  as  expressive 's  the  open 
broo.  A  prcfdy  chiel,  him  that's  ony  way  mecserly,  aye  sits,  you'll 
observe,  wi'  his  i.ieves  crunkled  up  uiioons(i(m>ly  thioiigh  the  power 
o'  habit,  c)r  keeps  them  in  the  pockets  o'  his  breeks  as  if  fumblin' 
amang  the  fardens;  and  let  the  conversation  be  about  what  it  wull, 
there's  aye  a  sort  o'  mental  reservation  in  his  ec-ii,  seemin'  to  say. 
that  if  the  talk  should  tak  a  turn,  and  ony  hint  bedrapt  about  u  sub 
scriptif>n  to  a  droon'd  f.sherinan's  widcnv  and  weans,  or  the  like,  Ir-MI 
instantly  thraw  cauld  water  on't,  suggest  intpiiries  intill  her  ehaiacter, 
and  ring  the  bell  for  his  hack.  North,  luk  at  thae  twacreturs  gutlin' 
— the  tane  at  the  saiddle,  and  the  tither  at  the  fdlet  !  Awmrose, 
change  the  position  o'  the  fburc  i)rincij)al  dishes  answerin'  to  the 
Foure  Airts.* 

Am  BROS  K  mukcH  the  saddle  exchange  places  with  the  jUlel,  the  sir- 
loin iiith  the  roil  III/.') 
I»y  this  di>pensati<iM,  each  o'  us  gets  easy  access,  feenally,  to  n'  the 
dishes,  sereawlim  ;  can  carve  in  his  ain  way,  and  taks  his  fair  chaneo 
o'  the  tidbits; — but  d'y<'  ken,  sirs,  that  I'  m  getting  mclaiidioly — 
fii'in  into  laigh  spirits — weary  o'  life.  I  houp  it's  but  the  rca<'tioti 
(rae  that  dafiin' — but  rcjilly  the  verra  skies  st-eiii  to  nie  een  as  if  I 
were  b-okiii'  up  to  them,  lyiii'  on  my  back  aiieatli  a  rninMy  stream 
— while,  as  for  this  globe,  it's  naelhing  liut  glaur!  The  poetry  o' 
life  is  dead  and  buried,  sir,  and  wlia  can  liear  t<i  be  wadin'  frae  morn- 
in'  till  nicht,  up  to  his  oxter**,  in  prose?     The  verra  deevil  hiinHcli'a 

♦  w7irU— windi.  — M 
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got  dull  in  thfc  haun's  o'  that  Rab  Montgonien* — cauldiifed,  as  if 
liell  were  out  u'  coals, — a'  lis  blast-furnaces  choked  up  \vi'  blue  si- 
lent ashes — and  the  damned  coorin'  and  chitterin'  in  corners,  as  if 
fire  were  frost. 

North.  J-iines!  James! 

Shepherd.  Dinna  be  feared  for  me  bein'  blasphemous.  Tlathc- 
than  sin  sae,  micht  I  cease  to  breathe,  or  gang  si<fhin'  and  sabbin'  in 
insanity  thrt)Ugh  the  woods  and  moors!  The  deevil's  ju-^t  as  utter 
a  nonentity  as  ony  ilher  dream  ;  or  if  no,  at  the  maist,  he's  but  a 
poap-bubble.  Mind  ye,  I'm  speakin'  o'  an  external  deevil — a  shaped 
Satan — a  limb'd  Lucifer — a  Beelzebub  wi'  a  belly — goin'  bodily 
about,  wi'  cloots  and  horns,  seeking  whom  he  may  devour. 

North.  The  saving  superstition  of  the  imagination. 

Shepherd.  Just  sae — shadows  seen  by  sin  movin'  atween  and  the 
sky  in  the  gloamin,'  when  naebody's  near,  but  some  glowerin'  and 
listenin'  auld  motionless  tower — shadows  o'  its  ain  thochts,  at  which 
it  aften  gangs  demented — nor  will  they  subside  awa'  intill  naething, 
but,  unsubstantial  as  they  are,  far  mair  endurable  than  substance — 
just  as  ghosts  continue  to  glide  about  for  centuries  after  the  bodies 
have  amaist  ceased  to  be  even  banes,  and  haunt  a'  the  hills  and  glen.s, 
sunshine  and  moonlight  alike,  loun  or  stormy  days  ;  nor  unprivileged 
are  they  by  conscience  to  enter — ^just  as  if  a  thunder-cloud  were  ^ide 
o'  the  sinner,  even  on  the  Sabbath — and  keepin'  fixed  on  his  their 
dismal  een,  they  can  frighten  the  immortal  spirit  within  him,  sae 
that  his  ears  nae  mair  transmit  to  it  the  siiigin'  o'  the  psalm — unless 
you  ca'  that  singiii,'  wliich  is  mair  like  the  noise  o'  ever  sae 
many  swarms  o'  bees  a'  castin'  thegither  on  a  het  day  on  the  same 
sycamore,  and  murderin'  ane  anither  in  the  confusion  o'  queens,  by 
haill  hives,  till  the  winged  air  is  in  torment,  and  a'  the  gruii'  aneath 
crawlin'  wi'  wrathfu'  mutilation  ! 

North.  Pollok  was  a  true  poet — and  the  Course  of  Time,  though 
not  a  poem,  overflows  with  poetry  ;  but  the  apes  of  that  angel  must 
be  bagged,  and  stilled  in  the  cess-pools  of  the  cities  where  they 

Shepherd.  Suppose  we  begin  wi'  the  Enibro'  apes.  There's  that 
cretur 

North.  Let  him  stand  over  for  a  s61ason — one  other  chatter — and 
he  dies. 

Shepherd.  I  cou'd  greet — I  hae  grat — to  think  o'  puir  Pollok  hae- 
iii'  been  ca'd  sae  sune  awa' — but  his  country  may  be  said  to  hae 
bigged  a  monument  ower  his  remains. 

North.    Poor  Blanco    White's  London   Review — got   up  among 

•The  Rev  Robert  INIortgomery,  now  [1-54]  Minister  of  Percy  Kpiscopal  Chapel.  Jjondon, 
was  a  student  at  Oxford  in  IKil).  The  success  of  his  "  Omnipresence  of  the  Deity.''  before  he 
was  twenly-one.  had  made  him  what  is  called  ''a  popular  poet,'  and  he  rjtlilessiy  followed 
this  up  with  ••  The  Univerral  I'rayer,"  and  a  sort  oiepic  called  ".'^atan,''  with  other  voluiuei. 
— For  »onie  years,  Montgomery  has  been  a  flowery  ana  popular  preacher. — Jl 
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some  of  the  most  formal  of  the  Oxford  prigs — for  Whatele\*  surely 
could  never  countenance  such  a  concern — the  only  number  that  ever 
got  printed  ordered  the  wurld  to  desfiise  Pt)llok.  The  Course  of 
Time — Miltonic  in  design  and  execution — was  tried  by  the  Oriel 
critic  as  a  prize  poem 

Shcplierd.  1  recolleck.  sir.  Yon  Number's  used  at  Mount  Benger 
still,  as  a  stane  weight 

North.  Each  paltry  periodical,  James,  that,  born  of  poorest  pa- 
rents, and  fed  from  the  first,  as  pauper's  brats  must  be,  on  pap  pro- 
vided by  charity,  begins  soon  as  it  is  dropped,  drab-and-ditch  deliv- 
ered, instinctively  to  caterwaul  after  the  fashion  of  its  progenitors, 
like  a  nest  o'  kittens,  snoking  about  the  straw  with  their  little  red 
snub-noses,  and  sealed  swoln  eyes,  which  are  plainly  doomed  never 
to  see  the  day,  except  perhaps  one  single  blink  on  the  morning  they 
are  all  plopped  piteonsly  into  a  pond,  to  be  fished  out  ;ind  flung  in 
again,  every  sjirinu-Saturday,  by  schoolboys  learning   the  elements 

of  angling Each   paltry    periodical,  James,  weekly,  monthly,  or 

quarterly — while  like  a  bubltle  in  a  cart-wheel  rut,  it  attempts  to  re- 
flect the  physiognomy  of  Christopher  North — employs  the  very  first 
moments  of  its  transitory  existence  in  showing  its  gums — for  time  is 
n()t  given  it  for  teeth — atMs — at  Us — at  the  Magazink — who  would 
not  even  take  the  trouble  of  treating  it  as  a  Newfoundland  dog  has 
been  sometimes  seen  to  treat  a  lroui)lesome  turns|)it. 

Sheph id.  Out  they  gang,  ane  after  the  ither,  like  sae  mony  far- 
den  candles,  stiekiii'  inlill  turnips — and  och  !  what  a  shabby  stink  ! 
Ae  single  sneer,  frae  y<ju,  sir,  smeeks  and  smithers  them  in  their 
ain  reek  ;  and  yet,  sic  is  the  spite  o'  stupidity,  that  ae  fiile  taks  nae 
•warnin'  frae  the  fate  n'  the  fule  afore  him,  but  they  are  a'  like  sae 
nionv  sheep,  jumpin'  o'  their  ain  accord  into  the  verra  shambles — 
although  the  .Slieplierd — that's  me — does  a'  he  can'  wi'  his  colh'ys  to 
keep  liiem  out  C)'  the  jaws  o'  destruction,  and  get  tin  ni  a' safely  col- 
lected in  a  staring  srjujui  on  the  common,  where  tln-y  may  feed  on 
heil>age  little  or  none  the  waiir  for  the  goose-dung,  lloo's  the  l^m- 
bro'  Review  gaun  on? 

North.  \\-\\  well  indeed,  .lames.  Methinks,  under  tin-  niw  edi- 
tor,* it  hath  more  |)ith  and  smeddum. 

Shrphcrd.  O'  late  years  it  has  aye  reminded  me  o'  an  anid  worn- 
out  ram,  whom  the  proprietor  does  na  like  either    to  b  t  <]«■«•  o'  hiiii- 

•  Dr.  Hichird  Whntely.  Vih-n  Preniclfnl  of  8l.  AIb»n'»  H»H  bii<I  rrr.fi>»..r  of  I'olillcBl  Kcon- 

orny,  lit  Oxfonl.    in    IKJl.  wnn  rnaile   Arcti'iinhop  of    Ilulilin.      lli-w.!"    :i villi  lhi>  R«». 

Illnn'-o 'Wliit"',  wJio  liiii)  hnn  a  firi>-i.l  in  .^■(.riiii,  nnil  [infu'il  llirr.in;li  I'"  '■  inlnlli*  I'm- 

larian  failli       Arrlihinlioji  Wliulpli-y'K  Miiimal  <■(  I.o^-iclin*  lnTi.rni'  (i   ■  Hin'Mli- 

V.  ric  Di.ubui-n  ine  BXinlcnce  of  Na|>o|r-o>i  lionaimrtn"  (on  «li«  iihk)<-I  oI  Htii'r  W»I|h.|«'p  Aro. 
Cliiiri  iin  llinlinril  Ml.  )  tin*  sonr  ii  I"  n  pK-.-il  mnny  rilili-nt  In  l^.■>^,  li«  i»  •ixt)--«'V"n  y«»f» 
el  ftp*.     Tlie  annii.-il  inroiiic  of  liiii  Arr|ibiiili(i|.ric  m  n<'iirly  XHKHi. 

*  In    l-Jl>  Macvoy    iN,i{ii«r  succeiiileJ   Jellrcy   in   Ihe  i;ditoriliii>   of  tli*    t'Minburgk  Htvitw. 
-M. 
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gor,  or  a'  at  aince  to  put  out  o'  its  nieesery— but  syne  he's  of  iiae 
use  iioo,  and  wunnu  sell  either  for  woo'  or  meat,  the  master  flings 
him  nuo  and  tlu-n  a  turnip,  and  nco  and  then  alloos  him  a  wusp  o' 
^tiae — as   he  ^tauns  \vl'   his  law ty-sides,  speeial    horns,   and    beard 

that   has   never  been  shorn    in    llie  menn^ry   o'  man the  Emage 

rather  than  the  Kcality  o'  a  Kara. 

North.  AN  hy,  James,  the  voulli  of  tlie  animal  seems  in  some 
measure  restored,  and  he  butts  away  with  much  animation  and  — 

Shepherd.  Let  him  tali  tent  he  does  na  breal<  his  horns.  Them 
that's  beginning  to  bud's  tender,  but  them  that's  dune  wi'  ^rowin' 
's  frush  ;  I  liae  nae  faith  in  the  renewal  o'  youth  ;  and  though  the 
Ram,  videlicet,  the  Review,  may  be  better  fed  noo  than  for  some 
wunters  by-past — puir  beast! — yet  he  can  only  be  patched  up.  Ye 
may  aiblius  fotten  his  sides — but  Til  defy  you  to  harden  his  horns. 
Wash  him  in  the  Sicy-biue  Pool,  but  still  wuU  his  woo'  be  like  a 
species  o'  hair  on  some  outhmdish  dug  ;  and  as  fur  continuin'  his  — 

North.  Southey's  Colloquies  are,  in  the  opinion  of  young  Macau- 
lay,*  exceedingly  contemptible  — 

Shepherd.  And  wha's  yuuiig  Macaulay  ? 

North.  The  son  of  old  Macaulay. 

Shepherd.  And  wha  the  deevil's  auld  Macaulay? 

North.  Zachary. 

Shepherd.  What?  The  Sierra  Leone  saint,  who  has  been  the 
means  of  sendin'  sae  mony  sinners  to  Satan  through  that  accursed 
settlement  1 

North.  The  same — whom  our  friend  Macqueen  has  squabashed 
— and  whom  that  able  and  accomplished  man  Charles  M'Kenzie, 
late  consul-general  at  Hayti  — 

Shepherd.  Charles  M'Kenzie  !  I  see  his  Notes  on  Hayti  advertized 
by  Colburn.  I'll  warrant  they'll  be  gude — for  I  remember  him  lang 
ago,  a  medical  student  at  the  college  here,  afore  he  turned  himsell 
to  mercantile  affairs,  and  a  cleverer  young  man  wasna  in  a'  Emiiro', 

North.  He  is  about  to  be  sent  out  by  government  to  Cuba — one 
of  the  judges  to  inquire  — 

S/iepherd.  I'm  glad  to  hear't— 1  houp  noo  he'll  send  me  hanie 
some  rum  and  limes — wi'  a  hogshead  o'  sugar  — 

•  Thomas  Babington  Macaulay,  the  eminent  Fpeaker  [of  prepared  orations,]  poet,  critic,  and 
liistoriin.  About  fcuch  a  man  information  cannot  be  superfluous.  Therefore  I  say  that  lio 
was  born  at  Jlothley  Temple,  J^eicestershire.  in  l>^00  ;  gradualc;d  at  Trinity  Colle;;e,  Cam- 
bridge ;  was  elected  to  the  Craven  Ftllowfhip  in  1.--21  ;  to  a  fellow.ship  in  Trinity  in  IHj'i: 
made  B.  A  in  If22;  M.  A.  in  lb2.5:  called  to  the  English  bar  in  l>v!(i  ;  was  elected  a  heni'liet 
of  liinco  n's  Inn  in  IhiO;  was  Commii^sioner  of  Bankruptcy  ;  Commissioner,  and  subsequently 
H  Secretary  to  the  India  Board  ;  .Member  of,  and  legal  adviser  to,  (with  an  annu 'l  salary  oi 
i.|i).!il)ii  for  five  years.)  the  Supreme  Council  of  Indiii ;  iSecrutary  :ii  War  from  lt<:;'J  to  l>n  ; 
I'^ymajsier-General  from  IH-lli  to  l-4-<.  Has  tat  in  I'arliamenl  from  lf:.0  to  lt^:34  wilh  iwo 
vacancies  of  hve  years  each,  one  while  absent  in  India,  the  other  from  1-547  to  KrJ.  when 
turned  out  of  the  rei)resentation  ot  Kdinburgh,  which  he  regained  without  any  solicitation 
on  liis  part  in  the  laiter  year.     Unmarried. — M. 
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North.  But,  James,  as  I  was  saving,  Thomas  Macaulav  informs 
his  fellow-creatures  that  Robert  Southey's  mind  is  "  utterly  des^ti- 
tute  of  the  power  of  discerning  truth  from  falseliood." 

Shepherd.  Then  Thomas  Macaulay  is  nather  more  nor  less  than 
an  impertinent  puppy  for  his  pains ;  and  Maga  should  lay  him 
across  her  knee,  doun  wi'  his  breeks,  and  haun  ower  head  w'v  the 
lause  on  his  doup,  like  Dominie  Skelp  — 

North.  He  adds,  "  Mr.  Southey  brings  to  the  task  two  faculties 
which  were  never,  we  believe,  vouchsafed  in  measure  so  cojiious  to 
any  human  being, — the  faculty  of  believing  without  a  reason,  and 
the  faculty  of  hating  without  a  provocation;"  and  again,  "in  the 
mind  of  Mr.  Souihey,  reason  has  ih)  place  at  all,  as  eilh»r  leader  or 
follower,  as  either  sovereign  or  slave." 

Shepherd.  1  wonner,  sir,  hoo  you  can  remember  sic  malignant 
trash.  An'  these  are  the  sympjtoms,  sir,  are  they,  that  the  youth  o' 
the  auld  Ram  is  renewed  ? 

North.  No  doubt  seems  to  have  entered  the  mind  of  the  young 
gentleman,  that,  while  in  fact  he  was  merely  attempting,  without 
much  point,  to  stick  a  pin  into  the  calve  of  one  of  Mr.  Southey 's 
literary  legs,  he  was  planting  a  dagger  in  the  brain  of  the  Laureate. 

Shepherd.  A  Lilliputian  atwecn  the  spauls  o'  Gulliver.  Yet  one 
canna  Init  admire  the  courage  o'  the  cretur  in  the  inverse  ratio  o'  its 
impotence.  Only  suppose  Soothey  to  stir  in  his  sleep — but  to  gie  a 
snee7.(!  or  a  snore — and  hoo  the  bit  barrister — for  1  remember  what 
the  bit  body  is  noo — would  wriggle  awa  like  a  worm,  and  divin' 
intill  some  dung,  hide  himsell  amang  the  grubs. 

N'irlh.   lie's  a  clever  lad,  James 

Sliejtherd.  Evidently,  and  a  clever  lad  he'll  remain,  depend  ye 
upon  that,  a'  thi-  days  o'  his  life.  A  clever  lad  o'  thirty  year  auld 
and  some  odds,  is  to  ma  mind  the  maist  melancholy  sicht  in  nature 
— only  think  u'  a  clever  lad  o'  tlireescore  and  ten  on  his  death-bed, 
wha  can  lo<)k  back  on  nae  greater  achievements  than  haein'  aince 
— or  aiblins  ten  times — abused  Mr.  Soothey  in  the  Embro'  Review  ! 

North.  The  son  of  the  Saint,*  who  seems  himself  to  be  something 
of  a  reviewer,  is  insidious  as  the  serpent,  but  fanglcss  as  the  >low- 
worm. 

Sh(j>h("d.  That's  the  hag  or  blin-worm  1 

North,  'i  he  r<ame.  Jle  pretends  to  admire  Mr.  Southey's  poetry 
that  with  its  richness  he  may  contrast  the  poverty  of  his  prose. 
"His  larger  poems,"  (jiioth  he,  "  though  full  o/ /units,  are  neverllie- 
less  extraordinary  [irodnctions.  We  doubt  greall\  whether  they  wi/l 
be  rendjijlij  ijeurn  hence — but  that,  if  they  are  rend,  they  will  be  ad- 
mired, we  have  no  doubt  whatever."  As  for  his  short  poeniH,  "  they 

•  Ziichary  Mncaalnjr,  tha   liUUiriMii'i  falliir,  wb«  on*  of  tli«  Wilb»fforo»  School  of  I'totiala 

Vol.  III.-.'iO 
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are   not   «,'enerally    liapi'}  ;    and   "his   odes  are  for   the  most  part 
uorse  tlian  Pyo's,  and  as  Lad  as  Ciltbor's." 

Shepherd.  Piiir  dcevil !  Ik.o  envious  thochts  maun  hae  been  eatin' 
awa  at  his  heart  like  mites  in  a  rotten  cheese! 

^'urth.  All  Mr.  Souther's  hen.es— says  the  Templar—"  make 
love  either  like  seraphim  or  cattle,"  "  No  man  out  of  a  cloister 
ever  wrote  about  love  so  coldly,  and  at  the  same  time  so  grossly." 

Shepherd.  A'  the  younji  leddies  in  Britain  ken  that  to  be  a  lee — 
and  the  cross-bred  pnppy  o'  a  mongrel-cur  wadna  hesitate  to  ca 
themselves  llmmers,  after  speakin'  o'  the  coldness  and  grossness  of 
the  love  of  Thalaba  for  Oneiza  his  Arabian  Maid,  whether  breathed 
in  delight  beneath  the  palm-tree's  shade,  or  groaned  in  madness 
amid  the  tombs,  after  Azrael  the  angel  of  death  had  left  their  bridal 
chaiiibcr.      What  does  he  mean  by  cattle? 

Nvrth.  Obscene  insolence ! 

Shepherd.  Trash  like  that,  sir,  wad  damn  at  aince  ony  new 
periodical.  Tak  ma  word  for't,  sir,  the  auld  Ram'U  no  leeve  lang 
on  sic  articles  o'  consumption.  He'll  tak  the  rot,  and  dee  a'  ae 
scab,  ae  carbuncle,  "  a  perfect  chrysolite." 

North.  1  had  some  thoughts  of  exposing  the  gross  misrepresentn- 
tions — say  the  falsehoods — of  this  article — but 

ShejAcrd.  'Tweel  it's  no  worth  your  while.  The  weed's  withered, 
I'se  warrant,  by  this  time,  though  no  a  month  auld,  while  the  flowers 
o'  Mr.  Soothey's genius,  rich  and  rare,  bright  and  balmy,  will  breathe 
and  bloom  as  lang's  the  sun  shines  on  the  earth,  and  the  Seasons  keep 
rinnin',  alternately,  unwearied  alangside  o'  his  chariot  wheels.  Mr. 
De  Quinshv,  what  for  diniia  ye  speak  ? 

Opium-Eider.  lAv.  Southey  is,  beyond  all  doubt,  one  of  the  most 
illustrious,  just  as  Mr.  Maea'ulay  is  one  of  the  most  obscure  men,  of 
the  age.  The  abuse  lavished  upon  him  in  that  contemptible  critique 
on  his  Colloquies— a  critique  which  I  have  read,  and  therefore  must 
cfjrrect  the  statement  1  made  about  the  middle  of  the  last^  Course, 
that  I  had  not  seen  any  number  of  the  Edinburgh  Review  since  that 
l..r  April,  1826— is  baser  than  I  could  have  expected,  even  from  a 
Macauhu— meaning  therel)y  any  Sinner  among  the  Saints — and  1  do 
not  doubt,  Mr.  Hogg,  to  use  your  own  amusing  image,  that  it  will 
sicken,  if  not  poison  to  death,  the  old  Ram — the  ancient  Aries — a 
sign  into  which  the  sun  never  enters  — 

Shephird.  That's  wutty— I'm  a  sure  judge  o'  wut— that's  wutty ! 
Tickler,  {ascde  to  the  Shepuekd.)     But  so-so  ;  1  prefer  our  admir- 
able friend's  logic  to  his  — 

Shepherd,  {aside  to  Tickler.)  Na,  na,  I  canna  thole  his  logic. 
OpiumEuier.   But  while  I  reprobate  the  insolent  spirit  in  which 
this  obscure  cipher  has  chosen  to    speak  of  such    a  good  and   great 
uiiin,  let   it  be  understood   that  I   not  only  withhold  my  synpathy 
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tVdiii  some  of  the  sentiments  expressed  b}  ^Fr.  Southey  in  ais  Collo 
«]iiies,  but  censure  them  as  most  erroneous  and  most  uuj.it;  as,  tor 
ixarnple,  all  that  he  has  falsely  and  A'olishly  said,  in  that  and  other 
wiiiks,  respi'cting  the  periodical  literature  of  this  age.  What  rii:ht 
had  Mr.  Southey,  who  gains  an  honorable  livelihnod,  chiefly  b\  his 
cuntrihutions  to  Reviews,  to  f>ut  into  the  mouthof  Sir  Thomas  More 
the  following  insulting  sentence — insulting  to  many  minds  of  the 
same  order  with  his  own,  and  as  devt)ted  to  the  truth  ; — "The  waters 
in  which  you  have  now  been  angling  have  been  shallow  enout'li,  if 
the  pamphlet  in  your  hand  is,  as  it  appears  to  be,  a  Magazine." 
Nor  is  his  answer  to  the  Ghost  more  cnurti'Oiis  to  his  contempora- 
ries ; — "  In  pul)licati(jns  of  this  kind,  pnjudicial  as  they  are  to  puldic 
taste  and  public  feeling,  and  therefore  deeply  injurious  to  the  real 
interests  of  literature,  something  may  sometimes  be  found  to  com- 
pensate for  the  tra>h,  and  tinsel,  and  insolent  flippancy,  whieh  are 
now  become  the  staple  commodities  of  such  journals." 

Shepherd.   Hut,  tut,  Mr.  Soolhey  ;  you  shouldna  hae  said  that,  sir, 
f  >r  it's  no  tr 

Opium-Ealer.  In  the  first  place,  Mr.  Southey  ought  to  have  given 
the  name  (jf  the  pamjdilet — that  is,  the  Magazine — from  which  he 
chose  to  extract  Kant's  K!ea  of  a  Universal  History  on  a  Costuopo 
litical  plan.  Sec.<»ndly,  he  ought  to  have  printed  that  extract  as  an 
extract  from  that  Magazine,  and  not  to  have  attempted,  wither  unsuc- 
ces>fully,  to  incorporate  its  sulistance  with  his  own  work.  Thirdly, 
he  ought  to  have  given  the  name  of  the  translator,  not  unknown  to 
iiim.  when  he  scrupled  not  to  enrich  the  Colloquies  with  some  of 
Kanl's  thoughts,  in  the  original  to  him  inaccessible,  as  Mr.  S'-uthi-y's 
knowledge  of  the  language  of  (Jermany  does  nut  emljrace  the  nom«'M- 
clature  of  any  of  its  philosophical  schools  or  sects.*  Fourthly,  to 
insult  j)ublicly  the  character  of  all  Magazines — that  inelnded  from 
which  you  are  at  the  same  time  pilfering  a  jewel,  (Mr.  Southey  will, 
nay  mu>t,  ponder  the  word  "  pilfer,")  is  inconsistent  with  the  com- 
mon courtesies  of  life,  and  unworthy  (<f  a  scholar  and  a  gentleman. 
Fifthly,  the  Magazine  from  whidi  Mr.  Southey  makes  that  exlraet 
(which  1  may  meniion  was  translated  by  me)  was  the  i.o'idon  Mag- 
azine, pul)li^hed  by  'ra\  lor  and  'le>-rv,  and  originally  luider  the 
editorship  of  .lolm  Scott.  It-  chief  ^U|  poitei:  w<re  Charles  Ijimb, 
William  Ilazliit,  Allan  Cunningham,  Thouias  Hood,  Ke_\  holds,  the 
most  amiable  and  ingenuous  Aytoun.f  whose  beautiful  and  original 


thin— qufrnloun    snd   e|;otiiitical — ii  to  wondnrfulljr   likn  whiit  Pe  Qiiinrnjr  wouM 
J,  (and  wlikt  h«  artcrwardidid  writs,)  that  I  laipect  li«  >u|>pliad  tli*  "  i/nitntna  vrrba." 


•  All 
have  taid, 
—  M. 

t  Avliun.  "  who  dif-d  loo  »oon,"  WM  n  Ti>ry  rlrvcr  i-wnvl"!  Knnnr  Arinnn  tii»  •i»l»r,  wa« 
Primn  Donnn,  (or  n  ffnuon,  at  ihi-  Itnlinn  0|i«r»-lhMiiip,  in  I.fmlon.  Shn  nllpf  r.ird.  I.prnmr  a 
trarlKT  i'(  riiijuir  and  "inKirj;,  in  Livpfpnul.  Tli*  l»>l  limi  I  unw  linr,  in  If-'ill,  »  n»  »•  lln"  »lf« 
of  Mr  Itnrli.w.  in  l.oni!nn.  with  a  graceful  and  baaatiful  daujihter  by  har  iida :— 11  wiu  Indod 
tli«  rona  aoil  Uia  r>«\fbud. — M. 
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P;ipors  were  afterwards  oulk-ctod  and  imlilislu'd  In  two  voliimofi, 
auil — let  me  not  assume  the  scnibhuice  of  that  paltry  huniilit}-  which 
I  dispise— myself ;  and  how  dared  Mr.  Soiithey  to  assert,  that  of 
any  jcmrnal  so  supported,  tilisel,  trash,  and  insolent  flij)pancy,  were 
tlie  staple  commodities? 

Shepherd.  1  couUliia  love  as  weel  as  admire  ony  man,  however 
L'riat  and  good,  and  Mr.  Soothey's  baith,  and  has  aye  been  generous 
to  my  genius,  gin  be  hadna  bis  wee  bit  weaknesses,  like  ilher  folk — 
sae  on  the  whole,  I'm  glad  that  he  has  been  sae  farleft  to  hinisell  as 
to  sneer  at  a'  the  Maggazins,  and  insult,  in  a  lump,  a'  their  editors, 
contributors,  and  subscribers,  comprehending,  I  guess,  nine-tenths  o' 
the  nation, 

Opium-Eater.  Neither  shall  a  spurious  delicacy  deter  me  from 
declaring,  even  here,  that  there  is  more  wit,  and  more  wisdom,  in 
the  Periodical  over  which,  Mr.  North,  you  preside,  and  to  which 
there  are  now  present  two  of  the  most  distinguished  contributors  — 

Shepherd.  Say  three,  sir — say  three,  Mr.  De  Quinshy — for  when 
you  do  write — pity  it's  sae  seldom — ye  bang  us  a'  — 

Opium-Eaier.  Than  in  an  equal  number  of  any  other  miscellane- 
ous volumes,  the  product  of  this  or  the  preceding  century,  not  ex- 
cepting on  the  list  all  the  Ijest  of  Mr.  Southey's  own,  full  as  they 
are  of  wit  and  wisdom,  and  placing  him  deservedly  in  the  first  rank 
of  our  literature.  Tinsel  there  may  be,  but  it  lies  lightly  over  bars 
of  the  beaten  gold;  he  must  have  an  instinct  for  trash  who  can  detect 
it  among  the  necessaries  and  luxuries  of  life,  that  are  monthly  dis- 
tributed to  all  classes,  with  most  lavish,  even  prodigal  proftu^ion, 
from  that  inexhaustible  Magazine  ;  and  as  for  insolent  flippancy,  that 
cannot  be  said  without  senseless  and  blindfolded  injustice,  to  be  the 
staple  commodity  of  a  Periodical,  of  which  one  of  the  chief  claims 
has  long  lain  in  those  myriad-minded  Dialogues,  whose  facete  benig- 
nities, cordialities,  and  humanities,  form  a  continued  era  in  the  [thi- 
losophy  of  human  life.  Need  I  name,  unworthy  member  as  1  am  of 
this  meeting — the  Noctes  Ambrosianai! 

Ornnes.   Hurra — hurra — hurra  ! 

Shepherd.  Gie  me  an  unce  o'  opium,  Mr.  De  Quinshy  — 

Opium-Eater,  {JUling  rip  drops  of  laudanum  in  the  minimeter  to 
120.)  I  give  you  a  small  dose  to  begin  with,  Mr.  Ilogg  — 

Shepherd.  Na — na — 1  was  luit  jokin' — I'm  ower  auld  to  begin  on 
the  poppy,  I'se  een  keep  to  the  maut. 

OpAum-Eutcr.  To  recur,  for  a  liricf  space,  to  the  article  on  Mr. 
Southey  in  the  Edinbui^gh  Review.  The  editor,  v\ho,  I  am  told,  is 
an  able  and  judicious  man,  ought  not  to  have  admitted  it,  at  this 
juncture,  or  crisis,  into  his  work.  Mr.  Jeffrey  and  Mr.  Southey 
were  open  and  avowed  foes,  Mr.  Jeflrey  having  been,  beyond  all 
question,   the  aggressor.     The  interest  of  the  war   was   at  an   end. 
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when  that  accomplished  thanif)it«  quitted  the  field  ;  and  the  public 
is  not  prepa?e(J  to  regard,  with  any  satisfaction  the  renewal  of  the 
attack  on  Mr.  Souihey,  by  a  combatant  whose  siiifld  bears  no  im- 
press of  any  high  emprise.  He  is,  after  all,  but  a  mere  skirmisher, 
and  Could  not  abide  the  onset  of  a  man-at-arms. 

J\^ortk.  The  editor  should  at  least  have  assured  himself',  bv  a  pe- 
rusal of  the  Colloquies,  that  the  young  man's  critique,  as  it  is  called, 
contained  no  such  wilful  mi>represontations  as  would  disgrace  a  gen- 
tleman in  the  intercourse  <if  private  life. 

Opium-Eater.  Yet  several  such  there  are — gross  mis  statements  of 
facts — to  say  nothing  of  the  spirit  of  mis-interpretation  that  pervades 
the  whole  article — like  envenomed  blood,  circulated  throuj^h  a  Ixidy 
bloated  and  discolored  by  some  rank  disease.  The  mention  of  one 
will  suffice ;  and,  if  not  dead  to  shame,  let  the  face  of  the  reviewer 
blush  brass,  while  he  hangs  down  his  head. 

North.  The  volumes  are  in  the  saloon  library.  1  will  get  them 
for  you  in  a  moment. 

(Mr.  NoKTii  takes  down  the  Colloquies  from  the  shelf  CsRSTiV.) 

Opium- Eater.   Beautifully  bound!      By  what  artist? 

North.   By  IIender>on.* 

Opium-Eater.  Now,  I  will  make  a  complete  exposure  of  this  prig 
— who,  in  seeking  to  render  Mr.  Southey  ridiculous,  has  made  him- 
Belf  hateful. 

Shepherd.  Here's  your  health,  sir,  again,  in  a  caulker.  Let's 
hear't. 

Opium-Eater.  In  the  Colloquy  entitled  —  Walla-Crag — Sir  Tho- 
mas More  having  said  that  the  progress  of  the  useful  arts,  and  the 
application  of  science  to  the  purposes  of  common  life,  warrant  the. 
expectation,  that  whenever  a  state  shall  duly  exercise  its  parental 
duties,  there  will  be  no  trades  which  shall  either  hebetate  the  facul- 
ties or  harden  the  heart, — 

Shephird.  That,  1  fear,  's  Utopian. 

Opiuiii-Eatcr.  iNi.t  the  less  characteristic,  on  that  account,  Mr. 
Hogg,  of  Sir  Thomas  More. 

Shephnd.   Kh? 

Opium- Ed tir.  Montcsinns — the  name  Mr.  Southey  adopts  in 
these  Colloquies — says,  "  Butchers  will  contniu*'," — and  then  adds, 
"  I  cannot  but  acknowledge,  with  good  John  Fox,  that  the  sight  of 
a  slaughter  house  or  shambles,  if  il  does  rn>t  disturb  this  elear  con 
viction,"  (he  is  alluding  to  the  mr-rcifulness  of  culling  off  siidth«nly 
and  violently  the  existence  of  animaU,  who  thus  HUller  Ii-hh  than 
those  who  die  of  dir,eftsp  or  iiumilion.)  "  excites  in  me  uneasineMi 
and  pain,  as  well  as  loathing." 

•  Of  Edinburgli.-»L 
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Shepherd.  Natural  enoii<;li,  siiri;ly,  and  likely  to  happen  to  a' 
men  uiiacciistDiiiod  to  sec  butcliiii' — - 

Opium-Eater.  "They  produce,"  continues  Mr.  Southey,  *'a 
worse  effect  upon  the  persons  employed  on  them  ;"  and  again,  he 
says,  "perhaps,  however,  th(!  hardness  of  heart  whieh  this  occupa- 
tion is  believed  to  produce,  may,  in  most  cases,  have  been  the  cause 
wherefore  it  is  chosen." 

Siteplierd.   I  can  scarcely  a^jree  wi'  that  — 

Opin7H-Eater.  Allow  me,  Mr.  Hogg,  to  complete  what  1  have  got 
to  say-,  without  interruption.  Ilt-re  the  Reviewer  falls  foi:l  of  Mr. 
Southey  for  an  alleged  libel  on  Butchers,  "Mr.  Southey,"  quoth 
he,  "  represents  them  as  men  who  are  necessarily  reprobates — as 
men  who  must  necessarily  he  reprobates — even  in  the  most  im- 
proved state  of  society — even  to  use  his  own  phrase,  in  a  Chris- 
tian Utopia."  Here  follows  a  forty-line  page  of  high  moral  vitupe- 
ration. Now,  the  charge  is  entirely  false,  and  the  Reviewer  must 
have  known  it  to  be  entirely  false.  For  there  is  an  alternation — an 
interchange  of  sentiment  on  this  snbject  between  the  two  interlocu- 
tors in  the  Dialogue.  Sir  Thomas  More  corrects  this  first  wholly 
natural,  but  partly  erroneous  impression,  made  on  the  mind  of 
Montesinos  by  the  sight  of  the  shambles,  and  shows  him  "how  he  is 
mistaken."  MoJitesinos  represents  himself  as  Ixiing  set  right  by 
the  gracious  Ghost,  and  says,  "The  best  answer,  however,  to  what 
1  was  unthinkingly  disposed  to  credit,  is,  that  the  men  engaged  in 
this  occupation  are  not  found  to  furiii--li  more  than  their  nuinerical 
proportion  of  offenders  to  the  criminal  list  ;  and  that,  as  a  body 
they  are  by  no  means  worse  than  any  other  set  of  men  upon  the 
same  level."  He  then  quotes  Di*.  Beddoes,  and  enters  somewhat 
deeper  into  the  philosophy  of  the  matter — observing,  "  because  they 
are  well  fed,  they  are  not  exposed  to  the  temptation  which  necessity 
brings  with  it,  the  mother  of  crime,  as  well  as  of  arts  ;  and  tfieir 
occupation  being  constant,  they  are  likewise  safi.-  from  the  dang<'rs 
•  if  idleness.  The  relation,  t-oo,  in  whicii  they  stand  to  their  custom- 
ers, places  them  in  a  salutary  degree  of  dependence,  and  makes 
them  understand  how  much  their  own  welfare  depends  upon  civility 
and  good  conduct." 

Shepherd.  Macaulay  can  hae  nae  principle — that's  flat. 

Opium-Eater.  Sir  Thomas  More  is  then  made  to  say  to  Montcsi- 
no> — "You  have  thus  yourself  remarked,  that  men  who  exercise  tho 
<<ccupation,  which  of  all  others  at  first  sight  appears  most  injurious 
to  the  human  heart,  and  which  inevitaidy  must  injure  it  to  some 
degree,  are,  in  point  of  fact,  no  worse  than  their  neighbors,  and 
much  better  than  the  vagrant  classes  of  the  population,  and  those* 
whose  employment  is  casual.  They  are  better,  because  they  fare 
btMer,   and   are  more  under  the  influence  of  order.     Improve   the 
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condititrii  of  others,  bring  them  within  the  sphere  of  urdei,  instead  of 
leaving  ihem  merely  within  tlie  reach — the  chance  reach,  almost  it 
may  be  called — of  vindictive  law,  and  the  result  will  he  the  same." 

Tickler.   Your  exposure,  sir,  o'  the  calujuniator,  is  complfte. 

Opium-Euter.  Allow  me  to  read  one  short  passage  more  from  the 
Review:  ''And  what  reasons  are  given  for  a  judgnunt  so  diri-cllv 
opposed  to  every  principle  of  sound  and  manly  morality.  Merely 
this — that  he  cannot  abide  the  ^ight  of  their  apparatus — that  from 
certain  peculiar  associations  he  is  allccled  with  di>giist  when  he 
passes  by  their  shops." 

S/iejj/ierd.  O  man  !  I  wadna  be  that  !Macaulay  for  ony  money. 
Hoo  sma'  he  looks  !  IIoo  sma'  he  sings  !  and  hoo  sma'  he  maun 
feel  in  the  preevat  consciousness,  and  the  pulilic  convicti(.)n,  o'  haein' 
deliberately  traduced  sic  a  man  as  Mr.  Sooihey  !  without  ony  ither 
provocation,  I  jalouse,  than  the  sense  o' intlriority,  that  keeps  gnawin' 
like  a  veeper  at  the  veetals  o'  the  envious,  and  licks  up  party  spite, 
or  rather  party  spittle,  a  foul  and  fetid  foam  that  drenches  the  worms' 
fangs,  if  it  has  gotten  ony,  and  a'  worms  hae  organs  o'  some  sort  or 
ither  for  l>ilin' — in  a  poison  that  only  the  mair  blackens  and  embit- 
ters its  ain  rotten  heart. 

Nortli,  [ijlancing  over  the  article  in  the  Review.)  What  stufl''s  this 
about  lawyers  and  soldiers? 

Opiuni-Euler.  All  of  the  same  kidney — silly  sophistry  or  mon- 
strous misrepresentations,  which  — 

North.  The  Whigs  will  clnickle  and  crow  over,  liut  the  gentlemen 
of  England  tread  scornfully  under  foot,  as  something  smelling  of  u 
new  kind  of  Coekneyism,  even  more  offensive  to  the  senses  than  that 
which  stinks  in  Little  Britain. 

Shejthcrd.  Fliiig't  fiae  you.  Wi' a'  your  fawtes,  sir,  \  o\i  luver 
admit  intil  Maga  ony  malignant  attacks  on  Genius,  and  Virtue,  and 
Knowledge — an<l  when  or  where  were  these  Three  ever  nnite<l  mair 
gloriously,  and  mair  lieautifully,  and  endearingly,  than  in  .Mr. 
Soothey  1  Had  Mr.  Scmthey  lieen  a  Whig,  and  had  lie  leev'd  in 
Krnliro'  here,  and  had  yon  written  in  that  way  al)ont  liim,  (a  grt-at 
heap  o'  maist  impos-ible  and  contradieloiy  .supposes,  I  alloo — some- 
thing like  supposin'  licht  darkness,  and  slranght  crooked,  and  hoiu'y 
the  jice  o'  aloes.)  what  a  hullylialloo  woidil  have  ln-en  raised  again 
you,  and  what'n  an  assassin  wcin'dna  ye  hae  been  ca'd,  like  the  Anid 
Man  o'  ihtr  Mountain  !  Ibit  ye  never  was  an  assassin,  sir,  ony  mair 
than  a  Saint.  (>'  a'  the  Great  Poets  o'  the  age,  whatever  their  poji- 
tics  or  tlieir  party,  yon  have  sounded  the  enloginm,  trnnipit-t<  iigned, 
till  a'  tlie  warld  lan^  wi'  their  fame.  Wliai'n  a  <'ontiasl  alweeii 
Vlat'a  and  the  IJam  !     liut  whisht,  1  heard  a  fisslin'  in  the  gallery  ! 

North.    Leander  ! 

The  horns  sound,  and  enter  oi  -refi  Am«uos«. 
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Shcji/ierdy  [in  continuation.)     Ggemin  !  and  Fools! 


Fourth  Courxo. — Fowl. 
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Shepherd.  I  fancy  the  ordcM-  of  the  day  haiul-^  2;ii<lo  alike  through 
a'  the  codi-ses — every  man  hclpin'  hinisell  t<>  the  dish  neist  to  hlin  ; 
then  to  think  hoo  the  vena  seasons  theinsells  accommodate  their 
productions  to  our  Festivals  !  Soops,  Fish,  Flesh,  and  Fool  o' a' 
sorts  in  perfection,  in  spite  o'  the  month — it's  really  curious,  and 
shows  hoo  folk's  the  slaves  o'  habit.  Mr.  North,  ony  thing  gaunon, 
np  liy  yonner  in  Lunnnn,  in  the  literary  department? 

North.   I  live  so  entirely  out  of  the  literary  world,  James,  that  — 

Shepherd.  Ye  leeve  in  a'  kind  o'  warlds,  you  warlock  ;  and  confoun 
me  if]  dinna  believe  you  employ  spies. 

North.  None,  my  dear  James,  but  these  two  eyes,  now  waxing 
somewhat  dim,  and  tlu:-se  two  ears,  now  waxing  somewhat  deaf,  and 
that  general  sense  of  feeling  spread  by  nature  all  over  the  surface  of 
the  body,  all  tiirough  its  frame,  and  originating  in  the  interior  of  the 
soul,  by  which  one  is  made  to  feel  and  know  a  thousand  indescriba- 
ble things,  far  beyond  the  acquisition  of  the  mere  understanding, 
tilings  of  which  the  range  grows,  so  it  seems,  wider  and  wider  every 
day  as  we  near  the  place  of  our  final  rest. 

Shepherd.  No,  I  canna  say  I  do ;  but  what's  gaun  on  in  Lunnun 
in  the  book  way  ? 

North.  Sotheliy  has  published  three  Specimens  of  his  translation 
of  Homer — the  First  Book  of  the  Iliad,  the  Parting  between  Hector 
end  Andr(jmache,  and  the  Shield  of  Achilhes. 

Tickler.  A  bold,  nay,  a  rash  man,  to  enter  the  lists  with  Pope. 

Shepherd.   \Vi'  Pop  ?     What  for  no?     I've  heard  there's  a  great 
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difference  atween  Pop's  Homer  and  Homer's  Homer,  and  I  can  wev] 
belifv't 

Tickler.  And  so  perhaps  will  the  re  be  found  to  be  between  Sothe- 
by's Hunier  and  Homer's  Homer,  James;  a  great  or  gnater  — 

North.  Sotheby's  Georgics  stamped  him  the  best  irnuslator  in 
Christendom.  Ihat  was,  in  my  opinion,  a  more  diflkult  ;ul]ie\i- 
nient  than  an  equally  admirable  translation  of  the  Iliad.  1  liavr- 
read  his  specimens — and  in  an  early  number — perhaps  the  next — in- 
tend to  sift  them  thoroughly,*  comparing  all  the  fine  or  diflieiilt  pas- 
sages in  the  oiigiiial,  with  Pope,  Hobbes,  Chapman,  Cow  [nr — and 
my  friend,  Mr,  Sothtby,  who  will  probably  be  found,  in  llie  whole, 
to  have  excelled  all  his  predecessors  in  this  great  task. 

Tickler.   Til  back  Pope  for  a  rump  and  a  dozen 

North.  Done.  Have  you  seen  a  little  volume,  James,  entitled 
"Tales  in  Verse,"f  by  the  Reverend  H.  T.  Lyte — published  by 
Marsh  and  Millei',  and  which  seems  to  have  reached  a  second  edi- 
tion ? 

Shepherd.  Na ! 

North.  Now,  that  is  the  right  kind  of  religious  poetry.  Mr.  Lyte 
shows  how  the  sins  and  sorrows  of  man  flow  from  irreligion,  in  sim- 
ple but  strong  domestic  narratives,  told  in  a  style  and  spirit  remind- 
ing one  sometimes  of  Goldsmith,  and  sometimes  of  Crablu-.  A  vol- 
ume so  humble  in  its  appearance  and  pretensions  runs  the  ri.^k  of 
being  jostled  oO'the  highway  into  by-palhs — and  indeed  no  harm  if 
it  should,  for  in  such  retired  places  'twill  be  pleasant  reailing — pen- 
sive in  the  shade,  and  cheerful  in  the  sunshine.  Mr.  Lyte  has 
reaped 

"  The  harvest  of  a  quirt  eye, 
Tliat  broode  aud  sleeps  ou  ita  «>wu  lioarl" — 

and  his  Christian  Tabs  will  be  read  with  interi'st  and  instruction  liy 
many  a  fireside.  J  he  lirothers  is  eminenll\  beaulilul  ;  and  he  ought 
to  give  us  another  volume. 

Shejiherd.  Wha's  she,  that  Mrs.  Norton,  that  wrote  the  Sorrows 
o'  liosiilie  i 

North.  Daughter  <»f  [loor  dear  Tom  Sheridan,  w  ho  w.as  indied  a 
star. J  Four  generations  of  genius! — Slio  is,  I  lun  loM,  even  mure 
beautiful  than 

•  Tliii  iirumiso  wa»  fulfilled  — but  not  until  th«  following  y«i»r.     Tlio  arliclci  worn  t-y  Vil 
»on.— M. 

f 'rtu*  wrk,  of  wliirh  th«  norond  rdiiion   w ''    '  >■  i   ,-■    i.,.  ,..i...     I  ■••Jll,  wa»  cnli.iiu 

•'T»l'»    111  Vpr»R,  illii«lr.ntivi>  of  111'!  nrvcrnl  !•  M. 

t 'loin  .ShTiilin  w.n  •on  of  thrc'*'^'  orator     i  ,  III"  l'r«iillfiil   (i>. 

ralinl.  Ml-*  Linlcjr-     Ho  wnji  clevrr  and  cnr«l«»,  witijr  niiu  iiiiprwTiil'nt.     !!•  Iln;>  'I 

«n    nnjii.irl'riTt  nt  »h»    Capt  of  Oo<id    lloj.*,    w  h»fi'   li»   'li"!!      of   |ii>  «-liil'lr»n,  u 

l«'r    iiiairi  "vmour,   and    will   Im    1)'.  "-il 

ani'tb-r,   •  -moat  Kifleil,  unlia|pjr  .i  ■  lln    of 

Ixird  lir.tiK  -v.  Ill"  onljr  »or ,  Kicliard  Jlrinn-i  .  n.r.  .n  — i  ■  ■.  .-.■.,  .,..;...,.—  .,..  ii  Cul- 
q..hi'.in  Urai'l,  and  naa  hran  i  i  I'ariiainant  fioin  IHO  until  lli*  i<r»avot  tiiiia. —  M. 
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Shij)/tcrd.  IIiT  pot'tiy  !  Tliat'll  be  no  easy,  sir  ;  for  there's  a 
S!itiiii'.-.s  aiiil  a  bWc'fUic'Ss  and  a  Itriclilni-ss,  and  aliunc  a' an  inddinitt", 
iiiid  indescribable,  and  iindefinable,  and  unintelligible,  general,  vagne, 
ilini,  fleetin'  speeril  o'  leniinine  sympathy  and  attraction — iia,  na,  na, 
these  are  no  the  rieiit  words  ava — a  celestial  atniosj)lu're  o'  tin'  balm 
o'  a  tln,Mi.-and  (lowers,  especially  lilies  and  loses,  pinks,  carnations, 
violets,  honeysuckle,  and  sweetbriar — an  intermingled  mawgic  o'  the 
bweetest  scents  in  iiatur — heaven  and  earth  bi-ealhin'  upon  ane  anith- 
cr's  faces  and  breasts — hangin  ower  yon  bit  pathi'tic  poem,  Rosalie, 
that  inclines  ane  to  remember  the  fair  young  lady  that  wrote  it  in 
his  prayers  ! 

North.  Good,  kind,  and  true,  my  dear  James.     That  is  criticism. 

Shepherd.  It's  a  story  of  seduction,  nae  doot,  and  the.  prim-m<ju'd 
will  purse  up  their  lips  at  it,  as  if  you  were  gaun  to  orter  to  kiss 
them — than  whilk  naething  could  be  farther  frae  my  intentions — 
however  near  it  might  be  to  their  desires. 

North.  "  A  tale  of  tears — a  mortal  story." 

Shepherd.  Oh  !  sir  !  hoo  delicately  virtuous  women  write  about 
love  !  Chastity  feels  her  ain  sacred  character — and,  when  inspired 
by  genius,  isna  she  a  touchin'  Muse  !  Modesty,  Chastity's  sister, 
though  aiblins  at  times  rather  just  a  wee  thocht  ower  doun-lookin', 
and  as  if  a  red  light  fell  suddenly  on  a  wliile  lily  or  a  white  rose, 
blushin'  no  that  deeply,  but  wi'  a  thin,  fine,  faint,  fleetin'  tint,  sic  as 
you  may  see  within  the  inside  o'  a  wee  bit  curled  shell  when,  walk- 
ing on  the  yellow  seashore,  you  hand  it  up  atween  you  and  thelicht, 
and  feel  hoo  perfectly    beautifu'  is  the  pearl 

North.  Mrs.  Norton  is  about  to  publish  another  poem — "The  Un- 
dying One."     1  do  not  like  the  title ■ 

SItepherd.  Nor  me  the  noo.  But,  perhaps,  when  published,  it 
may  be  felt  to  be  appropriate  ;  and  at  a'  events,  whatever  objections 
there  may  be  to  the  name,  there'll  be  nane,  I'm  sure,  to  the  speerit 
o'  the  poem. 

North.  I  remember  reading,  one  day  last  summer,  at  the  foot  of 
Benlomond,  a  little  poem,  called  Gabrielle,  from  the  pen  of  Cyrus 
Kedding — the  collaborateur  of  Campbell,  1  have  heard,  in  the  New 
Monthly, — which  breathed  a  fnie,  fresh,  free,  mountain  spirit.  The 
Bcene  is  laid  in  Switzerland — and  the  heroine  goes  mad  with  woe  on 
the  death  of  her  parents  under  an  avalanche.  There  are  numberless 
true  touches  of  nature,  both  in  the  pathetic  and  the  jiicturesque,  which 
prove  the  author  to  belong  to  the  right  breed.     He  is  a  Poet. 

Shepherd.   Wha'sBawl? 

North.  Mr.  Ball  is  a  young  gentleman,  at  least  I  hope  so,  who  has 
;»iodestly  avoided  the  n»ore  difficult  and  extensive  subjects  of  song, 
and  chosen  one  of  the  easiest  and  narrowest — The  Creation. 

Shepherd.  Of  coorse — in  blanks? 
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North.  Yes,  James,  in  blanks.  I  see  Mr.  Murray  has  advertised 
a  "  Descent  into  Hell.''* 

Shejj/icrd.  That's  jather  alannin' — is  it  to  he  performed  by  Moo- 
shy  Sliawbert  ?  I  thucht  Mr.  Murray  wuu'd  hae  keepit  clear  o'  sio 
flams.  The  Descent  into  Hell  !  Tii.it's  fearsome.  You  see,  sir,  as 
1  was  sayin'  alure,  last  cooise,  a'  the  pious  poets  are  plageareesin' 
frae  Poliok.  They'll  a'  be  forgotten  in  the  Course  of  Time.  Pre- 
serve nie  !  there's  a  pun  ! 

Korth.  And  a  very  fair  one.  too,  James. 

Shepherd.  A'  this  wark  wi'  religious  poems  reminds  me  o'  the 
shootin'  o'  a  wild  swan  ae  day,  al)out  twenty  years  syne,  by  a  Shep- 
herd, on  the  Loch.  It  was,  indeed,  a  maist  majestic,  and,  at  the 
same  time,  beauteous  cretur,  seeming,  as  it  lay  dead  on  the  green- 
sward, baith  foreign  and  indigenous,  to  belang  equally  to  a'  the  snaw- 
niouiitains  o'  the  earth.  Ilunders  flocked  fnie  a'  j);iirts  o'  the  Forest 
to  gaze  oii't,  and  there  was  some  talk  o'  stuflin't ;  but  ae  nicht  it  un- 
accountably disappeared — and  a  lassie,  that  was  comin'  by  hersel' 
across  the  nioonlicht  hills,  said  she  saw  something  spiritual-like  sail- 
ing amaiig  the  stars,  on  wings,  that,  as  they  w  innowed  the  blue  air, 
were  noiseless  as  a  cloud  ;  but  the  simple  thing,  at  the  time,  never 
thocht  of  a  swan.  Weel — naething  vsouLd  serve  a'  the  JShejihercIs  in 
the  Forest,  but  to  gang  ilka  idle  day  to  the  Loch  a  swan-shiMiiin'  ! — 
So  they  ca'd  it — tlnMigh  never  anither  swiiii  was  slmtten  oii't  frae  that 
day  till  this;  but  then  the  chiels  now  a:iil  then  got  a  wild  guse,  and 
no  uiifrecjueiitly  a  wiM  d\uck,  and  on  ae  grand  ueeasion,  1  remem 
ber  J<jck  Linton  bringin'  to  ialiope's  an  anid  cirake  and  an  aiild 
d^  uck,  wi'  about  a  dizzen  flappers,  as  he  ca'd  them,  astume  as  ony 
that  ever  waddle'l  aliout  the  dubs  o'  a  farm-}art].  'J'hc  tiulh  is,  tluy 
were  Fahope's  ain  Qiiackies  that  had  stravaigt  d  to  the  Loch  ;  and 
datf  Jock  never  doubted  they  were  swans  and  cygnets.  The  applii-a- 
tion,  sir,  is  obvious.  Pollok's  poem  is  the  bonny  and  magnilici'iit 
wild  swan  ;  a'  the  lave  are  but  geese  or  goslins,  d^  iicks  ordwicklins 
— yete\ery  Cockney  shiu>ter's  as  proud  as  puir  Joik  I^inton,  and 
thiriks  hirnsel'  an  Apollo — or,  as  Homer — that's  J'op — says — "Th« 
God  with  the  silver  bow." 

North.  Yet  belter  even  such  "  dilution  of  trashiness,"  tli.ui  a 
fu!>hi(Miable  novel. 

Shepherd.  D(»  yon  ken,  sir,  I  rcilly  ihoi  lit  "  The  l^xclusivi-s  "  no 
»ae  incikle  amiss,  considerin'  that  the  author's  a  liullcr — or  rather 
—  I  ax  hi»  paidon — a  geiillenian'H  gentleman,  that  is  to  say,  a  vally- 
de-shaiii.  To  \<v.  sure,  it  was  rather  derogatoiv  to  his  digiiily,  and 
disgracefu'  lo  the  character  which  he  had  hrochl  fiae  his  last  |)laee, 

•  Thii  po«m  win  hj  Jolin  Abrntiiim   llfrimd.  who  Grrmanlr.fd  Ilia  fiicuUiM  diUfl  h»  Ih~  «m» 
nearly  uiintolliKil'lv.     ilo  wna  fond  of  (jiioling    from,  H  nil  |>ri>>ini(    tlxiiit,    lhl»  "  '  '•• 

lay,  h»  »»iJ  to  II'.uk'm  Jorrold,  "  ll»*i>  you  «v«r  .oi-n  m)/ Mowpnt  inlu  Hell  ?"    J-"  4 

:)it  croeo  aod  fl»liy  oyt>  ujK*n    the  qutriil,  eiii|ilia(i«ally    atuw^rnd,  "  .No,  /  i/i«.4  <  ..  ■  •       -  %t 


460  NOCTES   AMBROSIANJS. 

to  mtrry  his  master's  cast-off  kept- mistress  ;  but  then,  on  the  other 
haun',  she  was  a  woman  o'  ])airts,  and  o'  some  snia'  education,  and 
was  a  great  help  to  him  in  his  spellin',  and  grammar,  and  ligures  o' 
speech.  The  style,  for  that  reason,  o'  The  Excliisives,  is  rather 
yelegant ;  and  had  the  limmer,  after  the  Innn  had  made  her  an 
honest  woman,  contributed  the  maitter  too,  the  trash  wou'd  hae 
lieen  far  better  worth  readin',  and  if  nae  great  favorite  in  the 
lieart  o'  toons  and  cities,  micht  hae  liad  its  ain  run  amang  the  soo- 
l>urbs. 

North.  Mr.  Colburn  has  lately  given  us  two  books  of  a  very  dif 
ferent  character,  Richelieu  and  Darnley — by  Mr.  James.  Richelieu 
is  one  of  the  most  spirited,  amusing,  and  interesting  romances  I 
ever  read  ;  characters  well  drawn — incidents  well  managed — story 
perpetually  progressive — catastrophe  at  once  natural  and  unexpected 
— moral  good,  but  not  goody — and  the  whole  felt,  in  every  chapter, 
to  be  the  W(jrk  of  a — Gentleman.* 

Shepherd.    And  what  o'  Darnley  ? 

North.  Read,  and  judge.  The  scril)es  who  scrawl  the  fashionable 
novels  compose  a  singular  class.  Reps  of  both  sexes,  including 
kept  mistresses  and  kept  men — fancy  men,  as  they  are  called  in  St. 
Giles's  ;  married  women,  with  stains  on  their  reputations  as  well  as 
on  their  gowns,  laboring  under  the  imputation  of  ante-nuptial  chil- 
dren ;  unmarried  women,  good  creatures  enough,  and  really  not  im- 
nif)dest,  but  who  have  been  /?zfortunate,  and,  victorious  in  literature, 
have  yet  met  a  fatal  overthrow  from  love  ;  gamblers,  now  billiard- 
markers  in  hells;  fraudulent  bankrupts  in  the  Bench  ;  members  once 
returned  and  received  for  a  rotten  borougli ;  roues,  who,  at  school 
and  college,  were  reckoned  clever,  and,  upon  town,  still  cling  to  that 
belief,  which  is  fast  fading  into  pity,  contempt,  or  sc(^rn  ;  forgers; 
borrowers;  beggars;  thieves;  robbers;  perhaps  a  murderer,  for 
Jack  Thurtell  had  a  literary  turn;  and  had  be  not  been  hanged, 
would,  ere  now,  have  produced  a  fashionable  novel. 

Shepherd.   I  wunner,  if  sic  be  the  constitution  o'the  clan,  that  they 

dinna  write  better  byucks.     Blackguards   and  are  aften   gaily 

clever.  I  suspeck  you  omit,  in  your  philosophical  enumeration,  the 
nu-re  sumphs  and  snmphesses 

North.  Two  or  three  men  of  birth  and  fashion  do  wield  the  pen, 
such  as  Lord  NormanVjy,  Mr.  Lister, and  Mr.  Bulwer;  they,  in  iheir 
rc-spfctive  styles,  write  well. f  and  must  lie  horribly  annoyed  at  being 
brought  into  contact,  by    Mr.  Colburn's   indiseriminate   patronage, 

•  G.  P.  R.  James,  the  most  prolific  novelist  of  his  day,  wrote  "  Richelieu"  in  ISi?.  submit- 
ted it  to  Hcott,  received  his  favorable  opinion,  and  published  it  in  \V2ii.  Since  1852,  he  ha« 
been  Brili.sh  Consul  at  Richmond,  Virginia. — .M. 

t  Lord  Norrnanby,  author  of"  Yes  and  .No,"  and  "  Matilda."  Mr.  Lister,  author  of  "  Granby  ;" 
i.ud  Bulwer — poet,  critic,  dramatist,  hiBtoriaii,  orator,  and  nuveiist. — Al. 
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wiih  the  ?c'iirvv  crew  of  both  sexes  whose  cacoethes  scribendi  is  not 
the  worst  itch  tliat  tVcts  their  cuticle. 

Sheplurtl.   IIdu's  Murray's  Family  Liliraiy  gcttiu'  on,  sir? 

North.  Sw  iniiiiiiigly,  soariiitrjy.  Allan  Cunningham's  Lives  of 
the  Painters — 1  know  not  which  of  the  two  volumes  is  best — are  full 
ofa  fine  and  instructed  enthusiasm.  lie  speaks  boldly,  but  rever- 
entially, uf  genius,  and  of  men  of  genius;  strews  his  narrative  with 
many  flowers  of  poetry  ;  disposes  and  arranges  his  materials  skil- 
fully ;  and  is,  in  few  words,  an  admirable  critic  on  art — an  admira- 
ble biographer  of  artists.  Have  you  read  Stebbing's  History  of 
Chivalry  and  the  Crusades?  No.  Then  do.  'Tis  the  last  and  one 
of  the  best  of  the  series  in  Constable's  Miscellany — style  clear, 
sentiments  and  opinions  just,  descriptions  picturesque,  and  the 
stream  of  narrative  strong  and  flowing.  Mr.  Stebbing  is  a  rising 
writer. 

Shrpherd.   Are  there  nae  mair  o'  them,  sirl 

Nortli.  Several.  The  author  of  the  Collegians  has  much  genius. 
Leitch  Ritchie  writes  powerfully  ;  and  Picken's  Dominie's  Legacy, 
three  volumes  of  stories,  chiefly  Scottish,  well  deserves  a  place  in 
every  library  that  prides  itself  on  its  own  snug  national  corner,  set 
apart  for  worthies  born  north  of  the  Tweed.* 

Shepherd.  I  aye  jirophesied  gude  things  o'  that  Pieken.  O  but 
his  ••  Mary  Ogilvie  "  is  verra  afleekiu.  Hut.  speakin'  o'  national 
corners,  read  ye  that  letter,  sir,  in  the  Examiner,  almsin'  a'  Scotch- 
men, and  the  twa  capital  anes  in  answer? 

North.  1  did,  James.  The  Examiner  for  somh-  years  jia>t  has 
been  a  very  able  paper — and  freipiently  shows  fight,  even  with  the 
Standard.  They  are  both  good  swordsmen,  and  sometimes  lilced 
with  mutual  liut  n<it  mortal  wounds. 

"  Tlirice  is  lie  armed  wbo  hath  liis  quarrel  just;" 

and  therefore  the  Examiner  contends  at  oiMs.  Hut  he  is  "  cunning 
of  fence,"  strong  and  nimlde-wrislcd,  and  without  fear.  He  is — 
savage  as  he  sometimes  seems,  nay  truculent — !  verily  i<elieve  an 
honest  and  generous  man,  and  '^liile  he  propounds  his  own  opinions 
in  his  badii  g  columns  as  an  honest  man  shouhl  do,  why,  it  is  not  to 
th«  discredit  iif  a  generous  man,  pirrhajis  now  and  then  to  give  an  ob- 
scure corner  t<>  some  pauper  uho  may  have  t-een  bettor  days,  that 
tin-  pi, or  wretch,  shivering  in  rags,  and  filthy  in  s<pialor,  may  have 
the  only  comfort  of  ^\hieli  his   nii>.erai)le  condition  now   admits — for 

•  Gcratil  Griffin,  nn  Irinhm-'n,  nallinrof  " 'rhn  Cnll«([i-in»,"  "T'tiiiof  ih*  %tun«t<>r  Y"\\- 
wnli."  and  Ihf  Dmmi  uf  Gimppua.  Leit'h  Kitrhiv,  iiulh'>r  of  Sr)iinili>rhiinn<'p,  nni  >ilh«r  pro»# 
Artionn  i»  now  rdilnr  of  (  humhrm'  f  (/ij.Arjr;-*  l„»Tt<nl — Amlr.w  I'l'-k'n  t.m.ln<»r|  ••vitaI 
wnrkr  h^nuli!!!  tli«  lloininif'*  \>fgnrf,    wlnrh  .  •1>I« 

.'*cotli»)i  Ilia        Mioriiy  b«forr  hi»  dmlli,  (in  I  ''Id 

Kunilirn,''    i\nd    a    novel,  cailod    "  Ttio    IJin    '    >^  n    n       ••  "   i •  '    • •-   "   ••itU 

marked  aucceu. — .M< 
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cliofip  as  rr\n  is,  it  rrnist  be  purchased — the  relief  <»f  spitting  out  his 
liilo,  as  tho  diseasetl  dnmkard  dreajns  on  some  olijcct  of  his  insaiin 
Tiialigiiitv .  wliilo  the  fetid  dreo;s  of  iiis  spleen,  hawked  up  ni  a  fit  of 
eoiijihiiig  that  criniiies  of  a  galloping  consumption,  fall  down  a  gol> 
on  the  sore  nakedness  of  his  own  nnstoekinged  and  shoeless  feet. 

Shepherd.  Yc>ur  defence  o'  the  Examiner's  kind,  but  no  sound,  sir. 
lie  ought  to  send  the  pauper  to  the  poor  house.  Nay,  true  charity 
wouM  alloo  liiin  gin  and  forl)id  ink. 

North.  Tliere  can  be  no  bad  blood  in  any  good  heart,  when  the 
question  is  debated,  of  the  comparative  glories  of  England  and 
Scotland. 

Shepherd.  I'm  no  sure  o'  that,  sir  ;  dang't,  the  fire  flees  to  my  fice 
■whenever  I  articulate  the  first  critical  letter  o'  a  syllable  about  to  be 
uttered  against  Scotland  by  a  Southron. 

Opium-Eater.  Far  be  it  from  me,  Mr.  Hogg,  to  disallow  to  such 
feelings,  natural  as  they  are;  and,  therefore,  since  right  in  educated 
minds  is  but  another  name  for  natural — also  right;  far  be  it  from 
me,  I  repeat 

Shepherd.  I  wasna  speakin'  o'  you,  sir,  though  aiblins  I  cou'd 
show,  even  in  your  writins,  certain  sneering  uses  o'  the  word 
"Scotch,"  that  you  micht  just  as  weel  hae  left  to  the  Cockneys  — 

Opium-Ealer.  I  indignantly  deny  the  charge,  Mr.  Hogg.  A  sneer 
is  tlie  resource  of  the  illiberal  and  illogical  — 

Shepherd.  And  deevil  tak  me,  and  you  too,  sir,  gin  you  belang 
to  either  o'  thae  two  classifications!  for,  as  to  liberality,  I've  vseen 
you  walkiu'  arm  in  arm  wi'  an  atheist ;  and  as  to  logic,  were  Aris- 
totle himsell  alive,  ye  wad  sae  scarify  hiin  wi'  his  ain  syllogisms,  as 
no  to  leave  the  silly  Stagyrite*  the  likeness  o'  a  dog. 

Opium- Eater.  Of  the  illiberal  and  illogical — whereas  from  the 
earliest  dawn  of  reason  — 

Shepherd.  Nae  mair  about  it,  sir.     I  ax  your  pardon. 

Oplmn-Eater  Mr.  Hogg,  your  mind,  w  ith  all  its  rich  endowments, 
iiuist  1)6  singularly  illogical  to  conclude 

Shepherd.  Oh  !  Mr.  North — Mr.  North-  I'm  about  to  fa'  into  Mr. 
De  Qiiin-hy's  hauns,  sae  come  to  my  assistance,  for  I  canna  thole 
Ijein'  pressed  up  backward.s,  step  by  step,  intil  a  corner,  till  an  argu- 
ment that's  ca'd  a  clencher,  clashes  in  your  face,  and  knocks  your 
head  wi'  sic  a  force  against  the  wa',  that  your  croon  gets  a  clour, 
leavin'  a  dent  in  the  wainscf>at. 

Opium-Eater.  Insulted  sir,  by  your  boorish  hreakiiig's-in  on  that 
continuous  integrity  of  discourse,  which  must  he  granted  to  each 
speaker,  as  long  as  he  usurps  not  either  time  or   tiiiii   in  conversa- 

*  At  the  riKk  of  appearing  to  over-annotate,  I  will  Ktate  that  Aristotle,  the  great  founJer  o( 
the  peripatetic  sect  of  philosopnere,  was  born  at  Stagyra,  in  Thrace,  B.  C.  'Jiii.  Hcnco  his  aa- 
itriqtip.t. — M. 
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tion,  else  dialo2;.ie  loses  both   its  name  and  its  nature,  and  colloqnv 
ceases  to  lie — the  esse  sunk  in  i\\c  posse — 

Shepherd.  I  never  iiitenu|ipit  a  man  when  he  was  speakin'  in  a' 
my  born  days,  sir.  I'm  just  remarkable  for  the  verra  contrar,  and 
for  lettin'  every  body,  liaiih  Christian  and  Cocknev,  prose  awa'  till 
he's  tiird,  >ittin'  mysell  as  patient  as  Job,  and  as  dnnib's  Dioceiics. 
Opium-Eater.  I  Lsitate  not  to  affirm,  that  the  So. .tti^h  intellect 
is  degraded  by  an  odious  disputativeness,  which  truth  compels  me 
U)  denounce  as  a  national  depravity  or  disease,  and  which  it  is  difli 
cult — nay,  1  have  found  it  imjiossible — to  reconcile,  iu  belief,  with 
the  pure  possession  of  the  sovereign  reason. 
North.   A  true  bill. 

0 Ilium- Enter.  Thus  private  life,  Scotland  thorough,  is  polluted  l>v 
the  froth  spurted  from  argumentative  lips,  and  darkened  by  the 
frowns  scowled  from  aigumcntative  foreheads,  and  deafened  by  the 
noise  grinded  and  grated  from  argumentative  teelh  — 

Shepherd.  Capital — capital — carry  on,  ^Mr.  De  Qiiinshy.  I'll  no 
inteiriipt  ye  — 

0 pi  inn- Eater.  While  public  life — witness  Bar,  Bench,  aixl  Pulpit 
— wliat  is  it  but  one  eteinal  harsh,  dull  debate,  in  which  the  under- 
standing, a  self-sufficient  AU-in-All.  swallows  feeling  and  imagina- 
tion up — so  that  when  the  shallow  and  muddy  waters  have  at  night- 
fall been  run  oil",  lo  !  the  stony  channel  liry,  and  the  meadows  round 
—  irrigated  say  not — but  corrugated  with  mud-seams — and  the  hopes 
of  the  huslu'indman  or  shejdicrd  buried  bi-iieath  an  unseemly  and  un- 
savory deposit  of 

Shepherd.  Stop.  I  say,  stop.  Heard  ye  e'er  o'  l)r.  (  hawmeis, 
or  Dr.  Thamson,  or  Dr.  Gordon  ?  (.>h  ho!  nni  man — that  froon  on 
your  fice  says  no  ;  Init  I'm  no  feared  for  your  froons — ^no  me  inde«'d 
— and  I  just  tell  you,  that  like  a'  the  it  her  lakers,  vfui  pheelnxo- 
phecze  in  the  face  o'  facts — try  to  bend  till  they  break  in  your  veir.v 
hands  a'  pructicals  that  sfaun  in  the  way  o'  your  aiii  theories — lugiu 
biggin  gran'  steadins  without  ever  diggin'  ony  foundation --w  liich 
mai^l  likelv  were  ye  loatlenij)t  doin',  you  would  suiie  be  smotheretl 
in  a  rush  o'  water  and  saii' — an'  feenally,  del'ide  yoursell  intdl  tim 
belief  that  it's  a  dwallin'-house  f)'  granite  or  freotane,  while  all  the 
rest  o'  mankind  see  wi'  half  an  j-e  that  it's  composed  o'  clouds  and 
mist,  a  mere  ca>tle  in  the  air,  and  that,  }ia\  in'  tuie  ta.'ies,  it'll  bo 
flatV"  red  awa  lo  liie  Back  o'  Beyond  outower  llie  mountain  taps, 
wlutiever  Lf>rd  Kais(r-the-\Vind  gets  into  llic  governnuMif,  and  tho 
Duke  (/  Slormaway  becomes  I'rime  Minister. 

.X'trth.  Noble — nobb — my  dear  .James.  Yet  Mr.  1  )-•  C^"''"' .^  '• 
eliarge  again.-t  llu'  prevailing  character  of  the  national  minil  In-ldi 
with  .some  illustrious  exceptions,  good.  W  e  dig  dci-p  wcIIh  in  dry 
i,iaees with   costly  enginery  and    a   [»ompous  diN[>lny  of  buckets  ; 
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wIr'II,  bv  using  the  divining  rod  of  instinct  we  might  have  detected 
nianv  springs  a  fi'w  f'tn-t  beneath  the  gowany  greensward — nay,  by 
olise'i  viiig  "  that  iiiw  ard  eye  that  is  the  bliss  of  solitude,"  have  seen 
tliiwing  on  the  niisiisjiectt  d  wat.Ts  of  everlasting  life! 

Sh'phe-d.  Tickler!     What  tor  are  you  no  speakin? 

T.ckler.   Bii ! 

Shepherd.  What'n   sort   o'   an    answer's    that,    man,   to  a  ceevil 

question  1 

Tickler.  ]\Iu! 

Shepherd.  Curious  mainners! — they  may  suit  Southside,  where 
\L''re  a  kind  o'  king,  or  three-tailed  Bashaw;  but  here,  in  Northside, 
they  dinna  answer,  for  here  every  man's  evt^ry  inch  a  king,  and  he 
that  plays  the  tyrant  yonner  must  here  submit  to  sit  the  slave. 

Tickler.  Wha!   toothache — toothache! 

Shepherd.  A  thousau'  pardons,  my  dear  sir  !  Let  me  get  a  red- 
hot  skewer  frae  the  kitchen,  and  burn  the  nerve. 

Opium-Euter.  Neither,  Mr.  Hogg,  can  1  bring  my  mind  to  assent 
to  the  proposition  with  which  yon  ushered  in  the  subject  of  our  pre- 
sent discussion  ;  to  wit,  that  Englishmen  are  prone,  as  a  people,  to 
underrate  the  national  virtues  of  Scotchmen.  'J'his  allegation  I  hold 
to  be  the  polar  ojiposite  of  what  is  true;  nor  can  I  refrain  from 
affirming,  that  manifold  as  are  the  excellencies  of  the  Scottish  char- 
acter, there  is  a  tendency,  which  philosophy  may  not  approve,  in 
the  English  mind — say  rather  the  English  imagination — monstrously 
and  enormously  to  magnify  their  proportions — till  of  the  entire 
frame  and  limbs  thereof,  thus  rendered  more  than  colossal,  it  may 
be  said,  in  the  language  of  Milton,  "  its  stature  rt'ached  the  sky  ;" 
but  reason  recoils  from  all  such  dim  delusions  of  dream-land,  and 
sees  in  a  Scotchman — no  offence,  I  hope,  gentleman — a  being  appar- 
ently human,  with  sandy  hair — high  cheek  bones— light  blue  eyes — 
wide  mouth — 

Shepherd.  Aiblins  wi'  buck-teeth  like  mine— and  oh!  pray,  do 
tell  us,  sir,  for  we're  verra  ignorant,  and  it's  a  subject  o'  great  im- 
portance, what  sort  o'  a  nose  1 

Opium-Eater.  The  entire  face  acute,  but  coarse — intelligent,  but 
not  open 

Shepherd.  Like  North's  there— or  Tickler's.  Confound  me  gin  I 
think  there  are  twa  sic  auld  men  in  a'  England,  whether  for  face  or 
feegur  ;  as  for  mainners,  when  Tickler's  out  o'  the  toothache,  and 
North's  no  in  the  gout  or  rudiments,  they're  perfect  paragons,  sic  as 
ne\er  were  seen  in  the  S<juth — and  as  for  mind,  ma  faith,  if  )e  come 
to  that,  Where's  their  match  in  a'  your  twal  millions,  though  our 
poppilation's  scarcely   twa,  with  w<;men  and  weans  out  o'  a  propor- 

tion  ■? 

Opium- Eater.   Nor  can    I   imagine  a  charge — at   once  more  false 
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and  loathsome — than  one  which  I  have  heard  evtn  vou,  Mr.  lIctrfT 
more  than  once  utter  against  the  English — as  a  peofil. — that  thoy 
are  slaves  to  the  passion  of  the  pa  ate — epicures  iimi  gluttons  in  <iie 
— or  as  the  Scotch  call  it,  sneeringly  and  iiisuliiugly — acconipanv 
ing  the  reproach  with  a  vulgar  laugh,  of  which  the  lowest  birth 
would  be  incapable  but  for  the  lowest  breeding — "  fond  of  good  eat- 
ing;''— whereas  I  appeal  to  the  whole  history,  not  of  England  alone, 
but  of  the  world,  in  proof  of  this  simple  proposition — "  that  there 
exists  not,  nor  ever  did  exist,  a  people  comparable  to  the  English, 
in  the  ascendancy  in  their  national  character  of  the  s{)irituous  over 
the  sensuous,  in  the  due  ordination  of  the  correlates " 

Shepherd.  1  grant  a'  that,  but  still  I  maintain  that  the  English  are 
fonder — prooder  they  canna  be — o'  rost-beef  an-d  plum-pudden.  than 
the  Scotch  o'  brose  and  haggis — that  they  speak  mair  and  think 
tnair — and  muse  and  meditate  atween  meals  mair — and  when  at 
meals,  eat  mair — and  drink  mair — and  wipe  the  sweat  afl'tluir  fore- 
heads mair — and  gie  every  kind  o'  proof  mair  o'  a  fu'  stamach — 
than  the  Scotch ; — and  in  proof  (j'  that  proposition,  alloc  me,  sir, 
also  to  make  an  appeal,  no  to  the  haill  history  o'  the  warld,  but  to 
the  pot-bellies  ane  sees  waddlin'  out  frae  front-doors  as  he  sj)ins 
through  English  toons  and  villages  on  the  top  o'  a  licht  cotch — pot- 
bellies, Mr.  De  Quiiishy,  o'  a'  sizes,  frae  the  bouk  o'  my  twa  hauns 
expanded  upon  ane  anither's  finger-nebs — sac,  iijt  till,  moderately 
speaking,  the  girth  o'  a  hogshead — and  no  confined  to  the  men,  but 
extendin'  to  the  women — and,  pity  me,  even  to  the  weans — na,  to 
the  verra  infants  (what  sookers  !)  that  a'  look  as  they  were  cramm«d 
— instead  o'  wee  piggies — for  the  second  coorse  o'  the  denner  o'  the 
King  o'  the  Cannibals. 

Opium-Eater,  (suuvcly)  Though  I  pity  your  prejudices,  my  dear 
Shepherd,  1  cannot  but  smile  with  pleasure  at  }our  (puiint  and  hu- 
morous illustrations, 

Shephrrd.  Argument  and  illustration,  sir,  are  a'  ane.  Herc'H 
anither  doobler.  Nae  fat  wean  iiorn  in  Scotland  o'  Scotch  parents, 
was  ever  exhibited  as  a  show  in  a  caravan.  Answer  me  that— and 
confute  the  deduction?  You  canna.  Agaiii — there  never  was  r 
Scotch  Lamliert.  Mercy  on  us — a  Scoichnnm  fiAysevrn  stano 
wecht!  Keenally,  a'  great  eatin'  fates  hae  lieen  jx-rformeil  in  Kng- 
land — sic  as  a  beggar  devourin'  at  ae'  meal,  for  a  wftj^er,  ntweeii 
twa  Sfiortin'  characters,  twal  poun'  o'  lichts  and  livers,  ni>  pail  o' 
tripe,  and  anithrr  o'  mashed  tiirnij)  j)eelin's, — or  a  farmer  an  «-«nial 
wecht  o'  beef-st.-aks,  a  peck  plumpudfKn,  and  a  gune,  wnshin  a' 
ower  wi'  twa  im{>erial  uallons — that's  twaP  bottles — o'  yill. 

Opinm-Enlcr.   A  man  worthy  to  be  admitted — by  occlamntion— 
member  of  that  society  whose  sittings  are  designa'wd  by  tlie  celc. 
bratcd  sound — Nortes  AmbroHianiu! 
Vol.  III.— .'JI 
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S/ie^iJierd.  Oli  !  Mr.  Do  Quinshy,  Mr.  De  Qiiinshy  !  can  it  be  that 
ye  ken  sae  little  *»'  hutniin  natur,  o'  Scotland,  and  o'  yourscll,  as  no 
to  ken  that  this  denner — which  you  wild  l)ring  f^)rrit  as  a  cowp-do- 
graee  ari,f»ineiitinn  at  ony  man  in  proof  o'  the  Scotch  bein'  fonder  o' 
glide  eatiii'  than  the  English — was  provided  wi'  a'  its  Coorses — no 
abune  the  halfo'  them  come  yet — entirely,  though  no  exclusively — 
FOR  you  ? 

Opium- Eater.  For  me  !     Most  monstrous  ! 

North.  Poor  people  in  Scotland,  sir — I  do  not  mean  paupers — of 
whom,  in  ordinary  times,  there  are  few — live  almost  on  nothing — 
meal  and  water — nor  do  they  complain  of  a  hard  lot.  The  labor- 
ing classes  in  general,  who  are  not  in  the  same  sense  poor  people, 
feed  not  so  fully,  believe  me,  in  Scotland  as  in  England. 

Shepherd.  Nor  sae  frequently  in  ae  day.  Five  times  is  common 
in  England.  In  Scotland,  never  mair  nor  three — often  but  twa — 
and  never  nane  o'  your  pies  and  puddens  !  rarely  flesh-meat,  ex- 
cept   

North.  And  thus,  Mr.  De  Quincey,  as  the  appetites  are  very 
much  habits,  "good  eating,"  among  the  lower  orders  in  Scotland, 
is  an  indulgence  or  enjoyment  never  thought  of  beyond  the  simple 
pleasureof  the  gratification  of  hunger,  and  of  the  restoration  of  strength 
and  spirits  so  supj)]ied.  Believe  me,  my  dear  sir,  it  is  so  ;  whereas 
in  England  it  assuredly  is  otherwise — though  not  to  any  degrading 
pitch  of  sensuality  ;  there  the  laboring  man  enjoys  necessaries  which 
here  we  should  reckon  luxuries  of  life. 

Shepherd.  Pies!  pies!  raised  crust  pies!  Puddens!  puddens! 
rice,  bread,  and  egg  puddens  ! 

North.  The  whole  question  lies  in  a  nutshell.  England  has  long 
been  a  great,  powerful,  rich,  highly-civiliziid  country,  and  has  equalled, 
if  not  excelled,  all  the  countries  of  modern  Europe  in  all  the  useful 
and  fine  arts,  in  all  the  sciences,  in  all  literature,  and  in  all  philos- 
ophy. Iler  men,  as  Campbell,  himself  a  glorious  Scotchman,  has 
nobly  exulted  to  declare,  "are  of  men  the  chief," — as  Wordsworth, 
himself  a  glorious  Englishman,  has  nobly  exulted  to  declare, 

"  Are  sprung 
Of  earth's  first  blood,  have  titles  mauifold." 

During  her  long  course  of  glory,  she  has  produced  from  her  celestial 
soil  children  of  celestial  seed — unequalled  names — Shakspeare,  Spen- 
ser, Milton^  Newton,  Bacon,  and  other  giants  who  scaled  heaven, 
not  to  storm  it,  but  to  worship  and  adore.  Scotland  has  enjoyed  but 
a  single  century,  it  may  be  said,  of  full  intellectual  light.  She  has 
not  slept  nor  slumbered  beneath  the  "  rutili  sj)atia  ampla  diei,"  but 
uplifted  her  front  in  inspiration  to  the  auspicious  heavens.  Genius, 
too,  has  sprung   fair  and  stately  from   her   soil,  and   eyed  the  stars 
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shilling  in  fitful  beauty  through  her  midnight  storms.  She  too  has 
had,  and  has,  her  poets  and  philosophers — "  a  glorious  train  attend 
ing ;"  transfigured  by  the  useful  arts,  her  old  mountains  shi>ut  aloud 
for  joy — the  fine  arts  have  wreathed  round  the  hiows  tif  her  cities  a 
cowery  diadem,  and  filled  with  lovely  imagery  her  halls  and  tem- 
ples "Science  has  frowned  not  on  her  humble  birtli," — while  Re- 
ligion, the  source  of  the  highest  inspiration,  loves  her  blue  skies  and 
green  fields  with  an  especial  love. 

Shepherd.  Stop.  Ye  canna  iinpruv'  that — and  it's  G»)d's  truth 
every  word  o't — is  iia't,  Mr.  De  Quinshy  ? 

Opium-Eater.  Will  you  accept  from  me,  Mr.  North,  an  essay  to 
be  entitled,  "  Comparative  Estimate  of  the  English  and  Scotch  Char- 
acter ?" 

North.  My  dear  sir,  when  did  1  ever  decline  an  article  of  yours? 

Shepherd.  Faith,  he  seldom  gies  ye  an  opportunity — about  twice, 
may  be,  in  three  years. 

North.  Why,  Scotland  is  making  great  strides  even  in  sculpture. 
Gibson*  and  Campbell  are  the  most  eminent  young  sculptors  now  in 
Rome.  Scoular  and  Steele  are  following  in  their  footsteps.  At 
home,  Fletcher  shows  skill,  taste  and  genius — and  Lawrence  Mac 
donald,  equal  to  any  one  of  them,  if  not,  indeed;  sujierior  to  them 
all — after  displaying  in  grou]»s  or  single  figures,  of  children,  '•  boys 
and  virgins,"  and  maidens  in  their  innocent  prime,  a  finest  sense  of 
beauty  and  of  grace,  that  kindles  human  tenderness  liy  loiiehesof  the 
ideal  and  divine — has  lately  noldy  dared  to  take  a  fiijilit  u])  to  a 
higher  sphere,  and  in  his  Ajax  and  Patroclus,  his  Thetis  and  Achilles, 
essayed,  and  witli  success  that  will  soon  spread  wide  his  f:iiiie,  tlio 
heroic  in  art,  such  as  gave  visible  existence  in  Greece  to  her  old  tra- 
ditions— and  [leoplcd  the  groves  and  gardens,  and  pillared  porticoes 
of  Athens,  wilh  gods  and  demigods,  the  tutelary  genii  *jf  llie  Acro- 
polis on  her  unconqucrcd  hill. 

Shepherd,  'i  hat's  beautifu'.  Vou  maun  gic  us  an  article  on  Sculp- 
ture. 

Nrrth.  I  will — including  a  critical  account  of  those  extraordinary 
works  of  two  origiiiiil,  self-taught  geniuses,  'I'hom  and  (ireenshi<lds 
— Tam  o'Shaiiter  and  Souter  Johnny — and  the  Jolly  Heggars.  Tiio 
kingdom  of  all  the  Fine  Arts  have  many  jirovinces — why  not  Sculj»- 
turel 

Shepherd.  Aye,  why  no? 

North.  The  Greek  Tragedy,  James,  was  austere,  in  its  principN'H, 
as  the  Greek  Sculpture.  ll»  suljects  were  all  of  ancestral  and  rrlig- 
iou8  consecration  ;  its  style,  high,  and  heroic,  ai  d  divine,  admitted 
no  intermixture  even  of  mirth,  or  seldom  and  nluelantiy.  mmh  lesx 
of  grotesque  and  fantastic  extravagancies  of  humor, — whieli   would 

•  Gibwa  happen*  to  b«  a  natiTe  of  lijflTyn,  near  Conway-  Norlh  Wal»»  -  M. 
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have  marred  the  consummate  dignity,  beauty,  and  niagnificcnce  of 
all  the  scones  that  swept  along  that  tiichantt'd  floor.  Sinli  was  the 
spirit  that  shone  on  the  soft  and  the  stately  Sophocles.  IJut  Shaks- 
peare  came  from  heaven — and  along  with  him  a  Tragedy  that  poured 
into  one  cup  the  tears  of  mirth  and  madness;  showed  kings  one  day 
Clowned  with  jewelled  diadems,  and  another  day  with  wild  wisps  of 
btraw  ;  taught  the  Prince  who,  in  single  combat, 

"  Had  quencL'd  the  flame  of  hot  rebellion 
Even  iu  the  rebels'  blood," 

to  moralize  on  the  field  of  battle  over  the  carcass  of  a  fat  buffoon, 
wittily  simulating  death  among  the  bloody  corpses  of  English  nobles ; 
nay,  showed  the  son— and  that  son,  prince,  philosopher,  paragon  of 
men— jocularly  conjuring  to  rest  his  father's  ghost  who  had  revisited 
earth  "  by  the  glimpses  of  the  moon,  making  night  hideous." 

Shepherd.  Stop — stop — sir.     That's  aneuch   to   prove  your  pint. 
Therefore,  let  the  range  o'  sculpture  be  extended,  so  as  to  com  pre 
hend  sic  subjects  as  Tarn  O'Shanter  and  Souter  Johnny* — The  Jolly 

Beggars 

North.  Well,  James.  Of  this  more  hereafter.  You  see  mv 
drift. 

Shepherd.  Isna  Gait's  Lawrie  Todd  indeed  inaist  amusin'  ? 

North.  It  is  indeed  ; — our  friend's  genius  is  as  rare  and  original 
as  ever — the  field,  too,  he  treads,  is  all  his  own — and  it  has  yielded 
a  rich  harvest.  By  the  way,  the  Editor  of  the  Monthly  Review  is 
a  singular  person.  He  thinks  Sir  Walter  Scott's  History  of  Scot- 
land meagre,  feeble,  and  inaccurate;  John  Bowring  no  linguist,  and 
a  mere  quack  of  no  talents;  Gait  he  declares  he  never,  till  very 
lately,  heard  of;  and  the  double  number  of  Blackwood's  Magazine 
for  February  was,  in  his  opinion,  dull,  stupid,  and 

Shepherd.  O  the  coof!   who  is  he? 

North.  For  fourteen  years,  James,  he  was  hermit  to  Lord  Hill's 
father. 

Shepherd.  Eh  ? 

North.  He  sat  in  a  cave  in  that  worthy  Baronet's  grounds,f  with 
an  hour-glass  in  his  hand,  and  a  beard  once  belonging  to  an  old  goat 


Mr.  Thorn  was  a  self-taught  Scottish  sculptor,  -who  cut  the  figures  of  Tam  O'Shanter  and 
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(.  Scott  made  his  acquaintance  in  lf<29,  and  saw  liiin  again  in  l!^;il.  'J'hu  r 
of  Scott,  in  a  silling  {posture,  which,  bearing  ihe  inKcription  Sic  Sbdkbat,  w™  „ 
be  seen,  when  last  it  rnet  iny  view,  in  the  premises,  St.  Andrew's  t^quare.  Edinburgh,  occu- 
pied by  Cadell,  Scott's  publisher.  Under  the  same  roof  was  the  greater  portion  of  th6  origi- 
nal manuscript  of  Scott  s  poems  and  romances.  Bacon's  efiigy  at  St.  Albans  supplifed  the  in- 
scription,    (ireenshields  died  in  April  lft3.j,  aged  forty M 

t  There  really  was  such  a  cave,  and  such  a  hermit  (several  of  iht  .'atler  indeed)  at  HawVstone, 
the  seat  of  the  ilill  family  in  Shropshire. — M. 
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— from  sunrise  to  sunset — with  strict  injunctions  to  accept  no  half- 
■arowns  tVum  visitors — but  to  behave  lilce  Giordano  Bruno. 

Shepherd.  That's  curious.  Wha  had  the  selectiou  o'  him — think 
ye?  But  what's  this  I  was  gaun  to  say  ?  Ou,  aye — heard  ye  ever 
Knowles's  Lectures  on  Dramatic  Poetry  \ 

North.  1  have.  They  are  admirable — full  of  matter — elejrantly 
written,  and  eloquently  delivered.  Knowles  is  a  delightful  fellow 
and  a  man  of  true  genius. 

The  Horns  sound  for  the  Fifth  Course — ''  TJie  Gloamy  Xicht  h 
gatheriii'  fast.'"  Enter  Picardi/,  &c.  The  Pipe  is  abstracted 
— the  Gas  Orrery  extinguished — and  a  strange  hubbub  heard 
in  tlw.  north. — Finis. 
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